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PREFACE

In preparing the text of this volume, we have in general followed the same rules

as in the so-called ‘Cambridge Shakespeare *
: rules which

4we adopted originally

after much deliberation, and of which the soundness has been confirmed by our

-|
subsequent experience.

As however the two editions differ in plan, the one recording in foot-notes

all the various readings and conjectural emendations, the other giving only the

!

text, we have in some particulars modified our rules.

For instance, in cases where the text of the earliest editions is manifestly faulty,

but where it is impossible to decide with confidence which, if any, of several

! suggested emendations is right, we have in the ‘Cambridge Shakespeare’ left the
j

original reading in our text, mentioning in our notes all the proposed alterations
: j

in this edition, we have substituted in the text the emendation which seemed most I

probable, or in cases of absolute equality, the earliest suggested. But the whole

number of such variations between the texts of the two editions is very small.

In this volume, whenever the original text has been corrupted in such a way as

to affect the sense, no admissible emendation having been proposed, or whenever

a lacuna occurs too great to be filled up with any approach to certainty by con-

jecture, we have marked the passage with an obelus (+).



PREFACE .

vi

As in the larger work, we have numbered the lines of each scene for con-

venience of reference.

In the stage directions we have preserved as far as we could, consistently with

clearness, the language of the oldest texts.

The Glossary has been prepared by the Rev. J. M. Jephson.

We trust that the title which has been chosen for the present edition will

neither be thought presumptuous nor be found inappropriate. It seems indeed

safe to predicft that any volume which presents, in a convenient form, with clear

type and at a moderate cost, the complete works of the foremost man in all

literature, the greatest master of the language most widely spoken among men,

will make its way to the remotest comers of the habitable globe.

WILLIAM GEORGE CLARIC

WILLIAM ALDIS WRIGHT.

Trinity College, Cambridge,

November, 1864.
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THE TEMPEST
DRAMATIS PERSONAL

Alonso, King of Naples.

Sebastian, his brother.

Prospero, the right Duke of Milan.

Antonio, his brother, the usurping Duke
of Milan.

Ferdinand, son to the King of Naples.

Gonzalo, an honest old Counsellor.

Adrian, i Lords .

Francisco, )

Caliban, a savage and deformed Slave.

Trinculo, a Jester.

Stephano, a drunken Butler.

Master of a Ship.

Boatswain.
Mariners.

Miranda, daughter to Prospero.

Ariel, an airy Spirit.

Iris,

Ceres, *

Juno, Y presented by Spirits.

Nymphs,
Reapers, J

Other Spirits attending on Prospero.

Scene

—

A ship at Sea : an island.

ACT I.

Scene I. On a ship at sea : a tempestuous

noise of thunder and lightning heard.

Enter a Ship-Master and a Boatswain.

Mast. Boatswain

!

Boats . Here, master : what cheer?

Mast. Good, speak to the mariners: fall to’t,

yarely, or we run ourselves aground : bestir,

bestir. [Exit.

Enter Mariners.

Boats. Heigh, my hearts! cheerly, cheerly,

my hearts
!

yare, yare ! Take in the topsail.

Tend to the master’s whistle. Blow, till thou

burst thy wind, if room enough

!

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdin-
and, Gonzalo, and others.

A Ion. Good boatswain, have care. Where’s
the master? Play the men. n

Boats. I pray now, keep below.

Ant. Where is the master, boatswain?
Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar our

labour : keep your cabins
:
you do assist the storm.

Gon. Nay, good, be patient.

Boats. When the sea is. Hence ! What cares

these roarers for the name of king ? To cabin :

silence ! trouble us not.

Gon. Good, yet remember whom thou hast

aboard. 21

Boats. None that I more love than myself.

You are a counsellor; if you can command these

elements to silence, and work the peace of the

present, we will not hand a rope more ; use your
authority: if you cannot, give thanks you have
lived so long, and make yourself ready in your
cabin for the mischance of the hour, if it so hap.

Cheerly, good hearts ! Out of our way, I say.

[Exit.

Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow:

methinks he hath no drowning mark upon him

;

his complexion is perfedl gallows. Stand fast,

ood Fate, to his hanging: make the rope of his

estiny our cable, for our own doth little advant-

age. If he be not born to be hanged, our case

is miserable. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Boatswain.

Boats. Down with the topmast
!
yare ! lower,

lower-! Bring her to try with main-course. [A
cry within. \ A plague upon this howling! they

are louder than the weather or our office. 40

Re-enter Sebastian, Antonio, and Gonzalo.

Yet again! what do you here? Shall we give

o’er and drown? Have you a mind to sink?

Seb. A pox o’ your throat, you bawling, blas-

phemous, incharitable dog

!

Boats. Work you then.

Am. Hang, cur! hang, you whoreson, in-

solent noisemaker ! We are less afraid to be
drowned than thou art.

Gon. I ’ll warrant him for drowning ; though
the ship were no stronger than a nutshell and as

leaky as an unstanched wench.
Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold ! set her two

j

courses off to sea again ; lay her off.

Enter Mariners wet.

Mariners. All lost! to prayers, to prayers!

all lost

!

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold?

Gon. The king and prince at prayers! let’s

assist them,
For our case is as theirs.

Seb. I ’m out of patience.

Ant. We are merely cheated of our lives by
drunkards

:

This wide-chapp’d rascal—would thou mightst

lie drowning 60
The washing of ten tides

!

Gon. He’ll be hand’d yet.

Though every drop of water swear against it

And gape at widest to glut him.

[A confused noise within : ‘ Mercy onus !

—

‘We split, we split!’
—‘Farewell my wife*and

children !
’

—

‘Farewell, brother!’
—‘We split, we split, we

split!’]

Ant. Let’s all sink with the king.
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Seb. Let’s take leave of him.
[Exeunt Ant. and Seb.

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs

of sea for an acre of barren ground, long heath,

brown furze, any thing. The wills above be
done ! but I would fain die a dry death. \_Exeunt.

Scene II. The island. Before Prospero’s cell.

Enter Prospero a7id Miranda.
Mir. Ifby yourart, my dearest father, you have

Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them.
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch,

Put that the sea, mounting to the welkin’s cheek.

Dashes the fire out. O, 1 have suffered

With those that I saw suffer : a brave vessel,

Who had, no doubt, some noble creature in her.

Dash’d all to pieces. O, the cry did knock
Against my very heart. Poor souls, they perish’d.

Had I been any god of power, I would io

Have sunk the sea within the earth or ere

It should the good ship so have swallow’d and
The fraughting souls within her.

Pros. Be colledted

:

.No more amazement : tell your piteous heart

There’s no harm done.
Mir. O, woe the da5‘!

Pros. No harm.
I have done nothing but in care of thee.

Of thee, my dear one, thee, my daughter, who
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing
Of whence I am, nor that I am more better

Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell, 20
And thy no greater father.

Mir. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.

Pros. ’Tis time

I should inform thee farther. Lend thy hand,

And pluck my magic garment from me. So :

[Lays down Jus mantle.
Lie there, my art. Wipe thou thine eyes ; have

comfort.
The direful spedtaclecrf the wreck, which touch’d

The very virtue of compassion in thee,

I have with such provision in mine art

So safely ordered that there is no soul—
No, not so much perdition as an hair 30
Betid to any creature in the vessel

Which thou heard’ st cry, which thou saw’stsink.

Sit down

;

For thou must now know farther.

Mir. You have often

Begun to tell me what I am, but stopp’d

And left me to a bootless inquisition.

Concluding ‘ Stay : not yet.’

Pros. The hour’s now come ;

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ;

Obey and be attentive. Canst thou remember
A time before we came unto this cell ?

I do not think thou canst, for then thouwast not 40
Out three years old.

Mir. Certainly, sir, I can.

Pros. By what ? by any other house or person?

Of any thing the image tell me that

Hath kept with thy remembrance.
Mir. ’Tis far off

And rather like a dream than an assurance
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not

Four or five women once that tended me ?

Pros. .Thou haust, and more, Miranda. But
how is it

That this lives in thy mind ? What seest thou else

In the dark backward and abysm of time? 50
If thou remember’st aught ere thou earnest here.

How thou earnest here thou mayst.
Mir. But that I do not.

Pros. Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve
year since,

Thy father was the Duke of Milan and
A prince of power.
Mir. Sir, are not you my father?

Pros. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and
She said thou Wast my daughter; and thy father

Was Duke of Milan ; and thou his only heir

And princess no worse issued.

Mir. O the heavens !

"What foul playhad we, that we came from thence?
Or blessed was’t we did ?

Pros. Both, both, my girl : 61

By foul play, as thou say’st, were we heaved
thence,

But blessedly holp hither.

Mir. O’, my heart bleeds

To think 0’ the teen that I have turn’d you to,

Which is from my remembrance ! Please you,
farther.

Pr. My brother and thy uncle, call’d Antonio

—

I pray thee, mark me—that a brother should
Be so perfidious !—he whom next thyself

Of all the world I loved and to him put
The manage of my state ; as at that time 70
Through all the signories it was the first

And Prospero the prime duke, being so reputed
In dignity, and for the liberal arts

Without a parallel ; those being all my study.

The government I cast upon my brother

And to my state grew stranger, being transported

And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle

—

Dost thou attend me?
Mir. Sir, most heeafully.

Pros. Being once perfected how to grant suits,

How to deny them, who to advance and who 80

To trash for over-topping, new created

The creatures that were mine, I say, or changed
’em,

Or else new form’d ’em ; having both the key
Of officer and office, set all hearts i’ the state

To what tune pleased his ear ; that now he was
The ivy which had hid my princely trunk,

And suck’d my verdure out on’t. Thou attend’ st

not.

Mir. O, good sir, I do.

Pros. I pray thee, mark me.
I, thus negledling worldly ends, all dedicated

To closeness and the bettering of my mind 90
With that which, but by being so retired,

O’er-prized all popular rate, in my false brother

Awaked an evil nature; and my trust.

Like a good parent, did beget of him
A falsehood in its contrary as greab

As my trust was ; which had indeed no limit,

A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded,

Not only with what my revenue yielded,

But what my power might else exadt, like one

t Who having into truth, by telling of it, 100

Made such a sinner of his memory,
To credit his own lie, he did believe

He was indeed the duke ; out 0’ the substitution,
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And executing the outward face of royalty,

With ail prerogative : hence his ambition grow-

ing

—

Dost thou hear?
Mir. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness.

Pros

.

To have no screen between this part he

play’d

And him he play’d it for, he needs will be

Absolute Milan. Me, poor man, my library
^

Was dukedom large enough: oftemporal royal-

ties
110

He thinks me now incapable ;
confederates—

So dry he was for sway—wi’ the King of Naples

To give him annual tribute, do him homage.

Subject his coronet to his crown and bend

The dukedom yet unbow’d—alas, poor Milan !—

To most ignoble stooping.

Mir, O the heavens !

Pros. Mark his condition and the event ; then

tell me
If this might be a brother.

Mir. I should sin

To think but nobly ofmy grandmother :

Good wombs have borne bad sons.

Pros. Now the condition. 120

This King of Naples, being an enemy
,

To me inveterate, hearkens my brother s suit;

Which was, that he, in lieu 0’ the premises

Of homage and I know not how much tribute,

Should presently extirpate me and mine

Out of the dukedom and confer fair Milan

With all the honours on my brother
:
.whereon,

A treacherous army levied, one .midnight

Fated to the purpose did Antonio open

The gates of Milan, and, i’ the dead of dark-

ness,
.

*3°

The ministers for the purpose hurried thence

Me and thy crying self.

Mir. Alack, for pity !

I, not remembering how I cried out then,

Will cry it o’er again : it is a hint

That wrings mine eyes to’t.

Pros. Hear a little further

And then I’ll bring thee to the present business

Which now’s upon’s ;
without the which this story

Were most impertinent.

Mir. Wherefore did they not

That hour destroy us ?

Pros. Well demanded, wench :

My taie provokes that question. Dear, they

durst not, I4°

So dear the love my people bore me, nor set

A mark so bloody on the business, but

With colours fairer painted their foul ends.

In few, they hurried us aboard a bark,

Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepared

A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg’d,

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats

Instindlively had quit it : there they hoist us,

To cry to the sea that roar’d to us, to sigh
.

1

To the winds whose pity, sighing back again, 150

1 Did us but loving wrong.
Mir. Alack, what trouble

Was I then to you !

Pros. 0, acherubin

Thou waSt that did preserve me. Thou diost

smile,

Infused with a fortitude from heaven,

When I have deck’d the sea with drops full salt,

Under my burthen groan’d ;
which raised in,me

An undergoing stomach, to bear up
Against what should ensue.

Mir. How came we ashore ?

Pros. By Providence divine.

Some food we had and some fresh water that 160

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo,

Out of his charity, being then appointed

Master of this design, did give us, with
..

Rich garments, linens, stuffs and necessaries,

Which since have steaded much ; so, of his gen-

tleness,

Knowing I loved my books, he furnish d me
From mine own library with volumes that

I prize above my dukedom.
Mir. Would I might

But ever see that man !

Pros. Now I arise : [Resumes his mantle.

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 170

Here in this island we arrived ;
and here

Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit

Than other princesses can that have more time

For vainer hours and tutors not so careful.

Mir. Heavens thank you for’t ! And now, I

pray you, sir,

For still ’tis beating in my mind, your reason

For raising this sea-storm?

Pros. Know thus far forth.

By accident most strange, bountiful Fortune,

Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies
.

Brought to this shore ;
and by my prescience 180

I find my zenith doth depend upon
A most auspicious star, whose influence

If now I court not but omit,, my fortunes

Will ever after droop. Here cease more questions:

Thou art inclined to sleep ;
’tis a good dulne^s,

And give it way *. I know thou canst not choose.

[.Miranda sleeps.

Come away, servant, come. I am ready now,

Approach, my Ariel, come.
Enter Ariel.

Ari. All hail, great master! grave sir, hail-!

I come
To answer thy best pleasure ;

be’t to fly, 196

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride

On the curl’d clouds, to thy strong bidding task

Arieband all his quality.

Pros. Hast thou, spirit,
'

Perform’d to point. the tempest that I bade thee?

Ari. To every article.

I boarded the king’s ship ; now on the beak.

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,

I flamed amazement : sometime I’ld divide.

And burn in many places ; on the topmast,

.

The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly,

Then meet and join. Jove’s lightnings, the pre-

cursors zot

0’ the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary

And sight-outrunning were not ; the fire and cracks

Of sulphurous roaring the most mighty Neptune

•Seem to besiege and make his bold waves tremble.

Yea, his dread trident shake.

Pro's. My brave spirit !

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil

Would not infect his season?

Ari. Not a soul

But felt a fever of the mad and play’d

Some tricks of desperation. All but mariners 210

Plunged in the foaming brine and quit the vessel,

I—

1
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Then all afire with me : the king’s son, Ferdinand,

With hair up-staring,—then like reeds, not hair,—
Was the first man that leap’d ; cried, ‘ Hell is

empty,
And all the devils are here.’

Pros. Why, that’s my spirit !

But was not this nigh shore ?

A ri. Close by, my master.

Pros. But are they, Ariel, safe ?

Ari. Not a hair perish’d ;

On their sustaining garments not a blemish,

But fresher than before : and, as thou badest me,
In troops I have dispersed them ’bout the isle. 220

The king’s son have I landed by himself;

Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs

In an odd angle of the isle and sitting,

His arms in this sad knot.

Pros. Of the king’s ship

The mariners say how thou hast disposed

And all the rest 0’ the fleet.

A rl. Safely in harbour
Is the king’s ship ; in the deep nook, where once
Thou call’dst me up at midnight to fetch dew
From the still-vex’d Bermoothes, there she’s hid :

The mariners all under hatches stow’d ; 230
Who, with a charm join’d to their suffer’d labour,

I have left asleep : and for the rest 0’ the fleet

Which I dispersed, they all have met again
And are upon the Mediterranean flote,

Bound sadly home for Naples,

Supposing that they saw the king’s ship wreck’d
And his great person perish.

Pros. Ariel, thy charge
Exadtly is perform’d : but there’s more work.
What is the time 0’ the day ?

A ri. Past the mid season.

Pros. At least two glasses. The time ’twixt

six and now 240
Must by us both be spent most preciously.

A ri. Is there more toil ? Since thou dost give

me pains.

Let me remember thee what thou hast promised,
V/hich is not yet perform’d me.

Pros. How now ? moody ?

What is ’t thou canst demand ?

Ari. My liberty.

Pros. Before the time be out ? no more !

A ri. I prithee,

Remember I have done thee worthy service ;

Told thee no lies, made thee no mistakings,

served
Without or grudge or grumblings : thou didst

promise
Tp bate me a full year.

Pros. Dost thou forget 250
From what a torment I did free thee ?

Ari.
m %

No.
Pros. Thou dost, and think’st it much to tread

the ooze
Of the salt deep,
To run upon the sharp wind of the north,

To do me business in the veins 0’ the earth
When it is baked with frost,

j

Ari. I do not, sir.

j

Pros. Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast thou
forgot

The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and envy
Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her ?

Ari. No, sir.

Pros. Thou hast. Where was she born ?

speak ; tell me. 260
A ri. Sir, in Argier.
Pros. O, was she so ? I must

Once in a month recount what thou hast been,
Which thou forget’st. This damn’d witch Sycorax,
For mischiefs manifold and sorceries terrible

To enter human hearing, from Argier,
Thouknow’st, was banish’d : for one thing she did
They would not take her life. Is not this true ?

Ari. Ay, sir.

Pros. This blue-eyed hag was hither brought
with child

And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave,

As thou report’st thyself, wast then her servant ;

And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate

To aether earthy and abhorr’d commands,
Refusing her grand hests, she did confine thee.

By help of her more potent ministers
And in her most unmitigable rage,

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift

Imprison’d thou didst painfully remain
A dozen years ; within which space she died
And left thee there ; where thou didst vent thy

groans 280
As fast as mill-wheels strike. Then was this

island—
Save for the son that she did litter here,

A freckled whelp hag-born—not honour’d with
A human shape.
Ari. Yes, Caliban her son.

Pros. Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know’st
What torment I did find thee in ; thy groans
Did make wolves howl and penetrate the breasts

Of ever angry bears : it was a torment
To lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 290
Could not again undo : it was mine art,

When I arrived and heard thee, that made gape
The pine and let thee out.

Ari. I thank thee, master.
Pr. If thou more murmur’st, I will rend an oak

And peg thee in his knotty entrails till

Thou hast howl’d away twelve winters.

Ari. Pardon, master;
I will be correspondent to command
And do my spiriting gently.

Pros. Do so, and after two days
I will discharge thee.

Ari. That’s my noble master !

What shall I do ? say what ; what shall I do ? 300
Pros. Go make thyself like a nymph 0’ the sea :

be subject

To no sight but thine and mine, invisible

To every eyeball else. Go take this shape
And hither come in’t ; go, hence with diligence !

[Exit A riel.

Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ;

Awake 1

Mir. The strangeness of your story put
Heaviness in me.

Pros. Shake it off. Come on j

We’ll visit Caliban my slave, who never
Yields us kind answer.
Mir. 'Tis a villain, sir,

I do not love to look on.

Pros. But, as ’tis, 310
We cannot miss him ; he does make our fire.

Fetch in our wood and serves in offices
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That profit us. What, ho ! slave ! Caliban !

Thou earth, thou ! speak.
, . , .

Cal [ Within] There’s wood enough within.

Pros. Come forth, I say ! there’s other busi-

ness for thee :

Come, thou tortoise I when ?

Re-enter Ariel like a water-nymph.

Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel,

Hark in thine ear.
. , „ , . rzr .,

Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [Exit.

Pros. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil

himself

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth ! 32°

Enter Caliban.

Cal. As wicked dew as e’er my mother brush’d

With raven’s feather from unwholesome fen

Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye

And blister you all o’er 1 .

Pros. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt

have cramps,
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up; urchins

Shall, for that vast of night that they may work,

All exercise on thee ; thou shalt be pinch d

As thick as honeycomb, each pinch more stinging

Than bees that made ’em.

Cal. I must eat my dinner. 330

This island’s mine, by Sycorax my mother,

Which thou takest from me. When thou earnest

first,
, ,

_

Thou strokedst me and madest much of me,

wouldst give me
Water with berries in’t, and teach me how
To name the bigger light, and how the less.

That burn by day and night : and then I loved

thee
.

And show’d thee all the qualities o’ the isle,

The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and

fertile

:

Cursed be I that did so ! All the charms

Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light op you !

For I am all the subjects that you have, 341

Which first was mine own king : and here you
sty me

In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me
The rest o’ the island.

Pros. Thou most lying slave,

Whom stripes may move, not kindness ! I have

used thee,

Filth as thou art, with human care, and lodged

thee
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate

The honour of my child.

Cal. O ho, O ho ! would ’t had been done !

Thou didst prevent me ; I had peopled else 350
This isle with Calibans.

Pros. Abhorred slave,

Which any print of goodness wilt not take,

Being capable of all ill ! I pitied thee,

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each

hour
One thing or other : when thou didst not, savage,

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gabble like

A thing most brutish, I endow’d thy purposes
With words that made them known. But thy vile

race,

Though thou didst learn, had that in’t which
good natures

Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou
Deservedly confined into this rock, 361
Who hadst deserved more than a prison.

Cal. You taught me language ; and my profit

on’t
Is, I know how to curse. The red plague rid you
For learning me your language !

Pros. Hag-seed, hence

!

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou ’rt best,

To answer other business. Shrug’st thou, malice ?

If thou negledl’st or dost unwillingly

What I command, I’ll rack thee with old cramps,
Fill all thy bones with aches, make thee roar 370
That beasts shall tremble at thy din.

Cal. No, pray thee.

[Aside] I must obey : his art is of such power,
It would control my dam’s god, Setebos,

And make a vassal of him.

Pros. So, slave ; hence ! [Exit Caliban.

Re-enter Ariel, invisible
,
playing andsinging

;

FERDINAND following.

Ariel’s song.

Come unto these yellow sands.

And then take. hands:
Courtsied when you have and kiss'd

The wild waves whist,

Foot it featly here and there; 380
And, sweet sprites, the burthen bear.

Burthen [dispersedly]. Hark, hark !

Bow-wow.
The watch-dogs bark:

Bow-wow.
A ri. Hark, hark ! I hear

The strain of strutting chanticleer

Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow.

Fer. Where should this music be ? i’ the air or

the earth?
It sounds no more : and, sure, it waits upon
Some god o’ the island. Sitting on a bank,

Weeping again the king my father's wreck, 390
This music crept by me upon the waters,

Allaying both their fury and my passion

With its sweet air : thence I have follow’d it,

Or it hath drawn me rather. But ’tis gone.

No, it begins again.

Ariel sings.

Full fathom five thy father lies;

Of his bones are coral made;
Those are pearls that were his eyes

:

Nothing of him that doth fade

But doth suffer a sea-change 400
Into something rich and strange.

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell:

Burthen. Ding-dong.

Ari. Hark! now I hear them,—Ding-dong, bell.

Fer. The ditty does remember my drown’d

father.

This is no mortal business, nor no sound

That the earth owes. I hear it now above me.

Pros. The fringed curtains of thine eye advance

And say what thou seest yond.

Mir. What is’t? a spirit?

Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir, 410

It carries a brave form. But ’tis a spirit.
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Pros. No, wench ; it eats and sleeps and hath
such senses

As we have, such. This gallant which thou seest

Was in the wreck ; and, but he’s something stain’d

With grief that’s beauty’s canker, thou mightst
call him

A goodly
.

person : he hath lost his fellows

And strays about to find ’em.
Mir. I might call him

A thing divine, for nothing natural

I ever saw so noble.

Pros. [Aside] It goes on, I see,

As my soul prompts it. .Spirit, fine spirit ! I ’ll

free thee 420
Within two days for this.

Per. Most sure, the goddess
On whom these airs attend ! Vouchsafe.my prayer
May know if you remain upon this island

;

And that you will some good instruction give
How I may bear me here: my prime request,

Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder

!

If you be maid or no ?

Mir. No wonder, sir;

But certainly a maid.
Fer. My language ! heavens !

I am .tlie best of them that speak this speech,’

Were I but where ’tis spoken.
Pros. How? the best? 430

What wert thou, if the King of Naples heard thee ?

Fer. A single thing, as I am now, that wonders
To hear thee speak of Naples. He does hear me

;

And that he does I weep: myself am Naples,
Who with mine eyes, never since at ebb, beheld
The king my father wreck’d.
Mir. Alack, for mercy

!

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords; the Duke of
Milan

And his brave son being twain.
Pros. [Aside] The Duke of Milan

And his more braver daughter could control thee.

If now ’twere fit to do’t. At the first sight 440
They have changed eyes. Delicate Ariel,

I’ll set thee free for this. [To Fer. ] A word, good
sir;

I fear you have done yourselfsome wrong : a word.
Mir. Why speaks my father so ungently? This

Is the third man that e’er I saw, the first

That e’er I sigh’d for
:
pity move my father

To be inclined my way

!

Fer. 0
,
if a virgin,

And your affeCtion not gone forth, I ’ll make you
The queen of Naples.

Pros. Soft, sir ! one word more.
[Aside] They are both in either’s powers; but

this swift business 450
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning
Make the prize light. [To Fer.] One word more

;

I charge thee
That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp
The name thou owest not ; and hast put thyself

Upon this island as a spy, to win it

From me, the lord on’t.

Fer. No, as I am a man.
Mir. There’s nothing ill can dwell in such a

temple

:

If the ill spirit have so fair a house,

Good things will strive to dwell with’t.

Pros. Follow me.
Speak not you for him ; he’s a traitor. Come

;

I’ll manacle thy neck and feet together : 461
Sea-water shalt thou drink; thy food shall be
The fresh-brook muscles, wither’d roots and

husks
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow.
Fer. No

;

I will resist such entertainment till

Mine enemy has more power.
[Draws, and is charmedfrom moving.Mir. O dear father.

Make not too rash a trial of him, for
He ’s gentle and not fearful.

Pros. What? I say.
My foot my tutor? Put thy sword up, traitor ;

Who makest a show but darest not strike, thy
conscience 470

Is so possess’d with guilt : come from thy ward,
For I can here disarm thee with this stick
And make thy weapon drop.
Mir. Beseech you, father.
Pros. Hence ! hang not on my garments. -

Mir. Sir, have pity

;

I’ll be his surety.

Pros. Silence ! one word more
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What 1

An advocate for an impostor I hush \

Thou think’st there is no more such shapes as he,
Having seen but him and Caliban : foolish wench !

To the most of men this is a Caliban 480
And they to him are angels.

Mir. My affedtions

Are then most humble ; I have no ambition
To see a goodlier man.

Pros. Come on ; obey :

Thy nerves are in their infancy again
And have no vigour- in them.

Fer. So they are ;

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up.
My father’s loss, the weakness which I feel.

The wreck of all my friends, nor this man’s
threats.

To whom I am subdued, are but light to me.
Might I but through my prison once a day 490
Behold this maid : all comers else 0’ the earth
Let liberty make use of ; space enough
Have I in such a prison.

Pros. [Aside] It works. [To Fer.] Come on.

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel ! [To Fer.] Fol-

low me.
[To Ari.] Hark what thou else shalt do me.
Mir. Be of comfort

;

My father’s of a better nature, sir,

Than he appears by speech : this is unwonted
Which now came from him.

Pros. Thou shalt be as free

As mountain winds : but then exactly do
All points of my command.
Ari. To the syllable. 500
Pros. Come, follow. Speak not for him.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. Another £art of the island.

EnterAlonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo,
Adrian, Francisco, and others.

Con. Beseech you, sir, be merry; you have
cause,
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So have we all, ofjoy ; for our escape

Is much beyond our loss. Our hint of woe

Is common; every day some sailor’s wife,

The masters of some merchant and the merchant

Have just our theme of woe ;
but for the miracle,

I mean our preservation, few in millions

Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh

Our sorrow with our comfort.

A Ion. Prithee, peace.

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge.

Ant. The visitor will not give him o’er so. 11

Seb. Look, he’s winding up the watch of his

wit ; by and by it will strike.

Gan. Sir,—
Seb. One: tell.

. , ,

Gon. When every grief is entertain d that s

offer’d,

Comes to the entertainer

—

Seb. A dollar.

Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed
:
you have

spoken truer than you purposed. 20

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant

you should.

Gon. Therefore, my lord,—

Ant. Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his

tongue

!

A Ion. I prithee, spare.

Gon. Well, I have done : but yet,—

Seb. He will be talking.

Ant. Which, ofhe or Adrian, for a good wager,

first begins to crow ?

Seb. The old cock. 3°

Ant. The cockerel.

Seb. Done. The wager?
Ant. A laughter.

Seb. A match

!

A dr. Though this island seem to be desert,

—

Seb. Ha, ha, ha ! So, you’re paid.

Adr. Uninhabitable and almost inaccessible,

Seb. Yet,

—

Adr. Yet,—

•

Ant. He could not miss ’t. A°

Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender and

delicate temperance.
Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench.

Seb. Ay, and a subtle ;
as he' most learnedly

delivered.

Adr. The air breathes upon us here most

sweetly.

Seb. As if it had lungs and rotten ones.

, Ant. Or as ’twere perfumed by a fen.

Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life.

Ant. True; save means to live. 5°

Seb. Of that there’s none, or little.

Gon. How lush and lusty the grass looks ! how
green

!

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny.

Seb. With an eye of green in’t.

Ant. He misses not much.

Seb. No ; he doth but mistake the truth totally.

Gon. But the rarity of it is,—which is indeed

almost beyond credit,

—

Seb. As many vouched rarities are.

Gon. That our garments, being, as they were,

drenched in the sea, hold notwithstanding their

freshness and glosses, being rather new-dyed

than stained with salt water.

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak,

would it not say he lies ?

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report.

Gon. Methinks our garments are now as fresh

as when we put them on first in Afric, at the

marriage of the king’s fair daughter Claribel to

the King of Tunis.
>

7 1

Seb. ’Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper

well in our return.

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such

a paragon to their queen.

Gon. Not since widow Dido’s time.LrOU. IN UL vv iuu vv

Ant. Widow ! a pox o’ that ! How came that

widow in? widow Dido !

Seb. What if he had said ‘ widower iEneas

too? Good Lord, how you take it!

Adr. * Widow Dido’ said you? you make me
study of that : she was of Carthage, not of Tunis.

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage.

Adr. Carthage?
Gon. I assure you, Carthage.

Seb. His word is more than the miraculous

harp ; he hath raised the wall and houses too.

Ant. What impossible matter will he make

easy next?
Seb. I think he will carry this island home m

his pocket and give it his son for an apple. 91

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea,

bring forth more islands.

Gon. Ay.
Ant. Why, in good time.

Gon. Sir, we were talking that our garments

seem now as fresh as when we were at Tunis at

the marriage of your daughter, who is now queen.

Ant. And the rarest that e’er came there.

Seb. Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 100

Ant. O, widow Dido ! ay, widow Dido.

Gon. Is not,- sir, my doublet as fresh as the

first day I wore it? I mean, in a sort.

Ant. That sort was well fished for.

Gon. When I wore it at your daughter’s mar-

riage?
. . .

A Ion. You cram these words into mine ears

against

The stomach of my sense. Would I had never

Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence,

My son is lost and, in my rate, she too,

Y/ho is so far from Italy removed
_

no
I ne’er again shall see her. O thou mine heir

Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish

Hath made his meal on thee?

Fran. Sir, he may live

:

I saw him beat the surges under him,

And ride upon their backs ;
he trod the v/atcr,

Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted

The surge most swoln that met him; his bold-

head
’Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar d

Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke
^

To the shore, that o’er his wave-worn basis bow’d,

As stooping to relieve him: I not doubt 121

He came alive to land.

A Ion. No, no, he’s gone.

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great

loss,

That would not bless our Europe with your

daughter,
But rather lose her to an African

;

Where she at least is banish’d from your eye,

Who hath cause to wet the grief on’t.

A Ion. Prithee, peace.
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Seb. You were kneel’d to and importuned
otherwise

By all of us, and the fair soul herself
Weigh’d between loathness and obedience, at 130
Which end 0’ the beam should bow. We have

lost your son,
I fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have
More widows in them of this business’ making
Than we bring men to comfort them

:

The fault’s your own.
A Ion. So is the dear’st o’ the loss.

Gon. My lord Sebastian,
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness
And time to speak it in

:
you rub the sore,

When you should bring the plaster.

Seb. Very well.

Ant. And most chirurgeonly. 140
Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir,

When you are cloudy.
Seb. Foul weather?
Ant. Very foul.

Gon. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord,

—

Ant. He ’Id sow ’t with nettle-seed.
Seb. Or docks, or mallows.
Gon. And were the king on’t, what would I do?
Seb. ’Scape being drunk for want of wine.
Gon. I’ the commonwealth I would by con-

traries

Execute all things
; for no kind of traffic

Would I admit; no name of magistrate;
Letters should not be known ; riches, poverty,
And use of service, none ; contract, succession,
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none

;

No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil

;

No occupation; all men idle, all;

And women too, but innocent and pure

;

No sovereignty ;

—

Seb. Yet he would be king on’t.

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth for-

gets the beginning.
Gon. All things in common nature should pro-

duce
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony, 160
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine,
Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth,

Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance,
To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No marrying ’mong his subjects?
Ant. None, man ; all idle : whores and knaves.
Gon. I would with such perfection govern, sir,

To excel the golden age.
Seb. God save his majesty

!

Ant. Long live Gonzalo !

Gon. And,—do you mark me, sir?

Alon. Prithee, no more: thou dost talk no-
thing to me. 171

Gon. I do well believe your highness; and
did it to minister occasion to these gentlemen,
who are of such sensible and nimble lungs that
they always use to laugh at nothing.
Ant. ’Twas you we laughed at.

Gon. Who in this kind of merry fooling am
nothing to you : so you may continue and laugh
at nothing still.

Ant. What a blow was there given ! 180
Seb. An it had not fallen fiat-long.

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle
;
you

would lift the moon out of her sphere, if she
would continue in it five weeks without changing.

Enter Ariel, invisible
,
playing solemn music.

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling.
Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not angry.
Gon. No, I warrant you; I will not adventure

my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me
asleep, for I am very heavy?
Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. 190

[A ll sleep except Alon . ,
Seb. ,

andA nt.
A Ion. What, all so soon asleep ! I wish mine

eyes
j

Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts: I !

find
|

They are inclined to do so.

Seb.
.

Please you, sir,

Do not omit the heavy offer of it

:

It seldom visits sorrow; when it doth,
It is a comforter.
Ant. We two, my lord,

Will guard your person while you take your rest,

And watch your safety.

Alon. Thank you. Wondrous heavy.
[A lonso sleeps. Exit A riel.

Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them !

Ant. It is the quality 0’ the climate.
Seb. Why 200

Doth it not then our eyelids sink? I find not
Myself disposed to sleep.

Ant. Nor I ; my spirits are nimble.
They fell together all, as by consent

;

They dropp’d, as by a thunder-stroke. What
j

might,
Worthy Sebastian? O, what might?—No more :— j

And yet me thinks I see it in thy face,
What thou shouldst be : the occasion speaks thee, 1

and
My strong imagination sees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.

Seb. What, art thou waking?
Ant. Do you not hear me speak?
Seb. I do ; and surely

It is a sleepy language and thou speak’st 21 1 j

Out of thy sleep. What is it thou didst say?
j

This is a strange repose, to be asleep
With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving,
And yet so fast asleep.

Ant. Noble Sebastian,
Thoulet’st thy fortune sleep—die, rather; wink’st
Whiles thou art waking.

Seb.
'

Thou dost snore distinctly

;

There’s meaning in thy snores.
Ant. I am more serious than my custom

:
you

Must be so too, if heed me ; which to do 220
Trebles thee o’er.

Seb. Well, I am standing -\yater.

Ant. I ’ll teach you how to flow.
Seb.'

'
Do so: to ebb

Hereditary sloth instructs me.
Ant. 0 ,

If you but knew how you the purpose cherish
Whiles thus you mock it ! how, in stripping it.

You more invest it ! Ebbing men, indeed.
Most often do so near the bottom run
By their own fear or sloth.

Seb. Prithee, say on

:

The setting of thine eye and cheek proclaim
A matter from thee, and a birth indeed 230
Which throes thee much to yield.

Ant. Thus, sir:

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this,
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Who shall be of as little memory
When he is earth’d, hath here almost persuaded,—

For he’s a spirit of persuasion, only
?

Professes to persuade,—the king his son s alive,

’Tis as impossible that he’s undrown’d

As he that sleeps here swims.

Seb. I have no hope

That he’s undrown’d.
Ant. O, out of that *no hope

What great hope have you ! no hope that way is

Another way so high a hope that even 241

Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond,

But doubt discovery there. Willyou grant with me
That Ferdinand is drown’d?

Seb. He’s gone.

Ant. Then, tell me,

Who’s the next heir of Naples?

Seb. Claribel.

Ant. She that is queen of Tunis; she that

dwells

Ten leagues beyond man’s life; she that from

Naples
Can have no note, unless the sun were post—

The man i’ the moon’s too slow—till new-born chins

Be rough and razorable ;
she that—from whom?

We all were sea-swallow’d, though some cast

again, 2 5 I

And by that destiny to perform an act

Whereof what’s past is prologue, what to come

In yours and my discharge.

Seb. What stuff is this ! how say you ?

’Tis true, my brother’s daughter’s qiieen of Tunis;

So is she heir of Naples ;
’twixt which regions

There is some space.

Ant. A space whose every cubit

Seems to cry out,
4 How shall that Claribel

Measure us bhck to Naples? Keep in Tunis,

And let Sebastian wake.’ Say, this were death

That now hath seized them ;
why, they were no

worse 2^ 1

Than now they are. There be that can rule Naples

As well as he that sleeps ; lords that can prate

As amply and unnecessarily

As this Gonzalo ; I myself could make
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore

The mind that I do ! what a sleep were this

For your advancement ! Do you understand me ?

Seb. Methinks I do.

Ant. And how does your content

Tender your own good fortune?

Seb. I remember 270

You did supplant your brother Prospero.

Ant.
.

True:

And look how well my garments sit upon me ;

Much feater than before : my brother’s servants

Were then my fellows ; now they are my men.

Seb. But, for your conscience ?

A nt. Ay, sir ;
where lies that ? if ’twere a kibe,

’Twould put me to my slipper : but I feel not

This deity in my bosom : twenty consciences,

That stand ’twixt me and Milan, candied be they

And melt ere they molest ! Here liesyour brother,

No better than the earth he lies upon, 281

If he were that which now he’s like, that’s dead;
Whom I, with this obedient steel, three inches of it,

Can lay to bed for ever ; whiles you, doing thus,

To the perpetual wink for aye might put

This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest,

They’ll take suggestion as a cat laps milk;

They’ll tell the clock to any business that

We say befits the hour.

Seb. Thy case, dear friend, 290

Shall be my precedent ; as thou got’st Milan,

I’ll come by Naples. Draw thy sword : one stroke

Shall free thee from the tribute which thou payest

;

And I the king shall love thee.

Ant. Draw together;
|

And when I rear my hand, do you the like,

To fall it on Gonzalo.

Seb. O, but one word. {They talk apart.
j

Re-enter Ariel, invisible.

Ari. My master through his art foresees the

danger
.

I

That you, his friend, are in ; and sends me forth— ;

For else his project dies—to keep them living.

{Sings in Gonzalo’s ear.

While you here do snoring lie, 300

Open-eyed conspiracy
His time doth take.

If of life you keep a care,

Shake off slumber, and beware

:

Awake, awake

!

Ant. Then let us both be sudden. 1

Con. Now, good angels

Preserve the king. {They wake.

A Ion. Why, how now? ho, awake ! Why are <

you drawn?
Wherefore this ghastly looking?

Con. What’s the matter?
j

Seb. Whiles we stood here securingyour repose,

Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing
j

Like bulls, or rather lions: did’t not wake you?
|

It struck mine ear most terribly. \

A Ion. I heard nothing.
1,

Ant. O, ’twas a din to fright a monster’s ear,
;

To make an earthquake ! sure, it was the roar
j

Of a whole herd of lions.
_ \

A Ion. Heard you this, Gonzalo?

Gon. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a hum-
ming,

And that a strange one too, which did awake me:

I shaked you, sir, and cried : as mine eyes open’d,

I saw their weapons drawn : there was a noise, 320

That ’s verily. ’Tis best we stand upon our guard.

Or that we quit this place : let’s draw our weapons.

A Ion. Lead off this ground; and let’s make
further search

For my poor son.

Gon. Heaveqs keep him from these beasts

!

For he is, sure, i’ the island.

A Ion. Lead away.

A ri. Prospero my lord shall know what I have

done

:

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. {Exeunt.

Scene II. Anotherpart of the island.

Enter Caliban with a burden of wood. A
noise of thunder heard.

Cal. All the infections that the sun sucks up
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall and make

him
By inch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear me
And yet I needs must curse. But they’ll nor pinch,
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Fright me with urchin-shows, pitch me i’ the mire,
Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dark
Out ofmy way, unless he bid ’em ; but
For every trifle are they set upon me ;

Sometime like apes that mow and ohatter at me
And after bite me, then like hedgehogs which io
Lie tumbling in my barefoot way and mount
Their pricks at my footfall; sometime am I

All wound with adders who with cloven tongues
Do hiss me into madness.

Enter Trinculo.

Lo, now, lo

!

Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me
For bringing wood in slowly. I ’ll fall flat

;

Perchance he will not mind me.
Trbi. Plere’s neither bush nor shrub, to bear

off any weather at all, and another storm brewing

;

I hear it sing i’ the wind
:
yond same black cloud,

yond huge one, looks like a foul bombard that
would shed his liquor. If it should thunder as it

did before, I know not where to hide my head

:

yond same cloud cannot choose but fall by pail-

fuls. What have we here ? a man or a fish ? dead
or alive ? A fish : he smells like a fish ; a very
ancient and fish-like smell ; a kind of not of the
newest Poor-John. A strange fish! Were I in

England now, as once I was, and had but this fish

painted, not a holiday fool there but would give
a piece of silver : there would this monster make
a man ; any strange beast there makes a man

:

when they will not give a doit to relieve a lame
beggar, they will layout ten to see a dead Indian.
Legged like a man ! and his fins like arms ! Warm
o’ my troth! I do now let loose my opinion; hold
it no longer : this is no fish, but an islander, that
hath lately suffered by a thunderbolt. [Thunder.]

Alas, the storm is come again ! my best way is to

creep under his gaberdine ; there is no other shelter

hereabout : misery acquaints a man with strange
bed-fellows. I will here shroud till the dregs of
the storm be past.

Enter Stephano, singing: a bottle in his hand.

Ste. I shall no more to sea, to sea,

PIere shall I die ashore—

This is a very scurvy tune to sing gt a man’s
funeral; well, here’s my comfort. [Drinks.
[Sings.

The master, the swabber, the boatswain and I,

, The gunner and his mate
' Loved Mall, Meg and Marian and Margery, 50

But none of us cared for Kate

;

For she had a tongue with a tang.

Would cry to a sailor, Go hang

!

She loved not the savour of tar nor of pitch,

Yet a tailor might scratch her where’er she
did itch

:

Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang!

This is a scurvy tune too : but here’s my comfort.

[Drinks.
Cal. Do not torment me : Oh !

Ste. What’s the matter? Have we devils

here ? Do you put tricks upon’s with savages and
men of Ind, ha? I have not scaped drowning to

be afeard now of your four legs ; for it hath been
said, As proper a man as ever went on four legs

cannot make him give ground ; and it shall be
said so again while Stephano breathes at’s nostrils.

Cal. The spirit torments me ; Oh

!

Ste. This is some monster of the isle with
four legs, who hath got, as I take it, an ague.
Where the devil should he learn our language?'
I will give him some relief, if it be but for that.

If I can recover him and keep him tame and get
to Naples with him, he ’s a present for any emperor
that ever trod on neat’s-leather.

Cal. Do not torment me, prithee; I’ll bring
my wood home faster.

Ste. He’s in his fit now and does not talk after

the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle : if he
have never drunk wine afore, it will go near to

remove his fit. If I can recover him and keep
him tame, I will not take too much for him ; he
shall pay for him that hath him, and that soundly.

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou
wilt anon, I know it by thy trembling : now Pros-
per works upon thee.

Ste. Come on your ways; open your mouth;
here is that which will give language to you, cat

:

open your mouth ; this will shake your shaking,
I can tell you, and that soundly

:
you cannot tell

who’s your friend : open your chaps again.
Trin. I should know that voice : it should be

—but he is drowned; and these are devils: O
defend me

!

Ste. P'our legs and two voices : a most deli-

cate monster ! His forward voice now is to speak
well of his friend ; his backward voice is to utter
foul speeches and to detract. If all the wine in
my bottle will recover him, I will help his ague.
Come. Amen ! I will pour some in thy other
mouth.
Trin. Stephano! 100
Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy,

mercy ! This is a devil, and no monster : I will

leave him ; I have no long spoon.
Trin. Stephano! If thou beest Stephano,

touch me and speak to me ; for I am Trinculo

—

be not afeard—thy good friend Trinculo.
Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth: I’ll

pull thee by the lesser legs: if any be Trmculo’s
legs, these are they. Thou art very Trinculo in-

deed ! How earnest thou to be the siege of this

moon-calf ? can he vent Trinculos?
Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunder-

stroke. But art thou not drowned, Stephano? I

hope now thou art not drowned. Is the storm over-
blown ? I hidme under the dead moon-calf’s gaber-
dine for fear of the storm. And art thou living,

Stephano ? O Stephano, two Neapolitans ’scaped

!

Ste. Prithee, do not turn me about; my sto-

mach is not constant.

Cal. [Aside] These be fine things, an if they
be not sprites. 12

1

That’s a brave god and bears celestial liquor.

I will kneel to him.
Ste. How didst thou ’scape? How earnest

thou hither? swear by this bottle how thou earnest

hither. I escaped upon a butt of sack which the

sailors heaved o’erboard, by this bottle ' which I

made of the bark of a tree with mine own hands
since I was cast ashore.

Cal. I ’ll swear upon that bottle to be thy true

subjedl; for the liquor is not earthly.

Ste. Here; swear then how thou escapedst.
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' Trin. Swum ashore, man, like a duck : I can

Swim like a duck, I’ll be sworn.

* Ste. Here, kiss the book. Though thou canst

swim like a duck, thou art made like a goose.

Trin. O Stephano, hast any more of this?

Ste. The whole butt, man : my cellar is in a

rock by the sea-side where my wine is hid. How
now, moon-calf ! how does thine ague ?

Cal. Hast thou not dropp’d from heaven? 140

Ste. Out o’ the moon, I do assure thee : I was

the man i’ the moon when time was.

Cal. I have seen thee in herand I do adore thee :

My mistress show’d me thee and thy dog and thy

bush. . T
Ste. Come, swear to that; kiss the book: 1

will furnish it anon with new contents : swear.

Trin. By this good light, this is a very shallow

monster ! I afeard of him ! A very weak mon-

ster ! The man i’ the moon ! A most poor cre-

dulous monster! Well drawn, monster, in good

sooth
! , .. . , , ,

Cal. I’ll show thee every fertile inch o th

island
; , ,

And I will kiss thy foot: I prithee, be my god.

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and

drunken monster ! when’s god’s asleep, he 11 rob

his bottle. . . .

Cal. I’ll kiss thy foot; I’ll swear myself thy

subjedl.

Ste. Come on then ;
down, and swear.

' Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this

puppy-headed monster. A most scurvy monster

!

I could find in my heart to beat him,— 160

Ste. Come, kiss.

Trin. But that the poor monsters in drmk:

an abominable monster

!

Cal. I’ll show thee the best springs; I II

pluck thee berries

;

I’ll fish for thee and get thee wood enough.

A.plague upon the tyrant that I serve

!

I ’ll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee,

Thou wondrous man.
Trin. A most ridiculous monster, to make a

wonder of a poor drunkard !
17°

Cal. I prithee, let me bring thee where crabs

grow

;

And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts

;

Show thee a jay’s nest and instruct thee how
To snare the nimble marmoset ; I ’ll bring thee

To clustering filberts and sometimes I’ll get thee

Young scamels from the.rock. Wilt thou go with me?

Ste. I prithee now, lead the way without any

more talking. Trinculo, the king and all our

company else being drowned, we will inherit

here: here; bear my bottle: fellow irinculo,

we’ll fill him by and by again.

Cal. {Sings drunkenly\

.Farewell, master ; farewell, farewell

!

• Trin. A howling monster ; a drunken monster

!

Cal. No more dams I’ll make for fish;

c Nor fetch in firing

At requiring

;

Nor scrape trencher, nor wash dish:

’Ban, ’Ban, Cacaliban

Has a new master
:
get a new man.

reedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom,

sy-day, freedom ! *9T

Sie. O brave monster ! Lead the way. {Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I. Before Prospero’s cell.

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log.

Fer. There be some sports are painful, and

their labour

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness

Are nobly undergone and most poor matters

Point to rich ends. This my mean task

Would be as heavy to me as odious, but

The mistress which I serve quickens what ’s dead

And makes my labours pleasures: O, she is

Ten times more gentle than her father’s crabbed,

And he’s composed of harshness. I must remove

Some thousands of these logs and pile them up,

Upon a sore injunction: my sweet mistress

Weeps when she sees me work, and says, such

baseness
Had never like executor. I forget

:

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my
labours,

f Most busy lest, when I do it.

Enter Miranda; and Prospero at a distance

,

unseen.

Mir. Alas, now, pray- you,

Work not so hard : I would the lightning had

Burnt up those logs that you are enjoin’d to pile !

Pray, set it down and rest you : when this burns,

’Twill weep for having wearied you. My father

Is hard at study
;
pray now, rest yourself ; 20

He’s safe for these three hours.

per^
O most dear mistress,

The sun will set before I shall discharge

What I must strive to do.

Mir. If you’ll sit down,

I ’ll bear your logs the while
:
pray, give me that

;

I’ll carry it to the pile.

Fer. No, precious creature;

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back,

Than you should such dishonour undergo,

While I sit lazy by.

Mir. It would become me
_

As well as it does you : and I should do it

With much more ease ; for my good will is to it,

And yours it is against.

Pros. Poor worm, thou art infected

!

This visitation shows it.

Mir. You look wearily.

Fer. No, noble mistress; ’tis fresh morning

with me
When you are by at night. I do beseech you—
Chiefly that I might set it in my prayers—

What is your name?
Mir. Miranda.—O my father,

I have broke your hest to say so !

Fer, Admired Miranda

!

Indeed the top of admiration ! worth

What’s dearest to the world ! Full many a lady

I have eyed with best regard and many a time 40

The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage

Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues

Have I liked several women ;
never any

With so full soul, but some defedt in her

Did quarrel with the noblest grace she owed
And put it to the foil : but you, O you,

So perfedt and so peerless, are created

Of every creature’s best

!
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Mir. I do not know
One of my sex ; no woman’s face remember,
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen

More that I may call men than you, good friend,

And my dear father : how features are abroad,

I am skilless of ; but, by my modesty,
.

The jewel in my dower, I would not wish

Any companion in the world but you,

Nor can imagination form a shape,

Besides yourself, to like of. But I prattle

Something too wildly and my father’s precepts

I therein do forget.

Fer. I am in my condition

A prince, Miranda; I do think, a king; 60

I would, not so !—and would no more endure
This wooden slavery than to suffer

The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my soul

speak

:

The very instant that I saw you, did

My heart fly to your service ; there resides,

To make me slave to it ; and for your sake

Am I this patient log-man.
Mir. Do you love me?
Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this

sound
And crown what I profess with kind event

If I speak true ! if hollowly, invert 70
What best is boded me to mischief ! I

Beyond all limit of what else i’ the world
Do love, prize, honour you.

Mir. I am a fool

To weep at what I am glad of.

Pros. Fair encounter

Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace

On that which breeds between ’em

!

Fer. Wherefore weep you ?

Mir. At mine unworthiness that dare not offer

What I desire to give, and much less take

What I shall die to want. But this is trifling ;

And all the more it seeks to hide itself,
.

Bo

The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning!

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence !

I am your wife, if you will marry me

;

If not, I’ll die your maid ; to be your fellow

You may deny me ; but I ’ll be your servant,

Whether you will or no.

Fer. My mistress, dearest

;

And I thus humble ever.

Mir. My husband, then?

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing

As bondage e’er of freedom : here’s my hand.

Mir. And mine, with my heart in’t: and now
farewell 90

Till half an hour hence.
Fer. A thousand thousand !

[Exeunt Fer. and Mir. severally.

Pros. So glad of this as they I cannot be,

Who are surprised withal; but my rejoicing

At nothing can be more. I ’ll to my book,
For yet ere supper-time must I perform
Much business appertaining. [Exit

Scene II. Anotherpart of the island.

Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trinculo.

Ste. Tell not me; when the butt is out, we
will drink water ;

not a drop before : therefore

bear up, and board ’em. Servant-monster, drink

to me.

Trin. Servant-monster! the folly of this is-

land! They say there’s but five upon this isle:

we are three of them ; if th’ other two be brained

like us, the state totters.

Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee

:

thy eyes are almost set in thy head. 10

Trin. Where should they be set else ? he were
a brave monster indeed, if they were set in his

tail.

Ste. My man-monster hath drown’d his tongue
in sack : for my part, the sea cannot drown me

;

I swam, ere I could recover the shore, five and
thirty leagues off and on. By this light, thou
shalt be my lieutenant, monster, or jny standard.

Trin. Your lieutenant, if you list; he’s no
standard.

.

20
Ste. We’ll not run, Monsieur Monster.
Trin. Nor go neither ; but you’ll lie like dogs

and yet say nothing neither.

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou
beest a good moon-calf.

Cal. How does thy honour? Let me lick thy
shoe.

I’ll not serve him ; he’s not valiant.

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster : I

am in case to justle a constable. Why, thou de-

boshed fish, thou, was there ever man a coward
that hath drunk so much sack as I to-day? Wilt
thou tell a monstrous lie, being but half a fish and
half a monster?

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let him,

my lord ?

Trin. ‘Lord’ quoth he! That a monster
should be such a natural

!

Cal. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I

prithee.

Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your
head : if you prove a mutineer,—the next tree !

The poor monster’s my subject and he shall not

suffer indignity.

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be
pleased to hearken once again to the suit I made
to thee?

Ste. Marry, will I : kneel and repeat it ; I will

stand, and so shall Trinculo.

Enter Ariel, invisible.

Cal. As I told thee before, I am subje<5l to a

tyrant, a sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheat-

ed me of the island. 50
Ari. Thou liest.

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou:

I would my valiant master would destroy thee !

I do not lie.

Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more
in’s tale, by this hand, I will supplant some of

your teeth.

Trin. Why, I said nothing.

Ste. Mum, then, and no more. Proceed.

Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle ; 60
From me he got it. If thy greatness will

Revenge it on him,—for I know thou darest,

But this thing dare not,—

.

Ste. That’s most certain.

Cal. Thou shalt be lord of it and I’ll serve thee.

Ste. How now shall this be compassed? Canst
thou bring me to the party?

Cal. Yea, yea, my lord ; I’ll yield him thee

asleep,
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Where thou mayst knock a nail into his head.

Ari. Thou liest ;
thou canst not. 70

Cal. What a pied ninny’s this ! Thou scurvy

patch

!

I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows

And take his bottle from him : when that’s gone

He shall drink nought but brine; for I’ll not

show him
Where the quick freshes are.

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger:

interrupt the monster one word further, and, by

this hand, I’ll turn my mercy out 0’ doors and

make a stock-fish of thee.

Trin. Why, what did I ? I did nothing. I’ll

go farther off. 81

Ste. Didst thou not say he lied?

Ari. Thou liest.

Ste. Do I so? take thou that. [Beats Trin.]

As you like this, give me the lie another time.

Trin. I did not give the lie. Out o’ your wits

and hearing too? A pox o’ your bottle ! this can

sack and drinking do. A murrain on your mon-

ster, and the devil take your fingers 1

Cal. Ha, ha, ha!
.

9°

Ste

.

Now, forward with your tale. Prithee,

stand farther off.

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time

I’ll beat him too.

Ste. Stand farther. Come, proceed.

Cal. Why, as I told thee, ’tis a custom with

him,
I’ th’ afternoon to sleep : there thou mayst brain

him,
Having first seized his books, or with a log

Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake,

Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Remember
First to possess his books ; for without them 100

He’s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not

One spirit to command : they all do hate him
As rootedly as I. Burn but his books.

He has brave utensils,—for so he calls them,

—

Which, when he has a house, he’ll deck withal.

And that most deeply to consider is

The beauty of his daughter; he himself

Calls her a nonpareil : I never saw a woman,
But only Sycorax my dam and she

;

But she as far surpasseth Sycorax 1 10

As great’st does least.

Ste. Is it so brave a lass?

Cal. Ay,lord; she will become thy bed, I warrant.

And bring thee forth brave brood.

Ste. Monster, I will kill this man: his daughter

and I will be king and queen,—save our graces !

—

and Trinculo and thyself shall be viceroys. Dost
thou like the plot, Trinculo?

Trin. Excellent.

Ste. Give me thy hand : I am sorry I beat

thee ; but, while thou livest, keep a good tongue
in thy head. 121

Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep

:

Wilt thou destroy him then?
Ste. Ay, on mine honour.

A ri. This will I tell my master.

Cal. Thou makest me merry; I am full of

pleasure

:

Let us be jocund: will you troll the catch

You taught me but while-ere?

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason,

any reason. Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. [Sings.

Flout ’em and scout ’em 130

And scout ’em and flout ’em

;

Thought is free.

Cal. That’s not the tune.

[Arielplays the tune on a tabor andpipe.
Ste. What is this same ?

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played

by the pidlure of Nobody.
Ste. If thou beest a man, show thyself in thy

likeness : if thou beest a devil, take’t as thou list.

Trin. O, forgive me my sins !

Ste. He that dies pays all debts : I defy thee.

Mercy upon us !
X4 X

Cal. Art thou afeard?

Ste. No, monster, not I.

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises,

Sounds and sweet airs, that give delight and hurt

not.

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments

Will hum about mine ears, and sometime voices

That, if I then had waked after long sleep,

Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming,

The clouds methought would open and show
riches x 5°

Ready to drop upon me, that, when I waked,

I cried to dream again.

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me,

where I shall have my music for nothing.

Cal. When Prospero is destroyed.

Ste. That shall be by and by: I remember
the story.

. . , r ..

Trin. The sound is going away ; let s follow

it, and after do our work.

Ste. Lead, monster ; we’ll follow. I would I

could see this taborer ; he lays it on. 160

Trin. Wilt come? I’ll follow, Stephano.
[Exeunt.

Scene III. Another part of the island.

EnterAlonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo,
Adrian, Francisco, and others.

Gon. By’r lakin, I can go no further, sir

;

My old bones ache : here’s a maze trod indeed

Through forth-rights and meanders! By your
patience,

I needs must rest me.
Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee,

Who am myself attach’d with weariness,

To the dulling of my spirits : sit down, and rest.

Even here I will put off my hope and keep it

No longer for my flatterer: he is drown’d

Whom thus we stray to find, and the sea mocks
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him go. 10

Ant. [Aside to Seb.] I am right glad that he’s

so out of hope.

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose

That you resolved to effedt

Seb. [Aside to Ant.] The next advantage

Will we take throughly.

Ant. [Aside to Seb.] Let it be to-night;

For, now they are oppress’d with travel, they

Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance

As when they are fresh.

Seb [Aside to Ant.] I say, to-night: no more.
[Solemn and strange music.

Alon. What harmony is this? My good
friends, hark!

Gon. Marvellous sweet music

!
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EnterProspero above, invisible. Enter several

strange Shapes
,
bringing in a banquet; they

dance about it with gentle aSlions of saluta-

tion; and
,
inviting the King, Sr’C. to eat, they

depart.
A Ion. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What

were these ? 20

Seb. A living drollery. Now I will believe

That there are unicorns, that in Arabia
There is one tree, the phoenix’ throne, one phoenix
At this hour reigning there.

A nt. I ’ll believe both

;

And what does else want credit, come to me,
And I ’ll be sworn ’tis true : travellers ne’er did lie,

Though fools at home condemn ’em.

Gon. If in Naples
I shodld report this now, would they believe me?
If I should say, I saw such islanders

—

For, certes, these are people of the island— 30
Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet,

note,

Their manners are more gentle-kind than of

Our human generation you shall find

Many, nay, almost any.

Pros. [Aside] Honest lord,

Thou hast said well ; for some ofyou there present

Are worse than devils.

A Ion. I cannot too much muse
Such shapes, such gesture and such sound, ex-

pressing,

Although they want the use of tongue, a kind
Of excellent dumb discourse.

Pros. [Aside] Praise in departing.

Fran . They vanish’d strangely.

Seb. No matter, since 40
They have left their viands behind ; for we have

stomachs.
Will’t please you taste of what is here?
Alon.' Not I.

Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear. When we
were boys,

Who would believe that there were mountaineers
Dew-lapp’d like bulls, whose throats had hanging

at ’em
Wallets of flesh? or that there were such men
Whose heads stood in their breasts? which now

we find

Each putter-out of five for one will bring us

Good warrant of.

Alon. I will stand to and feed,

Although my last: no matter, since I feel 50
The best is past. Brother, my lord the duke,

Stand to and do as we.

Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel, tike a

harpy ; claps his wings upon the table; and
,

with a quaint device,
the banquet vanishes.

Ari. You are three men of sin, whom Destiny,

That hath to instrument this lower world

And what is in’t, the never-surfeited sea
<

Hath caused to belch up you ;
and on this island

Where man doth not inhabit
;
you ’mongst men

Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad;
And even with such-like valour men hang and

drown
Their proper selves.

[A Ion . ,
Seb. &>c. draw their swords.

You fools ! I and my fellows 60

Are ministers of Fate: the elements,

Of whom your swords are temper’d, may as well

Wound the loud winds, orw'ith bemock’d-at stabs

Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish

One dowle that ’sin myplume: my fellow-ministers

Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt,

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths

And will not be uplifted. But remember

—

For that’s my business to you—that you three

From Milan did supplant good Prospero
; _

70
Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it,

Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have

Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the crea-

tures,

Against your peace. Thee of thy son, Alonso, •

They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me

:

Lingering perdition, worse than any death

Can be at once, shall step by step attend

You and your ways; whose wraths to guard you
from

—

Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls

Upon your heads—is nothing but heart-sorrow 81

And a clear life ensuing.

He va,nishes in thunder; then
,

to soft music
enter the Shapes again, anddance,

with mocks
and mows

,
and carrying out the table.

Pros. Bravely the figure of this harpy hast thou

Perform’d, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring :

Of my instruction hast thou nothing bated

In what thou hadst to say: so, with good life

And observation strange, my meaner ministers

Their several kinds 'have done. My high charms
work

And these mine enemies are all knit up
In their distractions ; they now are in my power;
And in these fits I leave them, while I visit 91

Young Ferdinand, whom they suppose is drown’d,

And his and mine loved darling. [Exit above.

Gdn. I’ the name of something holy, sir, why
stand you

In this strange stare?

A Ion. O, it is monstrous, monstrous !

Methought the billows spoke and told me of it ;

The winds did sing it to me, and the thunder,

That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounced
The name of Prosper : it did bass my trespass.

Therefore my son i’ the ooze is bedded, and 100

I ’ll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded
And with him there lie mudded. • [Exit.

Seb. But one fiend at a time,

I ’ll fight their legions o’er.

Ant. I ’ll be thy second.
[Exeunt Seb. and A nt.

Gon. All three of them are desperate: their

great guilt,

Like poison given to work a great time after,
.

Now ’gins to bite the spirits. I do beseech you
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly

And hinder them from what this ecstasy

May now provoke them to.

A dr. Follow, I pray you. [Exeu;it.

ACT IV.
;

Scene I. Before Prospero’s cell.

Eliter Prospero, Ferdinand, and MirandA.

Pros. If I have too austerely punish’d you,.

Your compensation makes amends, for I



Have given you here a thrid of mine own life,

Or that for which I live ; who once again

I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations

Were but my trials of thy love, and thou

Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore Heaven,
I ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand,

Do not smile at me that I boast her oft',

For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise io

And make it halt behind her.

Fer. I do believe it

Against an oracle.

Pros. Then, asmy gift and thine own acquisition

Worthily purchased, take my daughter : but

If thou dost break her virgin-knot before

All sanctimonious ceremonies may
With full and holy rite be minister’d,

No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall

To make this contract grow; but barren hate,

Sour-eyed, disdain and discord shall bestrew 20

The union of your bed with weeds so loathly

That you shall hate it both : therefore take lieed,

As Hymen’s lamps shall light you.

Fer. As I hope
P"or quiet days, fair issue and long life,

With such love as ’tis now, the murkiest den,

The most opportune place, the strong’st suggestion

Our worser genius can, shall never melt
Mine honour into lust, to take away
The edge of that day’s celebration

When I shall think, or Phoebus’ steeds are found-

er’d, 30
Or Night kept chain’d below.
Pros. Fairly Spoke.

Sit then and talk with her; she is thine own.
What, Ariel ! my industrious servant, Ariel

!

Enter Ariel.

Ari. What would my potent master? here I am.
Pros. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last

service

Did worthily perform ; and I must use you
In such another trick. Go bring the rabble,

O’er whom I give thee power, here to this place

:

Incite them to quick motion ; for I must
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 40
Some vanity of mine art: it is my promise,
And they expedl it from me.
Ari. Presently?
Pros. Ay, with a twink.
Ari. Before you can say ‘come’ and ‘go,’

And breathe twice and cry ‘so, so,’

Each one, tripping on his toe,

Will be here with mop and mow.
Do you love me, master? no?

Pros. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not ap-
proach

Till thou dost hear me call.

Ari. Well, 1 conceive. [.Exit

.

50
Pros. Look thou be true ; do not give dalliance

Top much the rein : the strongest oaths are straw
To the fire i’ the blood : be more abstemious,
Or else, good night your vow !

Fer. I warrant you, sir

;

The white cold virgin snow upon my heart
Abates the ardour of my liver.

Pros. Well.
Now come, my Ariel ! bring a corollary,

Rather than want a spirit : appear, and pertly

!

No tongue ! all eyes ! be silent. {Soft music.

E 7iter Iris.

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas

Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats and pease

;

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep,
And flat meads thatch’d with stover, them to keep

;

Thy banks with pioned and twilled brims,

Which spongy April at thy hest betrims,

To make cold nymphs chaste crowns; and thy
broom-groves,

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves,

Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-clipt vineyard

;

And thy sea-marge, sterile and rocky-hard,
Where thou thyself dost air ;—the queen o’ the'sky,

Whose watery arch and messenger am I, 71
Bids thee leave these, and with her sovereign

grace,

Here on this grass-plot, in this very place.

To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain :

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain.

Enter Ceres.

Cer. Hail, mam^-coloura messenger, that ne’er

Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter;
Who with thy saffron wings upon my flowers

Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers,
And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 80
My bosky acres and my unshrubb’d down,
Rich scarf to my proud earth ; why hath thy queen
Summon’d me hither, to this short-grass’d green?

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate

;

And some donation freely to estate

On the blest lovers.

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow,
If Venus or her son, as thou dost know,
Do now attend the queen ? Since they did plot

The means that dusky Dis my daughter got,

Her and her blind boy’s scandal’d company 90
I have forsworn.

Iris. Of her society

Be not afraid : I met her deity
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos and her son
Dove-drawn with her. Here thought they to have

done
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid,
Whose vows are, that no bed-right shall be paid
Till Hymen’s torch be lighted : but in vain

;

Mars’s hot minion is returned again

;

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows,
Swears he will shoot no more but play with spar-

rows 100
And be a boy right out.

Cer. High’st queen of state,

Great Juno, comes; I know her by her gait.

Enter Juno.

Juno. How does my bounteous sister? Go
with me

To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be
And honour’d in their issue. {They si?ig:

Juno. Honour, riches, marriage-blessing,
Long continuance, and increasing,
Hourly joys be still upon you !

Juno sings her blessings on you.

Cer, Earth’s increase, foison plenty, no
Barns and garners never empty,
Vines with clustering bunches growing.
Plants with goodly burthen bowing

;
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Spring come to you at the farthest

In the very end of harvest

!

Scarcity and want shall shun you

;

Ceres’ blessing so is on you.

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and

Harmonious charmingly. May I be bold

To think these spirits?

Pros. Spirits, which by mine art 120

T have from their confines call’d to enadl

My present fancies.

Fer. Let me live here ever

;

So rare a wonder’d father and a wife

Makes this place Paradise.

[Juno and Ceres whisper, and send
Iris on employment.

Pros. Sweet, now, silence !

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously;

There’s something else to do : hush, and be mute,

Or else our spell is marr’d.

Iris. You nymphs, call’d Naiads, of the wind-

ring brooks, ill!
With your sedged crowns and ever-harmless looks,

Leave your crisp channels and on this green land

Answer your summons ;
Juno does command

:

Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate

A contract of true love ; be not too late.

Enter certain Nymphs.

You sunburnt sicklemen, of August weary,

Come hither from the furrow and be merry

:

Make holiday
;
your rye-straw hats put on

And these fresh nymphs encounter every one

In country footing.

Enter certain Reapers
,
properly habited: they

join with ihe Nymphs in a graceful dance

;

towards the end whereof Prospero starts sud-

denly
,
and sjeaks; after which

,
to a strange,

hollow, and confused noise
,
they heavily va-

nish.

Pros. [Aside] I had forgot that foul conspiracy

Of the beast Caliban and his confederates 140

Against my life : the minute of their plot

Is almost come. [To the Spirits.] Well done!

avoid ; no more !

Fer. This is strange: your father’s in some
passion

That works him strongly.

Mir. Never till this day

Saw I him touch’d with, anger so distemper’d.

Pros. You do look, my son, in a moved sort,

1

As if you were dismay’d : be cheerful, sir.

Our revels now are ended. These our adtors,

As I foretold you, were all spirits and
Are melted into air, into thin air:.

.

15°

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision,

The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,

Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff

As dreams are made on, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep. Sir, I am vex’d;

Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled

:

Be not disturb’d with my infirmity : 160

If you be pleased, retire into my cell

And there repose : a turn or two I ’ll walk,

To still my beating mind.

Fer. Mir. We wish your peace. [Exeunt.

Pros. Come with a thought. I thank thee,
|

Ariel: come.

Enter Ariel.

Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to. What’s thy

pleasure ?

Pros.
m

Spirit,

We must prepare to meet with Caliban.

A ri. Ay, my commander : when I presented

Ceres,
I thought to have told thee of it, but I fear’d

Lest I might anger thee.

Pros. Say again, where didst thou leave these

varlets? \7
°

A ri. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with

drinking

;

So full of valour that they smote the air

For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground
For kissing of their feet

;
yet always bending

Towards their projedl. Then I beat my tabor;.

At which, like unback’d colts, they prick’d their

ears,

Advanced their eyelids, lifted up their noses

As they smelt music: so I charm’d their ears

That calf-like they my lowing follow’d through

Tooth’d briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss and
thorns, *&>

Which entered their frail shins : at last I left them
I’ the filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell,

There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake

O’erstunk their feet.

Pros. This was well done, my bird.

Thy shape invisible retain thou still

:

The trumpery in my house, go bring it hither,

For stale to catch these thieves.

Ari. I go, I go. [Exit.

Pros. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature

Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains,

Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost; 190

And as with age his body uglier grows,

So his mind cankers. I will plague them all,

Even to roaring.

Re-enter Ariel, loaden with glistering ap-

parel, &>C.

Come, hang them on this line.

Prospero and Ariel remain
,
invisible. Enter

Caliban, Stephano, ^^Trinculo, all wet.

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind

mole may not

Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell.

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which you say is a

harmless fairy, has done little better than played

the Jack with us.

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at

which my nose is in great indignation. 200

Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster? If

I should take a displeasure against you, lookyou,—
Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster.

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still.

Be patient, for the prize I’ll bring thee to

Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore speak

softly.

All’s hush’d as midnight yet.

Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool,

—

Ste. There is not only disgrace, and dishonour

in that, monster, but an infinite loss. 210
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ACT V.Trin. That’s more to me than my wetting:

yet this is your harmless fairy, monster.

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be

o’er ears for my labour.

Cal. Prithee, my king, be quiet. See’st thou

here,

This is the mouth o’ the cell : no noise, and enter.

Do that good mischief which may make this island

Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban,

For aye thy foot-licker.

Ste. Give me thy hand. I do begin to have

bloody thoughts. 220

Trin. O king Stephano ! O peer ! O worthy

Stephano ! look what a wardrobe here is for thee

!

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool; it is but trash.

Trin. O, ho, monster! we know what belongs

to a frippery. O king Stephano

!

Ste. Put off thatgown, Trinculo ; by this hand,

I’ll have that gown.
Trin. Thy grace shall have it.

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you
mean 23°

To dote thus on such luggage? Let’s alone

And do the murder first : if he awake,
From toe to crown he’ll fill our skins with pinches.

Make us strange stuff.

Ste. Be you quiet, monster. Mistress line, is

not this my jerkin? Now is the jerkin under the

line: now, jerkin, you are like to lose your hair

and prove a bald jerkin.

Trin. Do, do : we steal by Upe and level, an’t

like your grace. 24°

Ste. I thank thee for that jest; here’s a gar-

ment for’t: wit shall not go unrewarded while I

am king of this country. ‘ Steal by line and level’

is an excellent pass of pate ; there’s another gar-

ment for’t.

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon
your fingers, and away with the rest.

Cal. I will have none on’t: we shall lose our

time,

And all be turn’d to barnacles, or to apes

With foreheads villanous low. 250

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers : help to bear

this away where my hogshead of wine is, or I'll

turn you out of my kingdom
:
go to, carry this.

Trin. And this.

Ste. Ay, and this.

A noise ofhunters heard. Enter divers Spirits,

in shape of dogs and hounds, <iud hunt them
about

,
Prospero and Ariel setting them on.

Pros. Hey, Mountain, hey

!

A ri. Silver ! there it goes, Silver

!

Pros. Fury, Fury ! there, Tyrant, there ! hark

!

hark
!
[Cal. ,

Ste . ,
andTrin. are driven out.

Go charge my goblins that they grind their joints

With dry convulsions, shorten up their sinews

With aged cramps, and more pinch-spotted make
them

Than pard or cat o’ mountain.
Ari. Hark, they roar !

Pros. Let them be hunted soundly. At this

hour
I Lie at my mercy all mine enemies

:

I Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou

j

Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little

|
Follow, and do me service. [Exeunt

.

Scene I. Before Prospero’s cell.

Enter Prospero in his magic robes
,
and Ariel.

Pros. Now does my projedl gather to a head

:

My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time

Goes upright with his carriage. How’s the day?
Ar. On the sixth hour ; at which time, my lord,

You said our work should cease.

Pros. I did say so,

When first I raised the tempest. Say, my spirit, :

How fares the king ana’s followers?

A ri. Confined together

In the same fashion as you gave in charge,

Just as you left them; all prisoners, sir,

In the line-grove which weather-fends your cell;

They cannot budge till your release. The king,

His brother and yours, abide all three distracted

And the remainder mourning over them,

Brimful of sorrow and dismay : but chiefly

Him that you term’d, sir, ‘The good old lord,

Gonzalo ;

’

His tears run down his beard, like winter’s drops

From eaves of reeds. Your charm so strongly

works 'em
That if you now beheld them, your affections

Would become tender.

Pros. Dost thou think so, spirit?
j

Am. Mine would, sir, were I human.
Pros. And mine shall. 20 !

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling

Of their afflictions, and shall not myself,

One of their kind, that relish .all as sharply,

Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou art?

Though with their high wrongs I am struck to

the quick,

Yet with my nobler reason ’gainst my fury

Do I take part : the rarer adlion is

In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent,

The sole drift of my purpose doth extend
Not a frown further. Go release them, Ariel

: 30
My charms I’ll break, their senses I’ll restore,

And they shall be themselves.

Ari. I’ll fetch them, sir. [Exit.

Pros. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes

and groves,

And ye that on the sands with printless foot

Do chase the ebbing Neptune and do fly him
When he comes back

;
you demi-puppets that

By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make,
Whereof the ewe not bites, and you whose pastime

Is to make midnight mushrooms, that rejoice

To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid, 40
Weak masters though ye be, I have bedimm’d
The noontide sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds.

And ’twixt the green sea and the azured vault

Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder
Have I given fire and rifted Jove’s stout oak
With his own bolt ;

the strong-based promontory
Have I made shake and by the spurs pluck’d up
The pine and cedar

:
graves at my command

Have waked their sleepers, oped, and let ’em forth

By my so potent art. But this rough magic 50 j

I here abjure, and, when I have required

Some heavenly music, which even now I do,

To work mine end upon their senses that^

This airy charm is for, I’ll break my staff;

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth,

2
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|

And deeper than did ever plummet sound

j

I’ll drown my book. [Solemn music.

Re-enter Ariel before : then Alonso, 'with a
frantic gesture

,
attended by Gonzalo; Se-

bastian and Antonio in like manner
,

at-

tended by Adrian and Francisco: they all

enter the circle which Prospero had made,
and there stand charmed; which Prospero
observing, speaks:

A solemn air and the best comforter
To an unsettled fancy cure thy brains,

;

Now useless, boil’d within thy skull ! There stand,

|

For you are spell-stopp’d.

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man,
Mine eyes, even sociable to the show of thine,

i Fall fellowly drops. The charm dissolves apace,

;

And as the morning steals upon the night,

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle
Their clearer reason. O good Gonzalo,
My true preserver, and a loyal sir

To him thou follow’ st ! I will pay thy graces 70
Home both in word and deed. Most cruelly

Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter

:

Thy brother was a furtherer in the adt.

Thou art pinch’d for’t now, Sebastian. Flesh
and blood,

You, brother mine, that entertain’d ambition,

Expell’d remorse and nature; who, with Se-

bastian,

Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,

|

Would here have kill’d your king; I do forgive

thee,

!
Unnatural though thou art. Their understanding

I
Begins to swell, and the approaching tide 80
Will shortly fill the reasonable shore

That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them

j

That yet looks on me, or would know me : Ariel,

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell

;

j

I will disease me, and myself present
As I was sometime Milan: quickly, spirit;

Thou shalt ere long be free.

Ariel sings and helps to attire him.

Where the bee sucks, there suck I

:

In a cowslip’s bell I lie

;

There I couch when owls do cry. 90
On the bat’s back I do fly

After summer merrily.

Merrily, merrily shall I live now
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.

Pros. Why, that’s my dainty Ariel ! I shall

miss thee

;

But yet thou shalt have freedom : so, so, so.

To the king’s ship, invisible as thou art

:

There shalt thou find the mariners asleep

Under the hatches; the master and the boatswain
Being awake, enforce them to this place, 100
And presently, I prithee.

A ri. I drink the air before me, and return

Or ere your pulse twice beat. [Exit.

Go71. All torment, trouble, wonder and amaze-
ment

i
Inhabits here : some heavenly power guide us

! Out of this fearful country !

j

Pros. Behold, sir king,

j

The wronged Duke of Milan, Prospero :
•

For more assurance that a living prince
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body;
And to thee and thy company I bid no
A hearty welcome.
A loti. Whether thou be’st he or no,

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me,
As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse
Beats as of flesh and blood; and, since I saw

j

thee,

The affliction of my mind amends, with which,
I fear, a madness held me : this mu^t crave,
An if this be at all, a most strange story.

Thy dukedom I resign and do entreat
Thou pardon me my wrongs. But how should

Prospero
Be living and be here ?

Pros. First, noble friend, 120
Let me embrace thine age, whose honour cannot
Be measured or confined.

Gon. Whether this be
Or be not, I ’ll not swear.
Pros. You do yet taste

Some subtilties o’ the isle, that will not let you
Believe things certain. Welcome, my friends all

!

[Aside to Seb. and Ant.] But you, my brace of
lords, were I so minded,

I here could pluck his highness’ frown upon you
And justify you traitors: at this time
I will tell no tales.

Seb. [Aside] The devil speaks in him.
Pros. No.

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother
Would even infedt my mouth, I do forgive

Thy rankest fault
; all of them ; and require

My dukedom of thee, which perforce, I know,
Thou must restore.

A Ion. If thou be^st Prospero,
Give us particulars of thy preservation

;

How thou hast met us here, who three hours since

Were wreck’d upon this shore ; where I have lost

—

How sharp the point of this remembrance is !

—

My dear son Ferdinand.
Pros. I am woe for’t, sir.

A Ion. Irreparable is the loss, and patience 140
Says it is past her cure.

Pros. I rather think

You have not sought her help, of whose soft grace
For the like loss I have her sovereign aid

And rest myself content.

A Ion. You the like loss
’

Pros. As great to me as late ; and, supportable

To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker
Than you may call to comfort you, for I

Have lost my daughter.

A Ion. A daughter?

O heavens, that they were living both in Naples,

The king and queen there ! that they were, I wish
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed
Where my son lies. When did you lose your

daughter?
Pros. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords

At this encounter do so much admire
That they devour their reason and scarce think

Their eyes do offices of truth, their words
Are natural breath : but, howsoe’er you have

.

Been justled from your senses, know for certain

That I am Prospero and that very duke
Which was thrust forth of Milan, who most

strangely 160



Scene..] THE TEMPEST. 19

Upon this shore, where you were wreck’d, was

landed, .

To be the lord on’t. No more yet of this

;

For ’tis a chronicle of day by day,

Not a relation for a breakfast nor

Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir

;

This cell’s my court: here have I few attendants

And subjects none abroad: pray you, look in.

My dukedom since you have given me again,

I will requite you with as good a thing

;

At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye 170

As much as me my dukedom.

Here Prospero discovers Ferdinand and Mi-
randa playing at chess.

Mir. Sweet lord, you play me false.

Per. No, my dear’st love,

I would not for the world.

Mir. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should

wrangle,
And I would call it fair play.

A Ion. If this prove

A vision of the Island, one dear son

Shall I twice lose.

Seb. A most high miracle !

Per. Though the seas threaten, they are

merciful

;

I have cursed them without cause. [ATneeIs.

A Ion. Now all the blessings

Of a glad father compass thee about ! 180

Arise, and say how thou earnest here.

Mir, O, wonder

!

How many goodly creatures are there here !

How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world,

.That has such people in’t

!

Pros. ’Tis new to thee.

Alon. What is this maid with whom thou

wast at play ?

Your eld’st acquaintance cannot be three hours

:

Is she the goddess that hath sever’d us,

And brought us thus together?

Per.
'

Sir, she is mortal

;

But by immortal Providence she’s mine

:

I chose her when I could not ask my father 190

For his advice, nor thought I had one._ She

Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan,

Of whom so often I have heard renown,

But never saw before ; of whom I have

Received a second life ; and second father

This lady makes him to me.

Alon.
_

I am hers:

But, 0
,
how oddly will it sound that I

Must ask my child forgiveness !

Pros. There, sir, stop

:

Let us not burthen our remembrance with

A heaviness that’s gone.

Gon. I have inly wept, 200

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you
gods,

And on this couple drop a blessed crown !

For it is you that have chalk’d forth the way
Which brought us hither.

A Ion. I say, Amen, Gonzalo !

Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his

issue
. .

Should become kings of Naples? 0
,
rejoice

Beyond a common joy, and set it down
With gold on lasting pillars : In one voyage

Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife 210

Where he himself was lost, Prospero his dukedom.

In a poor isle and all of us ourselves

When no man was his own.

A Ion. [ To Fer. and Mir. ] Give me your hands

:

Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart

That doth not wish you joy !

Gon. Be it so ! Amen !

Re-enterAriel, with the Master and Boatswain

amazedlyfollowing.

O, look, sir, look, sir ! here is more of us

:

I prophesied, if a gallows were on land,

This fellow could not drown. Now, blasphemy,
j

That swear’st grace o’erboard, not an oath on shore?
1

Hast thou no mouth by land? What is the news?
j

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely

found 211

Our king and company ; the next, our ship—

Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split

—

Is tight and yare and bravely rigg’d as when
We first put out to sea.

Ari. [Aside to Pros.] Sir, all this service

Have I done since I went.

Pros. [Aside to Ari.] My tricksy spirit

!

Alon. These are not natural events; they

strengthen

From strange to stranger. Say, how came you
hither?

j

Boats. If I did think, sir, I were well awake,
|

I ’Id strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep,

And—howweknownot—all clapp’d underhatches
-

r

Where but even now with strange and several

noises
, . j

Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains.

And more diversity of sounds, all horrible,

We were awaked ;
straightway, at liberty

;

Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld

Our royal, good and gallant ship, our master

Capering to eye her : on a trice, so please you,

Even in a dream, were we divided from them

And were brought moping hither.

Ari. [Aside to Pros.] Was ’t well done? 240

Pros. [Aside to Ari.] Bravely, my diligence,
j

Thou shalt be free.

Alon. This is as strange a maze as e’er men
trod

;

And there is in this business more than nature

Was ever condudl of : some oracle

Must redtify our knowledge.
Pros.

m
Sir, my liege,

Do not infest your mind with beating on

The strangeness of this business; at pick’d leisure

Which shall be shortly, single I ’ll resolve you,

Which to you shall seem probable, of every

These happen’d accidents ;
till when, be cheerful

And think of each thing well. [Aside to Ari.]

Come hither, spirit : 251

Set Caliban and his companions free

;

Untie the spell. [Exit Ariel.] How fares my
gracious sir?

There are yet missing of your company
Some few odd lads that you remember not

Re-enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano
and Trinculo, in their stolen apparel.

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let

no man take care for himself; for all is but for-

tune. Coragio, bully-monster, coragio

!

2— 2
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j

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in

I my head, here’s a goodly sight. 260
Cal. O Setebos, these be brave spirits indeed !

How fine my master is ! I am afraid

!
He will chastise me.

Seb. Ha, ha

!

I What things are these, my lord Antonio?

j

Will money buy ’em?
Ant. Very like; one of them

j

Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable.

Pros. Mark but the badges of these men, my
lords,

;

Then say ifthey be true. This mis-shapen knave,

|

His mother was a witch, and one so strong

|

That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs,

And deal in her command without her power. 271
These three have robb’d me ;

and this demi-devil

—

; For he’s a bastard one—had plotted with them

J

To take my life. . Two of these fellows you

|

Must know and own ; this thing of darkness I

]

Acknowledge mine.
Cal. I shall be pinch’d to death.

Alo'n. IsnotthisStephano, my drunken butler?

Seb. He is drunk now : where had he wine ?

A Ion. And Triiiculo is reeling ripe; where
should they

Find this grand liquor that hath gilded ’em? 280
How earnest thou in this pickle?

Trin. I have been in such a pickle since I

saw you last that, I fear me, will never out of
my bones : I shall not fear fly-blowing.

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano !

Ste. O, touch me not; I am not Stephano,
but a cramp.

Pros. You ’Id be king o’ the isle, sirrah?

Ste. I should have been a sore one then.

A Ion. This is a strange thing as e’er I look’d

on. [Pointing to Caliban.
Pros. He is as disproportion^ in his manners

As in his shape. Go, sirrah, to my cell ; 291
Take with you your companions; as you look
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely.

Cal. Ay, that I will ; and I ’ll be wise hereafter

And seek for grace. What a thrice-double ass

Was I, to take this drunkard for a god
And worship this dull fool

!

Pros. Go to ; away

!

A Ion. Hence, and bestow your luggage where
you found it.

i Seb. Or stole it, rather. 300
[Exeunt Cal.> Ste., and Trin.

Pros. Sir, I invite your highness and your
train 300

To my poor cell, where you shall take your rest
For this one night ; which, part of it, I ’ll waste
With such discourse as, I not doubt, shall make it

Go quick away ; the story of my life

And the particular accidents gone by
Since I came to this isle : and in the morn
I ’ll bring you to your ship and so to Naples,
Where I have hope to see the nuptial
Of these our dear-beloved solemnized

;

And thence retire me to my Milan, where 310
Every third thought shall be my grave.
A Ion. I long

To hear the story of your life, which must
Take the ear strangely.

Pros. I’ll deliver all

;

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales
And sail so expeditious that shall catch
Your royal fleet far off. [Aside to A ri.J My Ariel,

chick,

That is thy charge : then to the elements
Be free, and fare thou well ! Please you, draw

near. [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.

SPOKEN BY PROSPERS).

Now my charms are all o’erthrown,
And what strength I have’s mine own,
Which is most faint : now, ’tis true,

I must be here confined by you,
Or sent to Naples. Let me not,

Since I have my dukedom got
And pardon’d the deceiver, dwell
In this bare island by your spell

;

But release me from my bands
With the help of your good hands : 30
Gentle breath of yours my sails

Must fill, or else my projedl fails,

Which was to please. Now I want
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant,
And my ending is despair,

Unless I be relieved by prayer,
Which pierces so that it assaults

Mercy itself and frees all faults.

As you from crimes would pardon’d be,
Let your indulgence set me free. 20



THE

TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA.

DRAMATIS PERSON7E.

Duke of Milan, Father to Siivia.

Valentine, l t^e tw0 Gentlemen.
Proteus, \

Antonio, Father to Proteus.

Thurio, a foolish rival to Valentine.

Eglamour, Agent for Silvia in her escape.

Host, where Julia lodges.

Outlaws, with Valentine.

Speed, a clownish servant to Valentine.

Launce, the like to Proteus.
#

Panthino, Servant to Antonio.

Julia, beloved of Proteus.

Silvia, beloved of Valentine.

Lucetta, waiting-woman to Julia.

Servants, Musicians.

Scene, Verona; Milan; thefrontiers of
Mantua.

ACT I.

Scene I. Verona. An open place.

Enter Valentine and Proteus.

Val. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus

:

Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits.

Were’t not affedtion chains thy tender days

To the sweet glances of thy honour d love,

I rather would entreat thy company

To see the wonders of the world abroad

Than, living dully sluggardized at home,

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness.
.

But since thou lovest, love still and thrive therein,

Even as I would when I to love begin 10

Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine,

adieu
! „ ,

. . .

Think on thy Proteus, when thou hapiy seest

Some rare note-worthy obje6t in thy travel:

Wish me partaker in thy happiness
_

, ,

When thou dost meet good hap ;
and m thy dan-

ger,
. . .

If ever danger do environ thee,

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers,

For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine.

Val And on a love-book pray for my success

.

Pro. Upon some book I love I’ll pray for thee.

Val. That’s on some shallow story of deep

How young Leander cross’d the Hellespont.

Pro. That’s a deep story of a deeper love ;

For he was more than over shoes in love.
#

Val. ’Tis true ;
for you are over boots m love,

And yet you never swum the Hellespont.

Pro. Over the boots? nay, give me not the

boots.
. , .

Val. No, I will not, for it boots thee not.

Pyq
W hat •

Val. To be in love, where scorn is bought

with groans;

Coy looks with heart-sore sighs ;
one fading mo

ment’s mirth 3 (

With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights

.

If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain

;

If lost, why then a grievous labour won

;

However, but a folly bought with wit,

Or else a wit by folly vanquished.

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you c

Val. So, by your circumstance, I

call me fool,

fear you’ll

Pro. ’Tis love you cavil at : I am not Love.
.

Val. Love is your master, for he masters you
. j

And he that is so yoked by a fool,
•

4°

Methinks, should not be chronicled for wise.
j

Pro. Yet writers say, as m the sweetest bud :

The eating canker dwells, so eating love

Inhabits in the finest wits of all.
, , !

Val. And writers say, as the most forward bud

Is eaten by the canker ere it blow,

Even so by love the young and tender wit

Is turn’d to folly, blasting in the bud,

Losing his verdure even in the prime

And all the fair effedts of future hopes. 5<>

But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee

That art a votary to fond desire ?

Once more adieu ! my father at the road
,

Expels my coming, there to see me shipp d.

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine.

i Val'. Sweet Proteus, no ;
now let us take our

leave.
, . , ^

To Milan let me hear from tnee by letters

Of thy success in love and what news else

Betideth here in absence of thy friend ;

And I likewise will visit thee with mine. 60

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee m Milan .

Val. As much to you at home ! and so, fare-

well
1 _ (v -j

^EftL

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love

.

He leaves his friends to dignify them more

;

I leave myself, my friends and all, for love.

Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphosed me,

Made me neglea my studies, lose my time,

War with good counsel, set the world at nought

,

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with

thought.

Enter Speed-.

Speed. Sir Proteus, save you ! Saw you my
master? „ , . , 7°

Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for

*S>W
na
Twenty to one thenhe is shipp’d already,

And I have play’d the sheep in losing him.

Pro. Indeed, a sheep doth very often stray,
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An if the shepherd be a while away.
Speed. You conclude that my master is a shep-

herd then and I a sheep ?

Pro. I do.

Speed. Why then, my horns are his horns,
whether I wake or sleep. 80

Pro. A silly answer and fitting well a sheep.
Speed. This proves me still a sheep.
Pro. True

; and thy master a shepherd.
Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circum-

stance.

Pro. It shall go hard but I’ll prove it by an-
!

other.

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and
not the sheep the shepherd

; but I seek my mas-
ter, and my master seeks not me : therefore I am
no sheep. gX

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shep-
herd ; the shepherd for food follows not the sheep

:

thou for wages followest thy master ; thy master
for wages follows not thee : therefore thou art a
sheep.

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry
* baa.

’

Pro. But, dost thou hear? gavest thou my
letter to Julia? IOo

Speed. Ay, sir: I, a lost mutton, gave your
letter to her, a laced mutton, and she, a laced
mutton, gave me, a lost mutton, nothing for my
labour.

Pro. Here’s too small a pasture for such store
of muttons.

Speed. If the ground be overcharged, you
were best stick her.

Pro. Nay: in that you are astray, ’twere best
pound you. z 1Q

Speed. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve
me for carrying your letter.

Pro. You mistake; I mean the pound,—

a

pinfold.

Speed. From a pound to a pin? fold it over
and over,

’Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to
your lover.

Pro. But what said she ?

Speed. [First nodding] Ay.
Pro. Nod—Ay—why, that’s noddy.
Speed. You mistook, sir; I say, she did nod :

and you ask me if she did nod; and I say, ‘Ay.’
Pro. And that set together is noddy. 122
Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set

it, together, take it for your pains.
Pro. No, no; you shall have it for bearing the

letter.

Speed. Well, I perceive I must be fain to bear
with you.

Pro. Why, sir, how do you bear with me ?

Speed. Marry, sir, the letter, very orderly;
having nothing but the word ‘noddy’ for my pains.
Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit.
Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow

purse.

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief:
what said she ?

Speed. Open your purse, that the money and
the matter may be both at once delivered.
Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains. What

said she? I4o
Speed. Truly, sir, I think you’ll hardly win her.

Pro. Why, couldst thou perceive so much from
her?

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all
from her ; no, not so much as a ducat for deliver-
ing your letter: and being so hard to me thjfc
brought your mind, I fear she’ll prove as hard to
you in telling your mind. Give her no token but
stones ; for she ’s as hard as steel.
Pro. What said she? nothing? 150
Speed. No, not so much as ‘Take this for thy

pains.’ To testify your bounty, I thank you, you
have testerned me

; in requital whereof, hence-
forth carry your letters yourself: and so, sir, I’ll
commend you to my master.
Pro. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from

wreck,
Which cannot perish having thee aboard,
Being destined to a drier death on shore.

[Exit Speed.
I must go send some better messenger

:

I fear my Julia would not deign my lines, 160
Receiving themfrom such a worthless post. [Exit.

Scene II. The same. Garden ofJulia’s house.

Enter Julia and Lucetta.
Jul. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone,

Wouldst thou then counsel me to fall in love?
Luc. Ay, madam, so you stumble not unheed-

fully.

Jul. Of all the fair resort ofgentlemen
That every day with parle encounter me.
In thy opinion which is worthiest love?
Luc. Please you repeat their names, I ’ll show

my mind
According to my shallow simple skill.

Jul. What think’st thou of the fair Sir Egla-
mour?

Puc. As ofa knight well-spoken, neat and fine;
,

But, were I you, he never should be mine. n
Jul. What think’st thou of the rich Mercatio?
Luc. Well of his wealth

; but of himself, so so.
Jul. What think’st thou of the gentle Proteus ?

Luc. Lord, Lord! to see what folly reigns in us

!

Jul. How now ! what means this passion at his
name?

Luc. Pardon, dear madam: tis a passing shame
That I, unworthy body as I am.
Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen.

Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest?
Luc. Then thus: ofmany good I thinkhim best.
Jul. Your reason?
Luc. I have no other but a woman’s reason ;

I think him so because I think him so.

Jzd. And wouldst thou have me cast my love
on him?

Luc. Ay, if you thought your love not cast
away.

Jul. Why he, of all the rest, hath nevermoved
me.

Luc. Yet he, of all the rest, I think, best loves
ye-

Jul. His little speaking shows his love but
small. 29

Z7at. Fire that’s closest kept burns most of all.

Jzd. They do not love that do not show their
love.

Lzic. O, they love least that let men know
their love.
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Jul. I would I knew his mind.

Luc. Peruse this paper, madam.

Jul. ‘To Julia/ Say, from whom’
Luc. That the contents will show.

Jul. Say, say, who gave it thee?

Luc. Sir Valentine’s page ;
and sent, I think,

from Proteus. .

He would have given it you ; but I, being in the

Did in your name receive it
:
pardon the fault, I

pray.
,

.. , ,
4?

Jul. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker

.

Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines.

To whisper and conspire against my youth

.

Now, trust me, ’tis an office of great worth

And you an officer fit for the place.

There, take the paper : see it be return d

;

Or else return no more into my sight.

Luc. To plead for love deserves more fee than

hate.

Jul. Will ye be gone?
.

r uc That you may ruminate.
[Exit.

Jul. And yet I would I had o’erlooked the

letter : .
5°

It were a shame to call her back again

And pray her to a fault for which I chid her*

What a fool is she, that knows I am a maid,

And would not force the letter to my view

!

Since maids, in modesty, say ‘no to that
^ ?

Which they would have the profferer construe ay.

Fie, fie, how wayward is this foolish love

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse

And presently all humbled kiss the rod !

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence, oo

When willingly I would have had her here

!

How angerly I taught my brow to frown,

When inward joy enforced my heart to smile

!

My penance is to call Lucetta back

And ask remission for my folly past.

|

What ho! Lucetta!

Re-enter Lucetta.

Luc. What would your ladyship?

Jul. Is ’t near dinner-time?

Luc. I would it were,

That you might kill your stomach on your meat

And not upon your maid.
0

Jul. What is’t that you took up so gingeriy l

Luc. Nothing. 7 1

Jul. Why didst thou stoop, then?

Luc. To take a paper up that I let fall.

Jul. And is that paper nothing?

Luc. Nothing concerning me.

Jul Then let it lie for those that it concerns.

Luc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns,

Unless it have a false interpreter.

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in

rhyme.
Luc. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune.

Give me a note
:
your ladyship can set. 8i

Jul. As little by such toys as may be possible.

Best sing it to the tune of ‘ Light o’ love.’

Luc. It is too heavy for so light a tune.

Jul. Heavy! belike it hath some burder

then?
. .

Luc. Ay, and melodious were it, would yoi

sing it.

Jul. And why not you ?
'

Luc. I cannot reach so high.

Jul. Let’s see your song. How now, minion!

Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing

it out:

And yet methinks I do not like this tune. go

Jul. You do not?
. .

Luc. No, madam ; it is too sharp.

Jul. You, minion, are too saucy.

Luc. Nay, now you are too flat

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant

.

There wanteth but a mean to fill your song.

Jul. The mean is drown’d with your unruly

bass.

Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus.

Jul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble

Here is a coil with protestation ! [Tears the letter.

Go get you gone, and let the papers lie : ioo

You would be fingering them, to anger me.

Luc. She makes it strange ;
but she would be

best pleased

To be so anger’d with another letter.
^

[Exit.

Jul. Nay, would I were so anger d with the

0 hateful hands, to tear such loving words !

Injurious wasps, to feed on such sweet honey

And kill the bees that yield it with your stings !

I ’ll kiss each several paper for amends.

Look, here is writ ‘ kind. Julia.’ Unkind Julia .

As in revenge of thy ingratitude,
. ^

110

1 throw thy name against the bruising stones,

Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain.

And here is writ ‘ love-wounded Proteus.

Poor wounded name ! my bosom as a bed

Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly

heal’d;

And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss.

But twice or thrice was ‘ Proteus’ written down.

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away

Till I have found each letter in the letter,
|

Except mine own name : that some whirlwind bear

Unto a ragged fearful-hanging rock 121
;

And throw it thence into the raging sea

!

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ,

‘ Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus,

To the sweet Julia:’ that I’ll tear away.

And yet I will not, sith so prettily

He couples it to his complaining names.

Thus will I fold them one upon another

:

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will.

Re-enter Lucetta.

Luc. Madam, x3°

Dinner is ready, and your father stays.

Jul. Well, let us go.

Luc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-

tales here ?

Jul. Ifyou respedt them, best to take them up.

Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them

down
: . ,

Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold.

Jul. I see you have a month’s mind to them.

Luc. Ay, madam, you may say what sights

l you see

;

I see things too, although you judge I wink.

1 Jul. Come, come; will’ t please you go? 140
[Exeunt.
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Scene III. The stone. Antonio’s house.

E7iter Antonio and Panthino.

Ant. Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was
that

Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister?

Pait. ’Twas of his nephew Proteus, your son.

ATit. Why, what of him?
Pan. He wonder’d that your lordship
Would suffer him to spend his youth at home,
While other men, of slender reputation,

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out

:

Some to the wars, to try their fortune there

;

Some to discover islands far away

;

Some to the studious Universities. 10
For any or for all these exercises
He said that Proteus your son was meet,
And did request me to importune you
To let him spend his time no more at home,
Which would be great impeachment to his age,
In having known no travel in his youth.
Ant. Nor need’st thou much importune me

to that

Whereon this month I have been hammering.
I have consider’d well his loss of time
And how he cannot be a perfect man, 20
Not being tried and tutor’d in the world:
Experience is by industry achieved
And perfected by the swift course of time.
Ihen tell me, whither were I best to send him?
Pan. I think your lordship is not ignorant

How his companion, youthful Valentine,
Attends the emperor in his royal court.

Ant. I know it well.

Pan. ’Twere good, I think, your lordship
sent him thither

:

There shall he .practise tilts and tournaments, 30
Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen,
And be in eye of every exercise
Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth.

Ant. I like thy Counsel; well hast thou ad-
vised :

And that thou mayst perceive how well I like it

The execution of it shall make known.
Even with the speediest expedition
I will dispatch him to the emperor’s court.

Pan. To-morrow, may it please you, Don
Alphonso

With other gentlemen of good esteem 40
Are journeying to salute the emperor
And to commend their service to his will.

Ant. Good company; with them shall Pro-
teus go

:

And, in good time ! now will we break with him.

Eyiter Proteus.

Pro. Sweet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life

!

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart

;

Here is her oath for love, her honour’s pawn.
O, that our fathers would applaud our loves.
To seal our happiness with their consents!
O heavenly Julia

! 50
Aiii. How now ! what letter are you reading

there ?

Pro. May’t please your lordship, ’tis a word
„or two

Of commendations sent from Valentine,
Deliver’d by a friend that came from him.
A nt. Lend me the letter ; let me see what news.

Pro. There is no news, my lord, but that he
writes

How happily he lives, how well beloved
And daily graced by the emperor

;

Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune*
Ant. And how stand you affedted to his wish?
Pro. As one relying on your lordship’s will 61

And not depending on his friendly wish.
A nt. My will is something sorted with his wish.

Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed

;

For what I will, I will, and there an end.
I am resolved that thou shalt spend some time
With Valentinus in the emperor’s court:
What maintenance he from his friends receives,
Like exhibition thou shalt have from me.
To-morrow be in readiness to go

: 70
Excuse it not, for I am peremptory.
Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided

:

Please you, deliberate a day or two.
Ant. Look, what thou want’st shall be sent

after thee :
!

No more of stay ! to-morrow thou must go.
Come on, Panthino : you shall be employ’d
To hasten on his expedition;

\Eareunt Ant. and Pan.
Pro. Thus have I shunn’d the lire for fear of

burning,
And drench’d me in the sea, where I am drown’d.
I fear’d to show my father Julia’s letter, 80
Lest he should take exceptions to my love

;

And with the vantage of mine own excuse
Hath he excepted most against my love.

O, how this spring of love resembleth
The uncertain glory of an April day.

Which now shows all the beauty of the sun,
And by and by a cloud takes all away !

Re-enter Panthino.

Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you

:

He js in haste ; therefore, I pray you, go. 89
Pro. Why, this it is : my heart accords thereto,.

And yet a thousand times it answers ‘no.’

[Eoceunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. Milan. The Duke’s palace.

E7iter Valentine and Speed.

Speed. Sir, your glove.

Val. Not mine ; my gloves are on.

Speed. Why, then, this may be yours, for this

is but one.

Val. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it’s mine

:

Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine !

Ah, Silvia, Silvia

!

Speed. Madam Silvia ! Madam Silvia

!

Val. How now, sirrah?

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir.

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her?
Speed. Your worship, sir; or else I mistook. 10
Val. Well, you’ll still be too forward.
Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being

too slow.

Val. Go to, sir : tell me, do you know Madam
Silvia?

Speed. She that your worship loves?

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love?

Speed. Marry, by these special marks: first,
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you have learned, like Sir Proteus, to wreathe

vourarms, like a malecontent; to relish a love-

songr like a robin-redbreast; to walk alone, like

one that had the pestilence ; to sigh, like a school-

boy that had lost his A B C; to weep, like a

voung wench that had buried her grandam ;
to

fast like one that takes diet ;
to watch, like one

that fears robbing ;
to speak puling, like a beggar

at Hallowmas. You were wont, when you laugh-

ed to crow like a cock; when you walked, to

walk like one of the lions ; when you fasted, it

was presently after dinner; when you looked

sadly, it was for want of money : and now you

are metamorphosed with a mistress, that, when I

look on you, I can hardly think you my master.

Val. Are all these things perceived in me?

Speed. They are all perceived without ye.

Val. Without me? they cannot.

Speed. Without you? nay, that’s certain, for,

without you were so simple, none else would:

but you are so without these follies, that these

follies are within you and shine through you like

the water in an urinal, that not an eye that sees

you but is a physician to comment on your ma-

a
Val. But tell me, dost thou know my lady

Silvia? .

Speed. She that you gaze on so as she sits at

supper?
Val. Hast thou observed that? even she, I

mean.
Speed. Why, sir, I know her not.

e
5°

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on

her, and yet knowest her not?

Speed. Is she not hard-favoured, sir?

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well-favoured.

Speed. Sir, I know that well enough.

Val. What dost thou know ?

Speed. That she is not so fair as, of you, well

favoured.
. . . ,

Val. I mean that her beauty is exquisite, but

her favour infinite.
.

6°

Speed. That’s because the one is painted and

the other out of all count.

Val. How painted? and how out of count?

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her

fair, that no man counts of her beauty*

Val. How esteemest thou me? I account of

her beauty.
.

Speed. You never saw her since she was de-

formed.
Val. How long hath she been deformed ? 70

Speeds Ever since you loved her.

Val. I have loved her ever since I saW her;

and still I see her beautiful.

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her.

Val. Why?
Speed. Because Love is blind. O, that you

had mine eyes ; or your own eyes had the lights

they were wont to have when you chid at Sir

Proteus for going ungartered !

Val. What should I see then ? £0

Speed. Your own present folly and her passing

deformity : for he, being in love, could not see to

garter his hose, and you, being in love, cannot

see to put on your hose.

Val. Belike, boy, then, you are in love ; for

last morning you could not see to wipe my shoes.

Speed. True, sir ; I was in love with my bed

:

I thank you, you swinged me for my love, which

makes me the bolder to chide you for yours.

Val. In conclusion, I stand affeaed to her. go

Speed. I would you were set, so your affeaion

would cease.

Val. Last night she enjoined me to write

some lines to one she loves.

Speed. And have you?
Val. I have.

Speed. Are they n ot lamely wri t ?

Val. No, boy, but as well as I can do them.

Peace ! here she comes.

Speed. [Aside] O excellent motion ! O ex-

ceeding puppet ! Now will he interpret to her.

Enter Silvia.

Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-

morrows.
Speed. [Aside] O, give ye good even ! here s I

a million of manners.
Sil. Sir Valentine .and servant, to you two

thousand.
Speed. [Aside] He should give her interest,

and she gives it him.

Val. As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your letter

Unto the secret nameless friend of yours

;

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in

But for my duty to your ladyship.

Sil. I thank you, gentle servant: ’tis very

clerkly done.

Val. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly

off ; ;

For being ignorant to whom it goes

I writ at random, very doubtfully.

Sil. Perchance you think too much of so

much pains? •

Val. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write,

Please you command, a thousand times as much;
And yet

—

Sil. A pretty period ! Well, I guess the se-

quel;

And yet I will not name it ;
and yet I care not;

And yet take this again; and yet I thank you,

Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.

Speed. [Aside] And yet you will; and yet

another ‘yet.’

Val. What means your ladyship? do you not

like it?

Sil. Yes, yes : the lines are very quaintly writ

;

But since unwillingly, take them again.

Nay, take them. *3°

Val. Madam, they are for you.

Sil. Ay, ay : you writ them, sir, atmy request

;

But I will none of them ;
they are for you

;

I would have had them writ more movingly.

Val. Please you, I’ll write your ladyship

another.

Sil. And when it’s writ, for my sake read it

over,

And if it please you, so; if not, why, so.

Val. If it please me, madam, what then?

Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your

labour

:

And so, good morrow, servant. [Exit.
.

140 :

Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible,

As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock on a
j

steeple
! j

My master sues to her, and she hath taught her
j

suitor,
.

j



He being her pupil, to become her tutor.

O excellent device ! was there ever heard a better,

That my master, being scribe, to himself should

write the letter?

Val. How now, sir? what are you reasoning

with yourself?
Speed. Nay, I was rhyming: ’tis you that have

the reason. *5°

Val. To do what?
Speed. To be a spokesman for Madam Silvia.

Val. To whom?
Speed. To yourself : why, she wooes you by a

figure.

Val. What figure?

Speed. By a letter, I should say.

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me?
Speed. What need she, when she hath made

you write to yourself ? Why, do you not perceive

the jest? 160

Val. 'No, believe me.
Speed. No believing you, indeed, sir. But

did you perceive her earnest?

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word.

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter.

Val. That’s the letter I writ to her friend.

Speed. And that letter hath she delivered, and
there an end.

Val. I would it were no worse.

Speed. I’ll warrant you, ’tis as well: 170

For often have you writ to her, and she, in

modesty,
Or else for want of idle time, could not again

reply

;

Or fearing else some messenger that might her
mind discover,

Herself hath taught her love himself to write unto

her lover.

All this I speak in print, for in print I found it.

Why muse you, sir? ’tis dinner-time.

Val. I have dined.

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir ; though the cha-

meleon Love can feed on the air, I am one that

am nourished by my victuals and would fain have
meat. O, be not like your mistress; be moved,

be moved. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Verona. Julia’s house.

Enter Proteus and Julia.

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia.

Jul. I must, where is no remedy.
Pro. When possibly I can, I will return.

Jul. If you turn not, you will return the

sooner.

Keep this remembrance for thy Julia’s sake.

[Giving a ring.

Pro. Why, then, we’ll make exchange; here,

take you this.

Jul. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss.

Pro. Here is my hand for my true constancy;

And when that hour o’erslips me in the day
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake, 10

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness

!

My father stays my coming ; answer not

;

The tide is now : nay, not thy tide of tears

;

That tide will stay me longer than I should.

Julia, farewell
! .

[Exit Julia.
What, gone without a word?

Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak

;

For truth hath better deeds than words to grace it.

ETiter Panthino.

Pan. Sir Proteus, you are stay’d for.

Pro. Go ;
I come, I come. 20

Alas ! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb.
[Exeunt.

Scene III. The same. A street.

Enter Launce, leading a dog.

Launce. Nay, ’twill be this hour ere I have

done weeping ;
all the kind of the Launces have

this very fault. I have received my proportion,

like the prodigious son, and am going with Sir

Proteus to the Imperial’s court. I think Crab
my dog be the sourest-natured dog that lives : my
mother weeping, my father wailing, my sister

crying, our maid howling, our cat wringing her

hands, and all our house in a great perplexity, yet

did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one tear : he

is a stone, a very pebble stone, and has no more
pity in him than a dog: a Jew would have wept

to have seen our parting; why, my grandam,
having no eyes, look you, wept herself blind at

my parting. Nay, I’ll show you the manner of

it. This shoe is my father : no, this left shoe is

my father : no, no, this left shoe is my mother

:

nay, that cannot be so neither
:
yes, it is so, it is

so, it hath the worser sole. This shoe, with the

hole in it, is my mother, and this. my father ; a
vengeance on’t! there ’tis: now, sir, this staff is

my sister, for, look you, she is as white as a lily

and as small as a wand: this hat is Nan, our

maid : I am the dog : no, the dog is himself, and
I am the dog—Oh ! the dog is me, and I am my-
self; ay, so, so. Now come I to my father;

Father, your blessing : now should not the shoe

speak a word for weeping : now should I kiss my
father; well, he weeps on. Now come I to my
mother: O, that she could speak now like a wood
woman ! Well, I kiss her; why, there ’tis; here’s

my mother’s breath up and down. Now come I

to my sister; mark the moan she makes. Now
the dog all this while sheds not a tear nor speaks

a word ; but see how I lay the dust with my tears.

Enter Panthino.

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard ! thy master

is shipped and thou art to post after with oars.

What’s the matter? why weepest thou, man?
Away, ass! you’ll lose the tide, if you tarry any
longer.

Launce. It is no matter if the tied were lost;

for it is the unkindest tied that ever any man tied.

Pan. What’s the unkindest tide?

Launce. Why, he that’s tied here, Crab, my
dog.
Pan. Tut, man, I mean thou ’It lose the

flood, and, in losing the flood, lose thy voyage,

and, in losing thy voyage, lose thy master, and,

in losing thy master, lose thy service, and, in

losing thy service,—Why dost thou stop nty

mouth? 5 1

Launce. For fear thou shouldst lose thy tongue.

Pan. Where should I lose my tongue?

I^aunce. In thy tale.

Pan. In thy tail

!



Scene iii.]

Launce. Lose the tide, and the voyage and

the master, and the service, and the tied ! W hy,

man, if the river were dry, I am able to till it

with my tears ;
if the wind were down, I could

drive the boat with my sighs. 60

Pan. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to

call thee.
, ,

Launce. Sir, call me what thou darest.

Pan. Wilt thou go?

Launce. Well, I will go. {Exeunt.

Scene IV. Milan. The Duke’

s

palace.

Enter Silvia, Valentine, Thurio, and Speed.

Sil. Servant

!

Val. Mistress?

Speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you.

Val. Ay, boy, it’s for love.

Speed. Not of you.

Val. Of my mistress, then.

Spe^d. ’Twere good you knocked him. {Exit.

Sil. Servant, you are sad.

Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so.

Thu. Seem you that you are not ? 10

Val. Haply I do.

Thu. So do counterfeits.

Val. So do you.

Thu. What seem I that I am not ?

Val. Wise.
Thu. What instance of the contrary ?

Val. Your folly.

Thu. And how quote you my folly ?

Val. I quote it in your jerkin.

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 20

Val. Well, then, I ’ll double your folly.

Thu. How?
Sil. What, angry, Sir Thurio ! do you change

colour?
Val. Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind ot

chameleon.
Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your

blood than live in your air.

Val. You have said, sir.

Thu . Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 30

Val I know it well, sir; you always end ere

you begin.

Sil A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and

quickly shot off.
, , ,

Val ’Tis indeed, madam ;
we thank the giver.

Sil. Who is that, servant?

Val. Yourself, sweet lady ; for you gave the

fire. Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your lady-

ship’s looks, and spends what he borrows kindly

in your company. 4°

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with

me, I shall make your wit bankrupt.

Val I know it well, sir; you have an exche-

quer of words, and, I think, no other treasure to

jive your followers, for it appears, by their bare

liveries, that they live by your bare words.

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more: here

comes my father.

Enter Duke.

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard

beset.

Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health : 50

What say you to a letter from your friends

Of much good news ?

Val. My lord, I will be thankful

To any happy messenger from thence.

Duke. Know ye Don Antonio, your country-

man?
Val. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman

To be of worth and worthy estimation

And not without desert so well reputed.

Dtike. Hath he not a son?

Val. Ay, my good lord ; a son that well de-

serves

The honour and regard of such a father. 60

Duke. You know him well ?

Val. I know him as myself; for from our

infancy
We have conversed and spent our hours together

:

And though myself have been an idle truant,

Omitting the sweet benefit of time

To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection,

Yet hath Sir Proteus, for that’s his name,

Made use and fair advantage of his days;

His years but young, but his experience old

;

His head unmellow’d, but his judgement ripe
; 70

And, in a word, for far behind his worth

Comes all the praises that I now bestow,

He is complete in feature and in mind
With all good grace to grace a gentleman.

Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make this

good,
He is as worthy for an empress’ love

As meet to be an emperor’s counsellor.

Well, sir, this gentleman is come to me,
With commendation from great potentates ;

And here he means to spend his time awhile : Bo
I think ’tis no unwelcome news to you.

Val. Should I have wish’d a thing, it had
been he.

D2ike. Welcome him then according to his

worth.
# .

Silvia, I speak to you, and you, sir Thurio ;

For Valentine, I need not cite him to it

:

I will send him hither to you presently. {Exit.

Val. This is the gentleman I told your lady-

ship

Had come along with me, but that his mistress

Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks.

Sil. Belike that now she hath enfranchised

them 9°

Upon some other pawn for fealty.

Val Nay, sure, I think she holds them pri-

soners still.

Sil. Nay, then he should be blind ; and, being

blind,

How could he see his way to seek out you ?

Val. Why, lady, Love hath twenty pair ofeyes.

Thu. They say that Love hath not an eye

at all.

Val. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself

:

Upon a homely objedt Love can wink.

Sil Have done, have done; here comes the

gentleman.

Enter Proteus. {Exit Thurio.

Val Welcome, dear Proteus! Mistress, I

beseech you,

Confirm his welcome with some special favour.

Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome
hither,

If this be he you oft have wish’d to hear from.
.

Val. Mistress, it is : sweet lady, entertain him
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To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship.

Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a servant.

Pro. Not so, sweet lady: but too mean a
servant

To have a look of such a worthy mistress.

Val. Leave off discourse of disability :

Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant, no
Pro. My duty will I boast of ; nothing else.

Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed

:

Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress.

Pro. I ’ll die on him that says so but yourself.

Sil. That you are welcome ?

Pro. That you are worthless.

Re-enter Thurio.

Thu. Madam, my lord your father would
speak with you.

Sil. I wait upon his pleasure. Come, Sir

Thurio,
Go with me. Once more, new servant, welcome

:

I ’ll leave you to confer of home affairs

;

When you have done, we look to heac from you.

Pro. We’ll both attend upon your ladyship.

[.Exeunt Silvia and Thurio.

Val. Now, tell me, how do all from whence
you came?

Pro. Your friends are well and have them
much commended.

Val. And how do yours?
Pro. I left them all in health.

Val. How does your lady? and how thrives

your love?

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ;

I know you joy not in a love-discourse.

Val. Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter’d now

:

I have done penance for contemning Love,
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish’d me
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans,

With nightly tears and daily heart-sore sighs

;

For in revenge of my contempt of love,

Love hath chased sleep from my enthralled eyes
And made them watchers of mine own heart’s

sorrow.

O gentle Proteus, Love’s a mighty lord

And hath so humbled me as I confess

There is no woe to his correction

Nor to his service no such joy on earth.

Now no discourse, except it be of love ; 140
Nov/ can I break my fast, dine, sup and sleep,

Upon the very naked name of love.

Pro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye.

Was this the idol that you worship so?

Val. Even she; and is she not a heavenly
saint?

Pro. No ; but she is an earthly paragon.
Val. Call her divine.

Pro. I will not flatter her.

Val. O, flatter me ;
for love delights in praises.

Pro. When I was sick, you gave me bitter pills,

And I must minister the like to you. 150
Val. Then speak the truth by her; if not

divine,

Yet let her be a principality.

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth.

Pro. Except my mistress.

Val. Sweet, except not any

;

Except thou wilt except against my love.

Pro. Haye I not reason to prefer mine own?
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her too

:

She shall be dignified with this high honour

—

To bear my lady’s train, lest the base earth

Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss 160

And, of so great a favour growing proud,
Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower

And make rough winter everlastingly.

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is

this ?

Val. Pardon me, Proteus : all I can is nothing
To her whose worth makes other worthies nothing;

She is alone.

Pro. Then let her alone.

Val. Not for the world: why, man, she is

mine own,
And I as rich in having such a jewel
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 170
The water neCtar and the rocks pure gold.

Forgive me that I do not dream on thee,

Because thou see’st me dote upon my love.

My foolish rival, that her father likes

Only for his possessions are so huge,
Is gone with her along, and I must after,

For love, thou know’st, is full of jealousy.

Pro. But she loves you?
Val. Ay, and we are betroth’d: nay, more,

our marriage-hour,
With all the cunning manner of our flight, 180

Determined of ; how I must climb her window.
The ladder made of cords, and all the means
Plotted and ’greed on for my happiness.

Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber,
In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel.

Pro. Go on before ;
I shall inquire you forth

:

I must unto the road, to disembark
Some necessaries that I needs must use.

And then I’ll presently attend you.

Val. Will you make haste? T90

Pro. I will. [Exit Valentine.

Even as one heat another heat expels,

Or as one nail by strength drives out another,

So the remembrance of my former love

Is by a newer obje<5t quite forgotten,

fls it mine, or Valentine’s praise,

Her true perfection, or my false transgression,

That makes me reasonless to reason thus?

She is fair; and so is Julia that I love

—

That I did love, for now my love is thaw’d ; 200

Which, like a waxen image ’gainst a fire,

Bears no impression of the thing it was.

Methinks my zeal to Valentine is cold,

And that I love him not as I was wont.

O, but I love his lady too too much,
And that’s the reason I love him so little.

How shall I dote on her with more advice,

That thus without advice begin to love her

!

’Tis but her picture I have yet beheld.

And that hath dazzled my reason’s light ; 216

But when I look on her perfections.

There is no reason but I shall be blind.

If I can check my erring love, I will

;

If not, to compass her I’ll use my skill. [Exit.

Scene V. The same. A street.

Enter Speed and Launce severally.

Speed. Launce ! by mine honesty, welcome to

Milan!
Latince. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth,

for I am not welcome. I reckon this always,
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that a man is never undone till he be hanged,

nor never welcome to a place till some certain

shot be paid and the hostess say ‘Welcome !’

Speed. Come on, you madcap* I’ll to the

alehouse with you presently; where, for one

shot of five pence, thou shalt have five thousand

welcomes. But, sirrah, how did thy master part

with Madam Julia?
Launce. Marry, after they closed in earnest,

they parted very fairly in jest.

Speed. But shall she marry him?
; Launce. No.
Speed. How then? shall he marry her?

Launce. No, neither.

. Speed. What, are they broken ?

. Launce. No, they are both as whole as a fish.

Speed. Why, then, bow stands the matter

with them?
Launce. Marry, thus; when it stands well

with him, it stands well with her.

Speed, What an ass art thou ! I understand

thee not.

Launce. What a block art thou, that thou

canst not ! My staff understands me.
Speed. What thou sayest?

Launce. Ay, and what I do too : look thee,

I’ll but lean, and my staff understands me.

Speed. It stands under thee, indeed.

Launce. Why, stand-under and under-stand

is all onel

Speed. But tell me true, will *6 be a match?
Launce. Ask my dog : if he say ay, it will ; if

he say, no, it will ;
if he shake his tail and say

nothing, it will.

Speed. The conclusion is then that it will.

Launce. Thou shalt never get such a secret

from me but by a parable.

Speed. ’Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce,

how sayest thou, that my master is become a

notable lover?

Launce. I never knew him otherwise.

Speed. Than how?
Latmce. A notable lubber, as thou reportest

him to be.

Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mis-

takest me. 5°

Launce. Why, fool, I meant not thee ; I meant
thy-master.

Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a hot

lover.

Launce. Why, I tell thee, I care not though
he burn himself in love. If thou wilt, go with me
to the alehouse ; if not, thou art an Hebrew, a

Jew, and not worth the name of a Christian.

Speed. Why?
Latmce. Because thou hast not so much cha-

rity in thee as to go to the ale with a Christian.

Wilt thou go?

vSpeed. At thy service. [Exeunt.

Scene VI. The same. The Duke’s palace.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn;

To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn

;

To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn

;

And even that power which gave me first my oath
Provokes me to this threefold perjury

;

Love bade me swear and Love bids me forswear.

0 sweet-suggesting Love, if thou hast sinn’d,

Teach me, thy tempted subjeCt, to excuse itl

At first I did adore a twinkling star.

But now I worship a celestial sun. io

Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken,
j

And he wants wit that wants resolved will

To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better.

Fie, fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad,

Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr’d

With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths.

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do

;

But there I leave to love where I should love.

Julia I lose and Valentine I lose:

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself; 20

If I lose them; thus find I by their loss

For Valentine myself, for Julia. Silvia.

I to myself am dearer than a friend,

For love is still most precious in itself

;

And Silvia—witness Heaven, that made her fair !

—

Shows Julia but a swarthy Ethiope.

I will forget that Julia is alive,

Remembering that my love to her is dead;
And Valentine I ’ll hold an enemy,
Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 30
I cannot now prove constant to myself,.

Without some treachery used to Valentine.

This night he meaneth with a corded ladder

To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window,
Myself in counsel, his competitor.

Now presently I’ll give her father notice

Of theif disguising and pretended flight

;

Who, all enraged, will banish Valentine;

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter;

But, Valentine being gone, I ’ll quickly cross
.
40

By some sly trick blunt Thurio’s dull proceeding.

Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift,

As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift
!
[Exit.

Scene VII. Verona. Julia’s house.

Enter J ulia and Lucetta.

Jul. Counsel, Lucetta
;
gentle girl, assist me

;

And even in kind love I do conjure thee,

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts

Are visibly character’d and engraved,

To lesson me and tell me some good mean.

How, with my honour, I may undertake

A journey to my loving Proteus.

Luc. Alas, the way is wearisome and long!

Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps; 10

Much less shall she that hath Love’s wings to fly,

And when the flight is made to one so dear,

Of such divine perfection, as Sir Proteus.

Luc. Better forbear till Proteus make return.

Jul. O, know’st thou not his looks are my
soul’s food ?

Pity the dearth that I have pined in,

By longing for that food so long a time.

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love,

Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow
As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 20

Luc. I do not seek to quench your love’s hot

fire.

But qualify the fire’s extreme rage,

Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason.

Jul. The more thou damm’st it up, the more
it, burns.

The current that with gentle murmur glides,
J
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Thou know’st, being stopp’d, impatiently doth

rage

;

But when his fair course is not hindered,

He makes sweet music with the enamell’d stones,

Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage, 30
And so by many winding nooks he strays

With willing sport to the wild ocean.

Then let me go and hinder not my course :

I ’ll be as patient as a gentle stream
And make a pastime of each weary step,

Till the last step have brought me to my love

;

And there I ’ll rest, as after much turmoil

A blessed soul doth in Elysium.
Luc. But in what habit will you go along?

Jul. Not like a woman ; for I would prevent
The loose encounters of lascivious men

:

Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds
As may beseem some well-reputed page.

Luc. Why, then, your ladyship must cut your
hair.

Jul. No, girl; I’ll knit it up in silken strings

With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots.

To be fantastic may become a youth
Of greater time than I shall show to be.

Ltic. What fashion, madam, shall I make your
breeches ?

yul. That fits as well as ‘ Tell me, goodmy lord,

What compass will you wear your farthingale ?
’

Why even what fashion thou best likest, Lucetta.

Luc. You must needs have them with a cod-

piece, madam.
yul. Out, out, Lucetta ! that will be ill-

favour’d.

Luc. A round hose, madam, now’s not worth
a pin,

Unless you have a codpiece to stick pins on.

yul. Lucetta, as thou lovest me, let me have
What thou thinkest meet and is most mannerly.
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me
For undertaking so unstaid a journey? 60
I fear me, it will make me scandalized.

Luc. If you think so, then stay at home and
go not.

yul. Nay, that I will not.

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go.

If Proteus like your journey when you come,
No matter who’s displeased when you are gone

:

I fear me, he will scarce be pleased withal.

ytil. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear

:

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears

And instances of infinite of love 70
Warrant me welcome to my Proteus.

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men.
yul. Base men, that use them to so base effedt

!

But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birth

;

His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles,

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate.
His tears pure messengers sent from his heart,

His heart as far from fraud as heaven from earth.

Luc. Pray heaven he prove so, when you come
to him

!

yul. Now, as thou lovest me, do him not that

wrong 80
To bear a hard opinion of his truth

:

Only deserve my love by loving him

;

And presently go with me to my chamber,
To take a note of what I stand in need of,

To furnish me upon my longing journey.

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose.

My goods, my lands, my reputation ;

Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence.
Come, answer not, but to it presently !

I am impatient of my tarriance. [Exeunt . 50

ACT III.

Scene I. Milan. The Duke’s palace.

Enter Duke, Thurio, and Proteus.

Duke. Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile

;

We have some secrets to confer about.
[Exit Thu.

Now, tell me, Proteus, what’s your will with me?
Pro. ^My gracious lord, that which I would

discover
The law of friendship bids me to conceal

;

But when I call to mind your gracious favours
Done to me, undeserving as I am,
My duty pricks me on to utter that

Which else no worldly good should draw from me.
Know, worthy prince, Sir Valentine, my friend,

This night intends to steal away your daughter;
Myself am one made privy to the plot.

I know you have determined to bestow her
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates;

And should she thus be stol’n away from you.
It would be much vexation to your age.

Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose
To cross my friend in his intended drift

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head
A pack of sorrows which would press you down,
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave. 21

Dtike. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest

care

;

Which to requite, command me while I live.

This love of theirs myself have often seen,

Haply when they have judged me fast asleep.

And oftentimes have purposed to forbid

Sir Valentine her company and my court

;

But fearing lest my jealous aim might err

And so unworthily disgrace the man,
A rashness that I ever yet have shunn’d, 30
I gave him gentle looks, thereby to find

That which thyself hast now disclosed to me.
And, that thou mayst perceive my fear of this,

Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested,

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower,

The key whereof myself have ever kept

;

And thence she cannot be convey’d away.
Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devised a

mean
How he her chamber-window will ascend
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 40
For which the youthful lover now is gone
And this way comes he with it presently

;

Where, if it please you, you may intercept him.

But, good my Lord, do it so cunningly

That my discovery be not aimed at

;

For love of you, not hate unto my friend,

Plath made me publisher of this pretence.

Duke. Upon mine honour, he shall never know
That I had any light from thee of this.

Pro. Adieu, my Lord; Sir Valentine is coming.
[Exit. 50

Enter Valentine.

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast?
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Val. Please it your grace, there is a messenger

rhat stays to bear my letters to my friends,

\nd I am going to deliver them.

Duke. Be they of much import?

Val. The tenour of them doth but signify

My health and happy being at your court.

Duke. Nay then, no matter; stay with me
awhile

;

[ am to break with thee of some affairs

That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret.

Tis not unknown to thee that I have sought 61

To match my friend Sir Thurio to my daughter.

Val. I know it well, my Lord ;
and, sure, the

match
Were rich and honourable; besides, the gentle-

man
. .

Is full of virtue, bounty, worth and qualities

Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter:

Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him?

Duke. No, trust me; she is peevish, sullen,

froward,

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty.

Neither regarding that she is my child 70

Nor fearing me as if I were her father;

And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers.

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her;

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age

Should have been cherish’d by her child-like

duty,

I now am full resolved to take a wife

And turn her out to who will take her in :

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower;

For me and my possessions she esteems not.

Val. What would your Grace have me to do

in this?

Dtike. fThere is a lady in Verona here

Whom I affe6l ; but she is nice and coy

And nought esteems my aged eloquence

:

Now therefore would I have thee to my tutor

—

For long agone I have forgot to court

;

Besides, the fashion of the time is changed

—

How and which way I may bestow myself

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye.

Val. Win her with gifts, if she respedl not

words

:

Dumb jewels often in their silent kind
^

#
9°

More than quick words do move a woman’s mind.

Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent

her.

Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best

contents her.

Send her another; never give her o’er

;

For scorn at first makes after-love the more.

If she do frown, ’tis not in hate of you,

But rather to beget more love in you

:

If she do chide, ’tis not to have you gone ;

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone.

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; 100

For ‘get you gone,’ she doth not mean ‘away !’

Flatter and praise, commend, extol their graces

;

Though ne’er so black, say they have angels’ faces.

That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man,
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.

Dtike. But she I mean is promised by her

friends

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth,
And kept severely from resort of men,
That no man hath access by day to her.

Val. Why, then, I would resort to her by night.

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock’d and keys
kept safe, m

That no man hath recourse to her by night.

Val. What lets but one may enter at her

window?
Dtike. Her chamber is aloft, far from the :

ground,
# |

And built so shelving that one cannot climb it
[

Without apparent hazard of his life.

Val. Why then, a ladder quaintly made of
\

cords,
> I

To cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks,

Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower,

So bold Leander would adventure it. 120 I

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood,
j

Advise me where I may have such a ladder.
j

Val. When would you use it? pray, sir, tell
;

me that. (

Duke. This very night; for Love is like a
j

child,
_

|

That longs for every thing that he can come by.

Val. By seven o’clock I’ll get you such a i

ladder.

Duke. But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone

:

How shall I best convey the ladder thither?

Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may
{

bear it

Under a cloak that is of any length.
.

13°

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the
(

turn?
Val. Ay, my good lord.

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak
: ;

I ’ll get me one of such another length.

Val. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my
j

lord.

Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a

cloak ?

I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me.

What letter is this same? What’s here? ‘To
Silvia’!

And here an engine fit for my proceeding.

I ’ll be so bold to break the seal for once. [Reads,
f

‘ My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly,
j

And slaves they are to me that send them flying : j

O, could their master come and go as lightly,
[

Himself would lodge where senseless they are
j

lying
! . j

My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them
; ;

While I, their king, that hither them importune, ;

Do curse the grace that with such grace hath
|

bless’d them,
Because myself do want my servants’ fortune :

I curse myself, for they are sent by me,

That they should harbour where their lord would
be.’

What’s here?
#

15°

‘Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thee.’

’Tis so ; and here’s the ladder for the purpose.

Why, Phaethon,—for thou art Merops’ son,

—

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car

And with thy daring folly burn the world ?

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee ? <

Go, base intruder ! overweening slave !

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates,

And think my patience, more than thy desert,

Is privilege for thy departure hence : 160

Thank me for this more than for all the favours

Which all too much I have bestow’d on thee.

But if thou linger in my territories
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Longer than swiftest expedition

Will give thee time to leave our royal court,

By heaven ! my wrath shall far exceed the love

I ever bore my daughter or thyself.

Be gone ! I will not hear thy vain excuse ;

But, as thou lovest thy life, make speed from

hence. {Exit.

Val And why not death rather than living

torment? 1 7°

To die is to he banish’d from myself;

And Silvia is myself: banish’d from her

Is self from self : a deadly banishment

!

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen?

What joy isJoy, if Silvia be not by?
Unless it be* to think that she is by
And feed upon the shadow of perfection.

Except I be by Silvia in the night,

There is no music in the nightingale

;

Unless I look on Silvia in the day, i3o

There is no day for me to look upon ;

She is my essence, and I leave to be,

If I be not by her fair influence

Foster’d, illumined, cherish’d, kept alive.

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom

;

Tarry I here, I but attend on death

;

But, fly I hence, I fly away from life.

Enter Proteus and Launce.

Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out.

Launce. Soho, soho

!

Pro. What seest thou? 190

Lau?ice. Him we go to find: there’s not a

hair on’s head but ’tis a Valentine.

Pro. Valentine?
Val. No.
Pro. Who then? his spirit?

Val. Neither.

Pro. - What then?
Val. Nothing.
Launce. Can nothing speak? Master, shall I

strike ?

Pro. Who wouldst thou strike ? 200

Laitnce. Nothing.
Pro. Villain, forbear.

Launce. Why, sir, I’ll strike nothing : I pray

you,— -

Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear. Friend Valentine,

a word.
Val. My ears are stopt and cannot hear good

news,
So much of bad already hath possess’d them.

Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine,

For they are harsh, untuneable and bad.

Val. Is Silvia dead?
Pro. No, Valentine.

.

210

Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia.

Hath she forsworn me?
Pro. No, Valentine.

Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me.

What is your news ?

Launce. Sir, there is a proclamation that you
are vanished.

Pro. That thou art banished—0, that’s the

news !

—

From hence, from Silvia and from me thy friend.

Val. O, I have fed upon this woe already.

And now excess of it will make me surfeit. 220

Doth Silvia know that I am banished?

Pro. Ay, ay; and she hath offer’d to the,

doom—
V/hich, unreversed, stands in effectual force

—

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears

:

Those at her father’s churlish feet she tender’d;

With them, upon her knees, her humble self;

Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became
them

As if but now they waxed pale for woe ;

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up,

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears,

Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire ; 231
But Valentine, if he be ta’en, must die.

Besides, her intercession chafed him sor
When she for thy repeal was suppliant.

That to close prison he commanded her,

With mariv bitter threats of biding there.

Val. No more; unless the next word that

thou speak’st

Have some malignant power upon my life

;

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear.

As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 240
Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst not

help,

And study help for that which thou lament’ St.

Time is the nurse and breeder of all good.

Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love ;

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life.

Hope is a lover’s staff; walk hence with that

And manage it against despairing thoughts.

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence

;

Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver'd

Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love. 250
The time now serves not to expostulate :

Come, I’ll convey thee through the city-gate;

And, ere I part with thee, confer at large

Of all that may concern thy love-affairs.

As thou lovest Silvia, though not for thyself,

Regard thy danger, and along with me !

Val. I pray thee, Launce, an if thou seest

-my boy,
Bid him make haste and meet me at the North-

gate.

Pro. Go, sirrah, find him out. Come, Valen-
tine.

Val. O my dear Silvia ! Hapless Valentine ! 260
{Exeunt Val. and Pro.

Latince. I am but a fool, look you ; and yet

I have the wit to think my master is a kind of a

knave: but that’s all one, if he be but one knave. 1

He lives not now that knows me to be in love

;

yet I am in love ;
but a team of horse shall not

pluck that from me ;
nor who ’tis I love ; and yet

’tis a woman; but what woman, I will not tell

myself; and yet ’tis a milkmaid; yetjtis not a
maid, for she hath had gossips

;
yet ’tis a maid,

for she is her master’s maid, and serves for wages.

She hath more qualities than a water-spaniel;

which is much in a bare Christian. {Pulling out

a paper.} Here is the cate-log of her condition.
‘ Imprimis : She can fetch and carry.’ Why, a

horse can do no more : nay, a horse cannot fetch,

but only carry ; therefore is she better than a

jade. ‘Item: She can milk;’ look you, a sweet

virtue in a maid with clean hands.

Enter Speed.

Speed. How now, Signior Launce ! what news
with your mastership? 2S0
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Launce. With my master’s ship? why, it is

at sea.

Speed. Well, your old vice still ;
mistake the

word. What news, then, in your paper?

Launce. The blackest news that ever thou

heardest.
Speed. Why, man, how black?

Launce. Why, as black as ink.

Speed. Let me read them.
Lazznce. Fie on thee, jolt-head ! thou canst

not read. 291

Speed. Thou liest ; I can.

Lauzzce. I will try thee. Tell me this: who
begot thee?

Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather.

Launce. O illiterate loiterer ! it was the son

of thy grandmother,: this proves that thou canst

not read.

Speed. Come, fool, come
;
try me in thy paper.

Lazznce. There; and Saint Nicholas be thy

speed
! _ # 3ox

Speed. [Reads] ‘ Imprimis : She can milk.’

Launce. Ay, that she can.

Speed. ‘ Item : She brews good ale.’

Lazzzzce. And thereof comes the proverb:
‘ Blessing of your heart, you brew good ale.’

Speed. ‘ Item: She can sew.’

Lazmce. That’s as much as to say. Can
she so?

Speed. ‘Item: She can knit.’ 310
‘ Lazmce. What need a man care for a stock

with a wench, when she can knit him a stock?

Speed. ‘ Item: She can wash and scour.’

Lazmce. A special virtue ; for then she need
not be washed and scoured.

Speed. ‘Item: She can spin.’

Lauzzce. Then may I set the world on wheels,

when she can spin for her living.

Speed. ‘ Item : She hath many nameless
virtues.’ 320
Lazmce. That’s as much as to say, bastard

virtues ; that, indeed, know not their fathers and
therefore have no names.
Speed. ‘ Here follo.w her vices.’

Lauzzce. Close at the heels of her virtues..

Speed. ‘ Item : She is not to be kissed fasting,

in respedt of her breath.’

Lauzzce. Well, that fault may be mended with

a breakfast. Read on.

Speed. ‘Item: She hath a sweet mouth.’ 330
Lazzzzce. That makes amends for her sour

breath.

Speed. ‘ Item : She doth talk in her sleep.’

Lazmce. It’s no matter for that, so she sleep

not in her talk.

Speed. ‘ Item : She is slow in words.’

Lazmce. O villain, that set this down among
her vices! To be slow in words is a woman’s
only virtue : I pray thee, out with’t, and place it

for her chief virtue. 340
Speed. ‘Item: she is proud.’

Lazmce. Out with that too; it was Eve’s
legacy, and cannot be ta’en from her.

Speed. ‘Item: She hath no teeth.’

Launce. I care not for that neither, because
I love crusts.

Speed. ‘ Item : She is curst.’

Lauzzce. Well, the best is, she hath no teeth
to bite.

Speed. ‘ Item : She will often praise her
liquor.’ 351

Lauzzce. If her liquor be good, she shall: if

she will not, I will; for good things should be
praised.

Speed. * Item: She is too liberal.’

Lazmce. Of her tongue she cannot, for that’s

writ down she is slow of; of her purse she
shall not, for that I’ll keep shut: now, of another
thing she may, and that cannot I help. Well,

proceed.
.

360
Speed. ‘ Item : She hath more hair than wit,

and more faults than hairs, and more wealth than
faults.’

Lazmce. Stop there; I’ll have her: she was
mine, and not mine, twice or thrice in that last

article. Rehearse that once more.
Speed. ‘ Item : She hath more hair than wit,’

—

Launce. More hair than wit? It may be;
I’ll prove it. The cover of the salt hides the

salt, and therefore it is more than the salt ;
the

hair that covers the wit is more than the wit,

for the greater hides the less. What’s next?
Speed. ‘And more faults than hairs,’

—

Lauzzce. That’s monstrous : O, that that were
out

!

Speed. ‘And more wealth than faults.’

Lazmce. Why, that word makes the faults

gracious. Well, I’ll have her: and if it be a
match, as nothing is impossible,—

Speed. What then? 380
Lazmce. Why, then will I tell thee—that thy

master stays for thee at the North-gate.
Speed. Forme?
Lazmce. For thee ! ay, who art thou? he hath

stayed for a better man than thee.

Speed. And must I go to him?
Lauzzce. Thou must run to him, for thou hast

stayed so long that going will scarce serve the

turn.

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner? pox of
your love-letters

!
[Exit. 391

Lazzzzce. Now will he be swinged for reading
my letter ; an unmannerly slave, that will thrust

himself into secrets ! I’ll after, to rejoice in the

boy’s correction. [Exit.

Scene II. The same. The Duke’s palace.

Enter Duke azzd Thurio.

Dzzke. Sir Thurio, fear not but that she will

love you,
Now Valentine is banish’d from her sight.

Ihzz. Since his exile she hath despised me
most,

Forsworn my company and rail’d at me,
That I am desperate of obtaining her.

Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figure

Trenched in ice, which with an hour’s heat
Dissolves to water and doth lose his form.
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts
And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. ro

Enter Proteus.

How now, Sir Proteus ! Is your countryman
According to our proclamation gone?
Pro. Gone, my good lord.

Dzzke . My daughter takes his going grievously.
Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief.
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Duke. So I believe ;
but Thurio thinks not so.

Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee

—

For thou hast shown some sign of good desert

—

Makes me the better to confer with thee.

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace

Let me not live to look upon your grace. 21

Duke. Thou know’st how willingly I would
effedt

The match between Sir Thurio and my daughter.

Pro. I do, my lord.

Duke. And also, I think, thou art not ignorant

How she opposes her against my will.

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was
here.

Duke. Ay, and perversely she persevers so.

What might we do to make the girl forget

The love of Valentine and love Sir Thurio? 30
Pro. The best way is to slander Valentine

With falsehood, cowardice and poor descent,

Three things that women highly hold in hate.

Dtike. Ay, but she ’ll think that it is spoke in

hate.

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it

:

Therefore it must with circumstance be spoken
By one whom she esteemeth as his friend.

Duke. Then you must undertake to slander

him.
Prp. And that, my lord, I shall be loath to do

:

’Tis an ill office for a gentleman, 40
Especially against his very friend.

Duke. Where your good word cannot advant-

age him,
Ydur slander never c&n endamage him;
Therefore the office is indifferent,

Being entreated to it by your friend.

Pro. You have prevail’d, my lord: if I can
do it

By ought that I can speak in his dispraise,

She shall not long continue love to him..

But say this weed her love from Valentine,

It follows not that she will love Sir Thurio. 50
Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love from

him,
Lest it should ravel and be good to none.

You must provide to bottom it on me

;

Which must be done by praising me as much
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine.

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this

kind,

Because we know, on Valentine’s report,

You are already Love’s firm votary
And cannot soon revolt and change your mind.
Upon this warrant shall you have access 60
Where you with Silvia may confer at large

;

For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy,
And, for your friend’s sake, will be glad of you

;

Where you may temper her by your persuasion

To hate young Valentine and love my friend.

Pro. As much as I can do, I will effedt

:

But you, Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough

;

You must lay lime to tangle her desires

By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes
Should be full-fraught with serviceable vows. 70
Duke. Ay,

Much is the force of heaven-bred poesy.

Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty
You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart

:

Write till your ink be dry, and with your tears

Moist it again, and frame some feeling line

That may discover such integrity

:

For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poets’ sinews,

Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones,

Make tigers tame and huge leviathans 80

Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands.

After your dire-lamenting elegies,

Visit by night your lady’s chamber-window
With some sweet concert ; to their instruments

Tune a deploring dump : the night’s dead silence

Will well become such sweet-complaining griev-
|

ance.

This, or else nothing, will inherit her.

Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been
in love.

Thu. And thy advice this night I’ll put in

practice.

Therefore, sweet Proteus, my diredlion-giver, 90
Let us into the city presently

To sort some gentlemen well skill’d in music.

I have a sonnet that will serve the turn

To give the onset to thy good advice.

Duke. About it, gentlemen !

Pro. We’ll wait upon your grace till after

supper,
And afterward determine our proceedings.

Duke. Even now about it ! I will pardon you.

[Exeunt

.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Thefrontiers ofMantua. A forest.

Enter certain Outlaws.

First Out. Fellows, stand fast; I see a pas-

senger.
Sec. Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but

down with ’em.

Enter Valentine and Speed.

Third Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that

you have about ye :

If not, we’ll make you sit and rifle you.
Speed. Sir, we are undone; these are the

villains

That all the travellers do fear so much.
Val. My friends,

—

First Out. That’s not so, sir: we are your
enemies.

Sec. Out. Peace! we’ll hear him.

Third Out. Ay, by my beard, will we, for

he ’s a proper man. 10

Val. Then know that I have little wealth to

lose

:

A man I am cross’d with adversity

;

My riches are these poor habiliments,.

Of which ifyou should here disfurnish me,
You take the sum and substance that I have.

Sec. Out. Whither travel you ?

Val. To Verona.
First Out. Whence came you?
Val. From Milan.
Third Out. Have you long sojourned there ?

Val. Some sixteen months, and longer might
have stay’d,

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me.
First Out. What, were you banish’d thence ?

Val. I was.
Sec. Out. For what offence ?

Val. For that which now torments me to re-

hearse :
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I kill’d a man, whose death I much repent;

But yet I slew him manfully in fight,

Without false vantage or base treachery.

First Out. Why, ne’er repent it, if it were

done so. 3°

But were you banish’d for so small a fault?

Val. I was, and held me glad of such a doom.

Sec. Out. Have you the tongues?

Val. My youthful travel therein made me
happy,

Or else I often had been miserable.

Third Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s

fat friar,

This fellow were a king for our wild faction !

First Out. We’ll have him. Sirs, a word.

Speed. Master, be one of them; it’s an

honourable kind of thievery. 40

Val. Peace, villain

!

Sec. Out. Tell us this : have you any thing to

take to?

Val. Nothing but my fortune.

Third Out. Know, then, that some of us are

gentlemen,
Such as the fury of ungovern’d youth

Thrust from the company of awful men :

Myself was from Verona banished

For practising to steal away a lady,

An heir, and near allied unto the duke.

Sec. Out

.

And I from Mantua, for a gentle-

man, 5°

Who, in my mood, I stabb’d unto the heart.

First Out. And I for such like petty crimes

as these.

But to the purpose—for we cite our faults.

That they may hold excus’d our lawless lives

;

And partly, seeing you are beautified

With goodly shape and by your own report

A linguist and a man ofsuch perfection

As we do in our quality much want

—

Sec. Out. Indeed, because you are a banish’d

man,
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you : 60

Are you content to be our general ?

To make a virtue of necessity

And live, as we do, in this wilderness?

Third Out. What say’st thou ? wilt thou be of

our consort?

Say ay, and be the captain of us all

:

We’ll do thee homage and be ruled by thee,

Love thee as our commander and our king.

First Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy,

thou diest.

Sec. Out. Thou shalt not live to brag what we
-have offer’d.

Val. I take your offer and will live with you,

Provided that you do no outrages 71

On silly women or poor passengers.

Third Out. No, we detest such vile base prac-

tices.

Come, go with us, we’ll bring thee to our crews,

And show thee all the treasure we have got ;

Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. Milan. Outside the Duke’s palace,

under Silvia’s chamber.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine

And now I must be as unjust to Thurio.

Under the colour of commending him,

I have access my own love to prefer

:

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy.

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts.

When I protest true loyalty to her,

She twits me with my falsehood to my friend

;

When to her beauty I commend my vows,

She bids me think how I have been forsworn 10

In breaking faith with Julia whom I loved:

And notwithstanding all her sudden quips,

The least whereof would quell a lover’s hope,

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love.

The more it grows and fawneth on her still.

But here comes Thurio : now must we to her

window.
And give some evening music to her ear.

Enter Thurio and Musicians.

Thu. How now, Sir Proteus, are you crept

before us?
Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio: for you know that

love
Will creep in service where it cannot go. 20

Thu. Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love nothere.

Pro. Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence.

Thu. Who? Silvia?

Pro. Ay, Silvia ;
for your sake.

Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, gen-

tlemen,
Let’s tune, and to it lustily awhile.

Enter
,
at a distance, Host, and Julia in

boy's clothes.

Host. Now, my young guest, methinks you’re

allycholly : I pray you, why is it?

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be
merry.
Host. Come, we ’ll have you merry : I ’ll bring

you where you shall hear music and see the gen-

tleman that you asked for.

Jul. But shall I hear him speak ?

Host. Ay, that you shall.

Jul. That will be music. [Musicplays.
Host. Hark, hark

!

Jul. Is he among these ?

Host. Ay : but, peace ! let’s hear ’em.

SONq.
Who is Silvia? what is she,

That all our swains commend her? 40
Holy, fair and wise is she

;

The heaven such grace did lend her.

That she might admired be.

Is she kind as she is fair?

For beauty lives with kindness.

Love doth to her eyes repair,

To help him of his blindness,

And, being help’d, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia let us sing,

That Silvia is excelling
; 50

She excels each mortal thing

Upon the dull earth dwelling

:

To her let us garlands bring.

Host. How now! are you sadder than you
were before? How do you, man? the music
likes you not.

Jul. You mistake ; the musician likes me not.
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Host. Why, my pretty youth ?

Jul. He plays false, father.

Host. How? out of tune on the strings?
_

60

Jul. Not so ;
but yet so false that he grieves

my very heart-strings.

Host. You have a quick ear.

Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf ; it makes me
have a slow heart.

Host. I perceive you delight not in music.

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars so.

Host. Hark, what fine change is in the music

!

Jul. Ay, that change is the spite.

Host. You would have them always play but

one thing? 7 1

Jul. I would always have one play but one
thing.

But, host, doth this Sir Proteus that we talk on
Often resort unto this gentlewoman?
Host. I tell you what Launce, his man, told

me : he loved her out of all nick.

Jul. Where is Launce ?

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which to-mor-

row, by his master’s command, he must carry for

a present to his lady. 80

Jul. Peace ! stand aside : the company parts.

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you : I will so plead

That you shall say my cunning drift excels.

Thu. Where meet we ?

Pro. At Saint Gregory’s well.

Thu. Farewell.

[Exeunt Thu. and Musicians.

Enter Silvia above.

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship.

Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen.

Who .is that that spake?

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart’s

truth,

You would quickly learn to know him by his

voice.

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it. 9°

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant.

Sil. What’s your will?

Pro. That I may compass yours.

Sil. You have your wish ;
my will is even this

:

That presently you hie you home to bed.

Thou subtle, perjured, false, disloyal man!
Think’st thou I am so shallow, so conceitless,

To be seduced by thy flattery,

That hast deceived so many with thy vows?

Return, return, and make thy love amends.

For me, by this pale queen of night I swear, ioo

I am so far from granting thy request

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit,

And by and by intend to chide myself

Even for this time I spend in talking to thee.

Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady

;

But she is dead. >(iT , , , . .

Jul. [Aside] ’Twere false, if I should speak it

;

For I am sure she is not buried.

Sil. Say that she be ;
yet Valentine thy friend

Survives; to whom, thyself art witness, no
I am betroth’d : and art thou not ashamed
To wrong him with thy importunacy?

Pro. I likewise hear that Valentine is dead.

Sil. And so suppose am I ;
for in his grave

Assure thyself my love is buried.

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth.

Sil. Go to thy lady’s grave and call hers thence,

Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine.

Jul. [Aside] He heard not that.

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate,

Vouchsafe me yet your pidlure for my love, 121

The pidlure that is hanging in your chamber;
To that I ’ll speak, to that I ’ll sigh and weep

:

For since the substance of your perfect self

Is else devoted, I am but a shadow ;

And to your shadow will I make true love.

Jul. [Aside] If ’twere a substance, you would,
sure, deceive it,

And make it but a shadow, as I am.
Sil. I am very loath to be your idol, sir

;

But since your falsehood shall become you well

To worship shadows and adore false shapes, 13

1

Send to me in the morning and I ’ll send it

:

And so, good rest.

Pro. As wretches have o’ernight

That wait for execution in the morn.
[Exeunt Pro. and Sil. severally.

Jul. Host, will you go?
Host. By my halidom, I was fast asleep.

Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus?
Host. Marry, at my house. Trust me, I

think ’tis almost day.

Jul. Not so ;
but it hath been the longest night

That e’er I watch’d and the most heaviest. 14

1

[Exeunt.

Scene III. The same.

Enter Eglamour.

Egl. This is the hour that Madam Silvia

Entreated me to call and know her mind

:

There’s some great matter she ’Id employ me in.

Madam, madam

!

Enter Silvia above.

Sil. Who calls?

Egl. Your servant and your friend ; I

One that attends your ladyship’s command.
Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good

morrow.
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself

:

According to your ladyship’s impose,

I am thus early come to know what service

It is your pleasure to command me in. 10

Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman

—

Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not

—

Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish’d

:

Thou art not ignorant what dear good will

I bear unto the banish’d Valentine,

Nor how my father would enforce me marry
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhors.

Thyself hast loved ;
and I have heard thee say

No grief did ever come so near thy heart

As when thy lady and thy true love died, 20

Upon whose grave thou vow’dst pure chastity.

Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine,

To Mantua, where I hear he makes abode

;

And, for the ways are dangerous to pass,

I do desire thy worthy company,
Upon whose faith and honour I repose.

Urge not my father’s anger, Eglamour,

But think upon my grief, a lady’s grief,

And on the justice of my flying hence,

To keep me from a most unholy match, 3°

Which heaven and fortune still rewards with

plagues.
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I do desire thee, even from a heart

As full of sorrows as the sea of sands,

To bear me company and go with me

:

If not, to hide what I have said to thee,

That I may venture to depart alone.

Egl. Madam, I pity much your grievances

;

Which since I know they virtuously are placed,

I give consent to go along with you.

Recking as little what betideth me 4°

As much I wish all good befortune you.

When will you go?
Sil. This evening coming.

Egl. Where shall I meet you?

Sil. At Friar Patrick s cell,

Where I intend holy confession.

Egl. I will not fail your ladyship. Good
morrow, gentle lady.

Sil. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour.
[Exeunt severally.

Scene IV. The same.

Enter Launce, with his Dog.

Launce. When a man’s servant shall play the

cur with him, look you, it goes hard : one that I

brought up of a puppy; one that I saved from

drowning, when three or four of his blind brothers

and sisters went to it. I have taught him, even

as one would say precisely, ‘ thus I would teach a

dog.’ I was sent to deliver him as a present to

Mistress Silvia from my master; and I came no

sooner into the dining-chamber but he steps me
to her trencher and steals her capon’s leg: O,

’tis a foul thing when a cur cannot keep himself

in all companies! I would have, as one should

say, one that takes upon him to be a dog indeed,

to be, as it were, a dog at all things. If I had

not had more wit than he, to take a fault upon

me that he did, I think verily he had been hanged

for’t; sure as I live, he had suffered for’t: you

shall judge. He thrusts me himself into the com-

pany of three or four gentlemanlike dogs, under

the duke’s table: he had not been there—bless

the mark !—a pissing while, but all the chamber

smelt him. ‘ Out with the dog !
’ says one : ‘What

cur is that?’ says another: ‘Whip him out’ says

the third: ‘Hang him up’ says the duke. I,

having been acquainted with the smell before,

knew it was Crab, and goes me to the fellow that

whips the dogs: ‘Friend,’ quoth I, ‘you mean to

whip the dog?’ ‘Ay, marry, do I,’ quoth he.

‘You do him the more wrong,’ quoth I ; ‘’twas I

did the thing you wot of.’ He makes me no

more ado, but whips me out of the
_

chamber.

How many masters would do this for his servant?

Nay, I’ll be sworn, I have sat in the stocks for

puddings he hath stolen, otherwise he had been

executed ; I have stood on the pillory for geese

he hath killed, otherwise he had suffered for’t.

Thou thinkest not of this now. Nay, I remember
the trick you served me when I took my leave of

Madam Silvia: did not I bid thee still mark me
and do as I do? when didst thou see me heave up
my leg and make water against a gentlewoman’s

farthingale? didst thou ever see me do such a

trick?

Enter Proteus and Julia.
Pro. Sebastian is thy name? I like thee well

And will employ thee in some service presently.

Jul. In what you please : I ’ll do what I can.

Pro. I hope thou wilt. [ To Launce\ How
now, you whoreson peasant

!

Where have you been these two days loitering?

Launce. Marry, sir, I carried Mistress Silvia

the dog you bade me.
#

5°
Pro. And what says she to my little jewel ?

Launce. Marry, she says your dog was a cur,

and tells you currish thanks is good enough for

such a present.

Pro. But she received my dog?
Launce. No, indeed, did she not: here have

I brought him back again.

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this from me?
Launce. Ay, sir ; the other squirrel was stolen

from me by the hangman boys in the market-

place : and then I offered her mine own, who is a

dog as big as ten of yours, and therefore the gift

the greater.

Pro. Go get thee hence, and find my dog
again,

#

Or ne’er return again into my sight.

Away, I say! stay’st thou to vex me here?
[Exit Launce.

A slave, that still an end turns me to shame

!

Sebastian, I have entertained thee,

Partly that I have need of such a youth

That can with some discretion do my business, 70

For ’tis no trusting to yond foolish lout,

But chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour.

Which, if my augury deceive me not,

Witness good bringing up, fortune and truth

:

Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee.

Go presently and take this ring with thee.

Deliver it to Madam Silvia

She loved me well deliver’d it to me.

Jul. It seems you loved not her, to leave her

token.

She is dead, belike?

Pro. Not so; I think she lives. 80

Jul. Alas

!

Pro. Why dost thou cry ‘alas’?

Jul. I cannot choose

But pity her.

Pro. Wherefore shouldst thou pity her?

Jul. Because methinks that she loved you

as well

As you do love your lady Silvia

:

She dreams on him that has forgot her love ;

You dote on her that cares not for your love.

’Tis pity love should be so contrary

;

And thinking on it makes me cry ‘ alas
!’

Pro. Well, give her that ring and therewithal

This letter. That’s her chamber. Tell my lady

I claim the promise for her heavenly pidture.

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber,

Where thou shaltfind me, sad and solitary. [Exit.

Jul. How many women would do such a mes-

sage?
Alas, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertain’d

A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs.

Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him
That with his very heart despiseth me?
Because he loves her, he despiseth me ; 100

Because I love him, I must pity him.

This ring I gave him when he parted from me.

To bind him to remember my good will

;

And now am I, unhappy messenger,

To plead for that which I would not obtain,
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To carry that which I would have refused,

To praise his faith which I would have dispraised.

I am my master’s true-confirmed love

;

But cannot be true servant to my master.

Unless I prove false traitor to myself. no
Yet will I woo for him, but yet so coldly

As, heaven it knows, I would not have him speed.

Enter Silvia, attended.

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray you, be my mean
To bring me where to speak with Madam Silvia.

Sil. What would you with her, if that I be she ?

Jul. If you be she, I do entreat your patience.

To hear me speak the message I am sent on.

Sil. From whom?
Jul. From my master, Sir Proteus, madam.
Sil. O, he sends you for a pidture. 120

Jul. Ay, madam.
Sil. Ursula, bring my picture there.

Go give your master this : tell him from me.
One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget,

Would better fit his chamber than this shadow.

Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter.

—

Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvised
Deliver’d you a paper that I should not

:

This is the letter to your ladyship.

Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again.

Jul. It may not be; good madam, pardon me.
Sil. There, hold

!

I will not look upon your master’s lines

:

I know they are stuff’d with protestations

And full of new-found oaths
;
which he will break

As easily as I do tear his paper.

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring.

Sil. The more shame for him that he sends
it me

;

For I have heard him say a thousand times

His Julia gave it him at his departure. 140
Though his false finger have profaned the ring.

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong.
Jul. She thanks you.
Sil. What say’st thou ?

Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender her.

Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her much.
Sil. Dost thou know her?

Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself

:

To think upon her woes I do protest
_

That I have wept a hundred several times. 150
Sil. Belike she thinks that Proteus hath for-

sook her.

Jul. I think she doth ; and that’s her cause of

sorrow.
Sil. Is she not passing fair?

Jul. She hath been fairer, madam, than she is

:

When she did think my master loved her well,

She, in my judgement, was as fair as you

;

But since she did negledt her looking-glass

And threw her sun-expelling mask away,
The air hath starved the roses in her cheeks
And pinch’d the lily-tinfture of her face.

That now she is become as black as I.

Sil. How tall was she?
Jul. About my stature

;
for at Pentecost,

When all our pageants of delight were play’d.

Our youth got me to play the woman’s part,

And I was trimm’d in Madam Julia’s gown,
Which served me as fit, by all men’s judgements,
As if the garment had been made for me

Therefore I know she is about my height.

And at that time I made her weep agood, 170
For I did play a lamentable part

:

Madam, ’twas Ariadne passioning
For Theseus’ perjury and unjust flight;

Which I so lively adted with my tears

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal,

Wept bitterly; and would I might be dead
If I in thought felt not her very sorrow

!

Sil. She is beholding to thee, gentle youth.
Alas, poor lady, desolate and left

!

I weep myself to think upon thy words. 180

Here, youth, there is my purse ; I give thee this

For thy sweet mistress’ sake, because thou lovest

her.

Farewell. [Exit Silvia
,
with attendants.

Jul. And she shall thank you for’t, if e’er

you know her.

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful

!

I hope my master’s suit will be but cold,

Since she respedts my mistress’ love so much.
Alas, how love can trifle with itself!

Here is her pidture : let me see ;
I think.

If I had such a tire, this face of mine 190
Were full as lovely as is this of hers

:

And yet the painter flatter’d her a little.

Unless I flatter with myself too much.
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfedl yellow:
If that be all the difference in his love,

I ’ll get me such a colour’d periwig.

Her eyes are grey as glass, and so are mine

:

Ay, but her forehead’s low, and mine’s as high.

What should it be that he respedts in her
But I can make respective in myself, 200
If this fond Love were not a blinded god?
Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up,
For ’tis thy rival. O thou senseless form,

Thou shalt be worshipp’d, kiss’d, loved and adored

!

And, were there sense in his idolatry,

My substance should be. statue in thy stead.

I’ll use thee kindly for thy mistress’ sake.

That used me so ; or else, by Jove I vow,
I should have scratch’d out your unseeing eyes,

To make my master out oflove with thee ! [Exit.

ACT V.

Scene I. Milan. A n abbey.

Enter Eglamour.

Egl. The sun begins to gild the western sky

;

And now it is about the very hour
That Silvia, at Friar Patrick’s cell, should

meet me.
She will not fail, for lovers break not hours.

Unless it be to come before their time;

So much they spur their expedition.

See where she comes.

Enter Silvia.

Lady, a happy evening

!

Sil. Amen, amen ! Go on, good Eglamour,
Out at the postern by the abbey-wall

:

I fear I am attended by some spies. 10

Egl. Fear not : the forest is not three

leagues off

;

If we recover that, we are sure enough. [Exeunt.
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Scene II. The same. The Duke’s palace.

Enter Thurio, Proteus, and Julia.

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my

Pro. 6, sir, I find her milder than she was

;

And yet she takes exceptions at your person.

Thu. What, that my leg is too long l

Pro. No ;
that it is too little.

Thu. I’ll wear a boot, to make it somewhat

rounder. , , , .

Jul. [Aside] But love will not be spurrd to

what it loathes.

Thu. What says she to my face?

Pro. She says it is. a fair one.

Thu. Nay then, the wanton lies; my face is

black.
10

Pro. But pearls are fair; and the old say-

ing is
> , 1 ,. ,

Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies eyes.

Jul. [Aside] ’Tis true ;
such pearls as put out

ladies’ eyes;

For I had rather wink than look on them.

Tint. How likes she my discourse?

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war.

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and

Jul^[Aside] But better, indeed, when you

hold your peace.

Thu. What says she to my valour?

Pro O, sir, she makes no doubt of that. 20

Jul. [Aside] She needs not, when she knows

it cowardice.

Tim. What says she to my birth?

Pro That you are well derived.

Jul. [Aside] True ; from a gentleman to a

fool.

Thu. Considers she my possessions?

Pro. O, ay; and pities them.

Thu. Wherefore?

Jul. [Aside] That such an ass should owe

them.
Pro. That, they are out by lease.

Jul. Here comes the duke. 3°

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl.

That flies her fortune when it follows her. 50

I ’ll after, more to be revenged on Eglamour

Than for the love of reckless Silvia.
.

[Exit.

Pro And I will follow, more for Silvia s love »

Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. [Exit,
j

Jul. And I will follow, more to cross that ;

Than^hate for Silvia that is gone for love. [Exit. I

Scene III. The frontiers of Mantua.*

The forest.

Enter Outlaws zvith Silvia.

First Out. Come, come,

Be patient; we must bring you to our captain.
rf. r a ^1 micf'Vianrf'? than till

e patient; we musi wmg y uu ™ —r
Sil. A thousand more mischances than tins

Have learn’d me how to brook this patiently.

Sec. Out. Come, bring her away.

First Out. Where is the gentleman that was

with her? , , , .

Third Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath

outrun us,

But Moyses and Valerius follow him.

Go thou with her to the west end of the wood
; ?

There is our captain: we’ll follow him that s

fled
; ,

10

The thicket is beset ;
he cannot scape.

First Out. Come, I must bring you to our

captain’s cave:

Fear not ;
he bears an honourable mind,

And will not use a woman lawlessly.

Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee

!

[Exeunt.

Enter Duke.

Duke. How now, Sir Proteus! how now,

Thurio !

Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late?

Thu. Not I.

Pro. Nor I.
, , .

Duke. Saw you my daughter ?

Pro.
Neither.

Duke. Why then,
. »

She’s fled unto that peasant Valentine;

And Eglamour is in her company.

’Tis true; for Friar Laurence met them both,

As he in penance wander’d through the forest;

Him he knew well, and guess’d that it was she,

But, being mask’d, he was not sure of it; 40

Besides, she did intend confession

At Patrick’s cell this even; and there she

was not
; ,

These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence.

Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse,

But mount you presently and meet with me
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot

That leads toward Mantua, whither they are fled

:

Dispatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. [Exit.

Scene IV. Anotherpart of theforest.

Enter Valentine.

Val. How use doth breed a habit in a man !

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods,

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns

:

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any,

And to the nightingale’s complaining notes

Tune my distresses and record my woes.

O thou that dost inhabit in my breast.

Leave not the mansion so long tenantless.

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall

And leave no memory of what it was ! 10

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia
; .

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain

.

What halloing and what stir is this to-day?

These are my mates, that make their wills

their law,

Have some unhappy passenger in chase.

They love me well
;
yet I have much to do

To keep them from uncivil outrages.
_

Withdraw thee, Valentine: who’s this comes

here?

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia.

Pro. Madam, this service I have done for you,

Though you respedtnot aught your servant doth,

To hazard life and rescue you from him 21

That would have forced your honour and your

Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look

;

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg

And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give.
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Val. [Aside] How like a dream is this I see
and hear

!

Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile.
Sil. O miserable, unhappy that I am !

Pro. Unhappy were you, madam, ere I came;
But by my coming I have made you happy. 30

Sil. By thy approach thou makest me most
unhappy.

Jul. [Aside] And me, when he approacheth
to your presence.

Sil. Had I been seized by a hungry lion,

I would have been a breakfast to the beast,

Rathe. Tian have false Proteus rescue me.
O, Heaven be judge how I love Valentine,
Whose life’s as tender to me as my soul

!

And full as much, for more there cannot be,
I do detest false perjured Proteus.
Therefore be gone ; solicit me no more. 40
Pro. What dangerous adtion, stood it next to

death,

Would I not undergo for one calm look !

O, ’tis the curse in love, and still approved,
When women cannot love where they’re beloved

!

Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he’s be-
loved.

Read over Julia’s heart, thy first best love,

For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy
faith

Into a thousand oaths; and all those oaths
Descended into perjury, to love me.
Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou ’dst two ;

And that’s far worse than none ; better have none
Than plural faith which is too much by one :

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend !

Pro. In love
Who respedts friend ?

Sil. All men but Proteus.
Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words

Can no way change you to a milder form,
I ’ll woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end,
And love you ’gainst the nature of love,—force ye.

|

Sil. O heaven !

i Pro. I’ll force thee yield to my desire.

Val.
_

Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch,
Thou friend of an ill fashion !

Pro. Valentine ! 61
Val. Thou common friend, that’s without

faith or love,

For such is a friend now
; treacherous man

!

Thou hast beguiled my hopes ; nought but mine
eye

Could have persuaded me : now I dare not say
I have one friend alive ; thou wouldst disprove me.

,

Who should be trusted, when one’s own right hand
Is perjured to the bosom? Proteus,
I am sorry I must never trust thee more,

]

But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 70
The private wound is deepest ; O time most ac-

curst,

’Mongst all foes that a friend should be the worst

!

Pro. My shame and guilt confounds me.
Forgive me, Valentine: if hearty sorrow
Be a sufficient ransom for offence,
I tender ’t here ; I do as truly suffer
As e’er I did commit.

Val.
'

Then I am paid

;

And once again I do receive thee honest.
Who by repentance is not satisfied

Is nor of heaven nor earth, for these are pleased.

By penitence the Eternal’s wrath ’3 appeased : 8j
And, that my love may appear plain and free,

All that was mine in Silvia I give thee.

Jul. O me#unhappy
! [Swoons.

Pro. Look to the boy.
Val. Why, boy ! why, wag ! how now ! what ’s

the matter? Look up ; speak.
Jul. O good sir, my master charged me to

deliver a ring to Madam Silvia, which, out of my
negledt, was never done. 90
Pro. Where is that ring, boy ?

Jul. Here ’tis ; this is it.

Pro. Plow ! let me see

:

Why, this is the ring I gave to Julia.

Jul. O, cry you mercy, sir, I have mistook

:

This is the ring you sent to Silvia.

Pro. But how earnest thou by this ring? At
my depart

I gave this unto Julia.

Jul. And Julia herself did give it me ;

And Julia herself hath brought it hither.

Pro. How! Julia! 100
Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths,

And entertain’d ’em deeply in her heart.
How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root

!

0 Proteus, let this habit make thee blush!
Be thou ashamed that I have took upon me
Such an immodest raiment, if shame live

In a disguise of love

:

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds,

Women to change their shapes than men their

minds.
Pro. Than men their minds ! ’tis true. O

heaven ! were man 1 10
But constant, he were perfect. That one error
Fills him with faults ; makes him run through all

the sins

:

Inconstancy falls off ere it begins.
What is in Silvia’s face, but I may spy
More fresh in Julia’s with a constant eye?

Val. Come, come, a hand from either:
Let me be blest to make this happy close

;

’Twere pity two such friends should be long foes.

Pro. Bear witness, Heaven, I have my wish
for ever.

Jul. And I mine. 120

Enter Outlaws, with Duke and Thurio.

Outlaws. A prize, a prize, a prize !

Val. Forbear, forbear, I say! it is my lord
the duke.

Your grace is welcome to a man disgraced.
Banished Valentine.
D7ike. Sir Valentine

!

Thu. Yonder is Silvia ; and Silvia’s mine.
Val. Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy

death;
Come not within the measure of my wrath

;

Do not name Silvia thine
; if once again,

f Verona shall not hold thee. Here she stands

:

Take but possession of her with a touch : 130
1 dare thee but to breathe upon my love.

Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I

:

I hold him but a fool that will endanger
His body for a girl that loves him not:
I claim her not, and therefore she is thine.

Duke. The more degenerate and base art
thou,

To make such means for her as thou hast done
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And leave her on such slight conditions.

Now, by the honour of my ancestry,

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 140

And think thee worthy of an empress’ love :

Know then, I here forget all' former griefs,

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again,

Plead a new state in thy unrival’d merit,

To which I thus subscribe : Sir Valentine,

Thou art a gentleman and well derived ;

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserved her.

Val. I thank your grace ; the gift hath made
me happy.

I now beseech you, for your daughter’s sake,

To grant one boon that I shall ask of you. 150

Duke. I grant it, for thine own, whate’er it be.

Val. These banish’d men that I have kept

withal

Are men endued with worthy qualities :

Forgive them what they have committed here

And let them be recall’d from their exile :

They are reformed, civil, full of good

And fit for great employment, worthy lord.

Duke. Thou hast prevail’d; I pardon them
and thee

:

Dispose of them as thou know’st then deserts.

Come, let us go: we will include all jars 160

With triumphs, mirth and rare solemnity.

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold

With our discourse to make your grace to smile.

What think you of this page, my lord ?

Duke. I think the boy hath grace in him ;
he

blushes.

Val. I warrant you, my lord, more grace than

boy.

Duke. What mean you by that saying ?

Val. Please you, I ’ll tell you as we pass along,

That you will wonder what hath fortuned.

Come, Proteus ;
’tis your penance but to hear 170

The story of your loves discovered

:

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours

;

One feast, one house, one mutual happiness.
{Exeunt.



THE

MERRY WIVES

DRAMATIS
Sir John Falstaff.
Fenton, a gentleman.
Shallow, a country justice.

Slender, cousin to Shallow.

Page* ]
tw0 5ent^emen dwelling at Windsor.

William Page, a boy, son to Page.
Sir Hugh Evans, a Welsh parson.

Doctor Caius, a French physician.

Host of the Garter Inn.

Bardolph, 1

Pistol, > sharpers attending on Falstaff.

Nym, J

ACT I.

Scene I. Windsor. Before Page’s house.

Enter Justice Shallow, Slender, and Sir

Hugh Evans.

Shal. Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will

make a Star-chamber matter of it : if he were

twenty Sir John Falstaffs, he shall not abuse

Robert Shallow, esquire.

Slen. In the county of Gloucester, justice of

peace and ‘Coram.’
Shal

.

Ay, cousin Slender, and ‘ Custalorum.’

Slen. Ay, and ‘Rato-lorum’ too ; and a gen-

tleman born, master parson ; who writes himself

‘Armigero,’ in any bill, warrant, quittance, or

obligation, ‘Armigero.’ n
Shal. Ay, that I do ; and have done any time

these three hundred years.

Slen. All his successors gone before him hath

done ’t ; and all his ancestors that come after hhn
may : they may give the dozen white luces in

their coat.

Shal. It is an old coat.

Evans. The dozen white louses do become
an old coat well; it agrees well, passant; it is a

familiar beast to man, and signifies love. 21

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish

is an old coat.

Slen. I may quarter, coz.
_

Shal. You may, by marrying.

.

Evans. It is marring indeed, if he quarter it.

Shal. Not a whit.

Evans. Yes, py’r lady; if he has va quarter of

your coat, there is but three skirts
_

for yourself,

in my simple conje&ures : but that is all one. If

Sir John Falstaffhave committed disparagements

unto you, I am of the church, and will be glad to

do my benevolence to make atonements and corn-

premises between you.

Shal. The council shall hear it ; it is a riot.

Evans. It is not meet the council hear a riot

;

there is no fear of Got in a riot: the council,

OF WINDSOR.

PERSONS.
Robin, page to Falstaff.

Simple, servant to Slender.

Rugby, servant to Do6lor Caius.

Mistress Ford.
Mistress Page.
Anne Page, her daughter.
Mistress Quickly, servant to DoCtor Caius.

Servants to Page, Ford, &c.

Scene : Windsor
,
and the neighbotirhood.

look you, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, and
not to hear a riot; take your vizaments in that.

Shal. Ha ! o’ my life, if I were young again,

the sword should end it. 41
Evans. It is petter that friends is the sword,

and end it : and there is also another device in

my prain, which peradventure prings goot discre-

tions with it: there is Anne Page, which is

daughter to Master Thomas Page, which is pretty

virginity.

Slen. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown
hair, and speaks small like a woman.
Evans. It is that fery person for all the orld,

as just as you will desire ; and seven hundred
pounds of moneys, and gold and silver, is her
grandsire upon his death’s-bed—Got deliver to a
joyful resurrections !—give, when she is able to

overtake seventeen years old : it were a goot mo-
tion if we leave our pribbles and prabbles, and
desire a marriage between Master Abraham and
Mistress Anne Page.

Slen. Did her grandsire leave her seven hun-
dred pound? 60
Evans. Ay, and her father is make her a pet-

ter penny.
Slen. I know the young gentlewoman; she

has good gifts.

Evans. Seven hundred pounds and possibili-

ties is goot gifts.

Shal. Well, let us see honest Master Page.
Is Falstaff there?
Evans. Shall I tell you a lie ? I do despise a liar

as I do despise one that is false, or as I despise one
that is not true. The knight, Sir John, is there

;

and, I beseech you, be ruled by your well-willers.

I will peat the door for Master Page, [Knocks]

What, hoa ! Got pless your house here

!

Page. [ Withi?i\ Who ’s there ?

Enter Page.

Evans. Here is Got’s plessing, and your
friend, and Justice Shallow; and here young
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VIaster Slender, that peradventures shall tell you
mother tale, if matters grow to your likings.

Page. I am glad to see your worships well.

[ thank you for my venison, Master Shallow. 81

Shal. Master Page, I am glad to see you

:

much good do it your good heart! I wished

your venison better ; it was ill killed. How doth

yood Mistress Page?—and I thank you always

with my heart, la ! with my heart.

Page. Sir, I thank you.

Shal. Sir, I thank you; by yea and no, I do.

Page. I am glad to see you, good Master
Slender.

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, sir?

I heard say he was outrun on Cotsall.

Page. It could not be judged, sir.

Slen. You’ll not confess, you’ll mot confess.

Shal. That he will not. ’Tis your fault, ’tis

your fault ; ’tis a good dog.

Page. A cur, sir.

Shal. Sir, he’s a good dog, and a fair dog:
can there be more said? he is good and fair. Is

Sir John Falstaff here? ioo

Page. Sir, he is within ; and I would I could

do a good office between you.

Evans. It is spoke as a Christians ought to

speak.
Shal. He hath wronged me, Master Page.

Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it.

Shal. If it be confessed, it is not redressed

:

is not that so, Master Page? He hath wronged
me ;

indeed he hath ; at a word, he hath, believe

me : Robert Shallow, esquire, saith, he is wronged.

Page. Here comes Sir John. m
Enter Sir John Falstaff, Bardolph, Nym,

and Pistol.

Fal. Now, Master Shallow, you’ll complain

of me to the king?
Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, killed

my deer, and broke open my lodge.

Fal. But not kissed your keeper’s daughter?
Shal. Tut, a pin ! this shall be answered.

Fal. I will answer it straight ; I have done all

this.

That is now answered.
Shal. The council shall know this. 120

Fal. ’Twere better for you if it were known
in counsel

:
you’ll be laughed at. >

Evans. Pauca verba, Sir John ;
goot worts.

Fal. Good worts ! good cabbage. Slender, I

broke your head : what matter have you against

me?
Slen. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head

against you ;
and against your cony-catching ras-

cals, Bardolph, Nym, and Pistol.

Bard. You Banbury cheese ! 130
Slen. Ay, it is no matter.

Pist. How now, Mephostophilus !

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.

Nym. Slice, I say
!
pauca, pauca ; slice ! that ’s

my humour.
Slen. Where’s Simple, my man? Can you

tell, cousin?
Evans. Peace, I pray you. Now let us un-

derstand. There is three umpires in this matter,

as I understand ;
that is, Master Page, fidelicet

Master Page ; and there is myself, fidelicet my-

self; and the three party is, lastly and finally, 1

mine host of the Garter.

Page. We three, to hear it and end it between
them.
Evans. Fery goot : I will make a prief of it

in my note-book; and we will afterwards ork

upon the cause with as great discreetly as we can.

Fal. Pistol

!

Pist. He hears with ears. 150
Evans. The tevil and his tarn ! what phrase

is this, ‘He hears with ear’? why, it is affecta-

tions.

P'al. Pistol, did you pick Master Slender’s

purse ?

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, or I would
I might never come in mine own great chamber
again else, of seven groats in mill-sixpences, and
two Edward shovel-boards, that cost me two
shilling and two pence a-piece of Yead Miller,

by these gloves. 161

Fal. Is this true, Pistol ?

Evans. No ; it as false, if it is a pick-purse.

Pist. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ! Sir John
and master mine,

I combat challenge of this latten bilbo.

Word of denial in thy labras here

!

Word of denial : froth and scum, thou liest

!

Slen. By these gloves, then, ’twas he.

Nym. Be avised, sir, and pass good hu-
mours: I will say ‘marry trap’ with you, if you
run the nuthook’s humour on me ; that is the

very note of it.

Slen. By this hat, then, he in the red face

had it ; for though I cannot remember what I

did when you made me drunk, yet I am not alto-

gether an ass.

Fal. What say you, Scarlet and John?
Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say the gen-

tleman had drunk himself out of his five sen-

tences. 180

Evans. It is his five senses: fie, what the

ignorance is !

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say,

cashiered
;
and so conclusions passed the careires.

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too; but
’tis no matter : I ’ll ne’er be drunk whilst I live

again, but in honest, civil, godly company, for

this trick : if I be drunk, I ’ll be drunk with
those that have the fear of God, and not with
drunken knaves. 190
Evans. So Got udge me, that is a virtuous

mind.
Fal. You hear all these matters denied, gen- i

tlemen
;
you hear it.

Enter Anne Page, 7vith 7vine ; Mistress
Ford and Mistress Page, folloTving.

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in

;

we’ll drink within. {Exit Anne Page.
Slen. O heaven ! this is Mistress Anne Page.
Page. How now, Mistress Ford !

Fal. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very
well met : by your leave, good mistress. 200

[Kisses her.

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome.
Come, we have a hot venison pasty to dinner:

come, gentlemen, I hope we shall drink down
all unkindness.

[.Exeunt all except Shal., Slen., and Evans.
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Slen. I had rather than forty shillings I had
my Book of Songs and Sonnets here.

Enter Simple.

How now, Simple ! where have you been ? I

must wait on myself, must I ? You have not the

Book of Riddles about you, have you?
Sim. Book of Riddles ! why, did you not lend

it to Alice Shortcake upon All-hallowmas last, a
fortnight afore Michaelmas ?

Shat. Come, coz ; come, coz ; we stay for you.

A word with you, coz ; marry, this, coz : there

is, as ’twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made
afar offby Sir Hugh here. Do you understand me ?

Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable ; if

it be so, I shall do that that is reason.

Shal. Nay, but understand me.
Slen. So I do, sir. 220
Evans. Give ear to his motions, Master Slen-

der : I will description the matter to you, if you
be capacity of it.

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow
says: I pray you, pardon me; he’s a justice of

peace in his country, simple though I stand here.

Evans. But that is not the question : the ques-
tion is concerning your marriage.
Shal. Ay, there’s the point, sir.

Evans. Marry, is it; the very point of it
; to

Mistress Anne Page. 231
Slen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her upon

any reasonable demands.
Evans. But can you affection the ’oman? Let

us command to know that of your mouth or of

your lips
; for divers philosophers hold that the

lips is parcel of the mouth. Therefore, precisely,

can you carry your good will to the maid ?

Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love

her ? 240
Slen. I hope, sir, I will do as it shall become

one that would do reason.
Evans. Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies! you

must speak possitable, if you can carry her your
desires towards her.

Shal. That you must. Will you, upon good
dowry, marry her ?

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that, upon
your request, cousin, in any reason.

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet
coz : what I do is to pleasure you, coz. Can you
love the maid ?

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request:

but if there be no great love in the beginning, yet
heaven may decrease it upon better acquaintance,
when we are married and have more occasion to

know One another
;

I hope, upon familiarity will

grow more contempt : but if you say, ‘ Marry
her,’ I will marry her ; that I am freely dissolved,

and dissolutely. 260
Evans. It is a fery discretion answer ; save the

fall is in the ort ‘dissolutely:’ the ort is, accord-
ing to our meaning, ‘resolutely:’ his meaning is

good.
Shal. Ay, I think my cousin meant well.

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, la

!

Shal. Here comes fair Mistress Anne.

Re-enter Anne Page.

Would I were young for your sake, Mistress
Anne

!

Anne. The dinner is on the table ; my father

desires your worships’ company. 271
Shal. I will wait on him, fair Mistress Anne.
Evans. Od’s plessed will ! I will not be ab-

sence at the grace. [Exeunt Shallow and Evans.
Anne. Will’t please your worship to come

in, sir?

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily; I

am very well.

Anne. The dinner attends you, sir.

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, for-

sooth. Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go
wait upon my cousin Shallow. [Exit Simple .]

A justice of peace sometimes may be beholding
to his friend for a man. I keep but three men
and a boy yet, till my mother be dead : but
what though? yet I live like a poor gentleman
born.
Anne. I may not go in without your worship :

they will not sit till you come.
Slen. I’ faith, I’ll eat nothing; I thank you

as much as though I did. 291
Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in.

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you.
I bruised my shin th’ other day with playing at

sword and dagger with a master of fence ; three

veneys for a dish of stewed prunes
;
and, by my

troth, I cannot abide the smell of hot meat since.

Why do your dogs bark so ? be there bears i’ the
town?

Aiine. I think there are, sir; I heard them
talked of. 301

Slen. I love the sport well ; but I shall as

soon quarrel' at it as any man in England. You
are afraid, if you see the bear loose, are you not?
Anne. Ay, indeed, sir.

Slen. That’s meat and drink to me, now.
I have seen Sackerson loose twenty times, and
have taken him by the chain

;
but, I warrant

you, the women have so cried and shrieked at

it, that it passed: but women, indeed, cannot
abide ’em; they are very ill-favoured rough
things.

Re-enter Page.

Page. Come, gentle Master Slender, come

;

we stay for you.
Slen. I’ll eat nothing, I thank you, sir.

Page. By cock and pie, you shall not choose,
sir ! come, come.

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way.
Page. Come on, sir.

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first.

Anne

.

Not I, sir; pray you, keep on. 321
Slen. Truly, I will not go first; truly, la! I

will not do you that wrong.
A nne. I pray you, sir.

Slen. I’ll rather be unmannerly than trou-

blesome. You do yourself wrong, indeed, la!

[Exeunt.

Scene II. The same

.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple.

Evans. Go your ways, and ask of Dodlor
Caius’ house which is the way : and there dwells
one Mistress Quickly, which is in the manner
of his nurse, or his dry nurse, or his cook, or

his laundry, his washer, and bis wringer.
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Sim. Well, sir.

Evans. Nay, it is petter yet. Give her this

>tter ;
for it is a ’oman that altogether’s ac-

uaintance with Mistress Anne Page : and the

=tter is, to desire and require her to solicit your

naster’s desires to Mistress Anne Page. I pray

'ou, be gone : I will make an end of my dinner

;

here’s pippins and cheese to come. [Exeunt.

Scene III. A room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff, Host, Bardolph, Nym,
Pistol, and Robin.

Fat. Mine host of the Garter

!

Host. What says my bully-rook ? speak scho-

arly and wisely.

Eat. Truly, mine host, I must turn away

iome of my followers.
.

Host. Discard, bully Hercules; cashier; let

hem wag ;
trot, trot.

Fat. I sit at ten pounds a week.

Host. Tnou’rt an emperor, Caesar, Keisar,

md Pheezar. I will entertain Bardolph; he

hall draw, he shall tap: said I well, bully

[Ledtor?

Fat. Do so, good mine host.

Host. I have spoke ; let him follow. [To Bard.]

Let me see thee froth and lime ; I am at a word

;

lollow.
.

[Exit.

Fat. Bardolph, follow him. A tapster is a

rood trade; an old cloak makes a new jerkin;

i withered serving-man a fresh tapster. Go;

idieu.

Bard. It is a life that I have desired : I will

Pist. O base Hungarian wight ! wilt thou the

spigot wield? [Exit Bardolph.

Nym. He was gotten in drink: is not the

iiumour conceited?

Fat. I am glad I am so acquit of this tinder-

box: his thefts were too open; his filching was

like an unskilful singer ; he kept not time.

Nym. The good humour is to steal at a

minute’s rest.
. 3]

Pist.
* Convey,’ the wise it call. oteai

!

foh ! a fico for the phrase !

Fat. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels.

Pist. Why, then, let kibes ensue.

Fat. There is no'remedy ; I must cony-catch

;

I must shift.

Pist. Young ravens must have food.

Fat. Which of you know Ford of this town?

Pist. I ken the wight: he is of substance

good. 4 1

Fat. My honest lads, I will tell you what I

am about.
Pist. Two yards, and more.

Fat. No quips now, Pistol ! Indeed, I am in

the waist two yards about ; but I am now about

no waste ; I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean
to make love to Ford’s wife : I spy entertainment

in her ;
she discourses, she carves, she gives the

leer of invitation : I can construe the. adlion of

her familiar style ;
and the hardest voice of her

behaviour, to be Englished rightly, is, ‘ I am Sir

John Falstaff’ s.’

Pist. He hath studied her will, and trans-

lated her will, out of honesty into English.

Nym. The anchor is deep : will that humour
pass?

, ,, ,

Fat. Now, the report goes she has all the

rule of her husband’s purse : he hath a legion of

angels. 6°

Pist. As many devils entertain ;
and To her,

boy,’ say I. ... , ,

Nym. The humour rises; it is good : humour
me the angels.

Fat. I have writ me here a letter to her: and

here another to Page’s wife, who even now gave

me good eyes too, examined my parts with most

judicious oeillades; sometimes the beam of her

view gilded my foot, sometimes my portly belly.

Pist. Then did the sun on dunghill shine. 70

Nym. I thank thee for that humour.

Fat. O, she did so course o’er my exteriors

with such a greedy intention, that the appetite of

her eye did seem to scorch me up like a burning-

glass! Here’s another letter to her: she bears

the purse too ;
she is a region in Guiana, all gold

and bounty. I will be cheater to them both, and

they shall be exchequers to me ;
they shall be my

East and West Indies, and I will trade to them

both. Go bear thou this letter to Mistress Page

;

and thou this to Mistress Ford: we will thrive,

lads, we will thrive.

Pist. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become,

And by my side wear steel? then, Lucifer take all

!

Nym. I will run no base humour : here, take

the humour-letter : I will keep the haviour of re-

putation.

Fat. [ To Robin] Hold, sirrah, bear you these

letters tightly

;

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores.

Rogues, hence, avaunt ! vanish like hailstones, go

;

Trudge, plod away o’ the hoof ; seek shelter, pack

!

Falstaff will learn the humour of the age,

French thrift, you rogues ; myselfand skirted page.

[Exeunt Falstaffand Robin.

Pist. Let vultures gripe thy guts ! for gourd

and fullam holds,

And high and low beguiles the rich and poor :

Tester I ’ll have in pouch when thou shalt lack.

Base Phrygian Turk !

Nym. I have operations which be humours
of revenge.

Pist. Wilt thou revenge ? 100

Nym. By welkin and her star !

Pist. With wit or steel?

Nym. With both the humours, I

:

I will discuss the humour of this love to Page.

Pist. And I to Ford shall eke unfold

How Falstaff, varlet vile,

His dove will prove, his gold will hold,

And his soft couch defile.

Nym. My humour shall not cool
: .

I will in-

cense Page to deal with poison ;
I will possess

t him with yellowness, for the revolt of mine is

dangerous : that is my true humour.

Pist. Thou art the Mars of malecontents : I

second thee; troop on. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. A room in Doctor Caius’s house.

EnterM istress Quickly, Simple, and Rugby.

Quick. What, John Rugby ! I pray thee, go

to the casement, and see if you can see my mas-

ter, Master Dodlor Caius, coming. If he do, i’



faith, and find any body in the house, here will

be an old abusing of God’s patience and the

king’s English.
Rug. I ’ll go watch.
Quick. Go ; and we’ll have a posset for’t soon

at night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal

fire. [Exit Rugby.] An honesty willing, kind

fellow, as ever servant shall come in house with-

al, and, I warrant you, no tell-tale nor no breed-

bate : his worst fault is, that he is given to prayer

;

he is something peevish that way : but nobody
but has his fault ; but let that pass. Peter Sim-
ple, you say your name is?

Sun. Ay, for fault of a better.

Quick. And Master Slender’s your master?
Sim. Ay, forsooth.

Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard,

like a glover’s paring-knife ? 21

Sim. No, forsooth : he hath but a little wee
face, with a little yellow beard, a Cain-coloured

beard.
Qttick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not?

Sim. Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man of

his hands as any is between this and his head

;

he hath fought with a warrener.

Quick. How say you? O, I should remem-
ber him: does he not hold up his head, as it

were, and strut in his gait? 31
Sim. Yes, indeed, does he.

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse
fortune ! Tell Master Parson Evans I will do
what I can for your master : Anne is a good girl,

and I wish

—

Re-enter Rugby.

Rug. Out, alas ! here comes my master.

Quick. We shall all be shent. Run in here,

good young man ;
go into this closet : he will not

stay long. [Shuts Simple in the closet.] What,
John Rugby! John! what, John, I say! Go,

John, go inquire for my master; I doubt he be
not well, that he comes not home. 43

[Singing] And down, down, adown-a, &c.

Enter Doctor Caius.

Caius. .Vat is you sing ? I do not like des

toys. Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet

un boitier vert, a box, a green-a box : do intend

vat I speak ? a green-a box.

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; I ’ll fetch it you. [Aside]

I am glad he went not in himself : if he had
found the young man, he would have been horn-

mad.
> _

5 2

Caius. Fe, fe, fe, fe ! ma foi, il fait fort chaud.

Je m’en vais a la cour—la grande affaire.

Quick. Is it this, sir?

Caius. Oui ; mette le au mon pocket : depe-

che, quickly. Vere is dat knave Rugby?
Quick. What, John Rugby ! John !

Rug. Here, sir

!

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are

Jack Rugby. Come, take-a your rapier, and
come after my heel to the court. 62

Rug. ’Tis ready, sir, here in the porch.

Cams. By my trot, I tarry too long. Od’s
me !

Qu’ai-j’oublie ! dere is some simples in my
closet, dat I vill not for the varld I shall leave

behind.

Quick. Ay me, he ’ll find the young man there,

and be mad !

Cams. O diable, diable ! vat is in my closet?

Villain ! larron ! [Pulling Simple out.] Rugby,
my rapier

! 72
Quick. Good master, be content.

Caius. Wherefore shall I be content-a ?

Quick. The young man is an honest man.
Caius. What shall de honest man do in my

closet? dere is no honest man dat shall come in

my closet.

Quick. I beseech you, be not so phlegmatic. 1

Hear the truth of it : he came of an errand to me
from Parson Hugh. 81 ji

:

Cauis. Veil.

Sim. Ay, forsooth; to desire her to

—

Quick. Peace, I pray you.
Caius. Peace-a your tongue. Speak-a your

tale.

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your
j

maid, to speak a good word to MistressAnne Page
|

for my master in the way of marriage.
Quick. This is all, indeed, la ! but I ’ll ne’er

put my finger in the fire, and need not. 91
Caius. Sir Hugh send-a you ? Rugby, bailie

me some paper. Tarry you a little-a while.

[ Writes.
Qttick. [Aside to Simple] I am glad he is so

quiet: if he had been throughly moved, you
should have heard him so loud and so melan-
choly. But notwithstanding, man, I’ll do you
your master what good I can : and the very yea
and the no is, the French doctor, my master,—

I

may call him my master, look you, for I keep
his house ; and I wash, wring, brew, bake, scour,

dress meat and drink, make the beds, and do all

myself,

—

Sim. [Aside to Quickly] ’Tis a great charge
to come under one body’s hand.

Quick. [Aside to Simple] Are you avised o’

that? you shall find it a great charge : and to be
up early and down late ; but notwithstanding,

—

to tell you in your ear ; I would have no words
of it,—my master himself is in love with Mistress

Anne Page: but notwithstanding that, I know
Anne’s mind,—that’s neither here nor there.

Cams. You jack’nape, give-a this letter to

Sir Hugh ; by gar, it is a shallenge : I will cut
his troat in de park; and I will teach a scurvy
jack-a-nape priest to meddle or make. You may
be gone ; it is not good you tarry here. By gar,

I will cut all his two stones ; by gar, he shall not
have a stone to throw at his dog. [Exit Simple. 1

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 120
Caius. It is no matter-a ver dat: do not you

tell-a me dat I shall have Anne Page for myself?
By gar, I vill kill de Jack priest; and I have
appointed mine host of de Jarteer to measure
our weapon. By gar, I will myself have Anne
Page.
Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall

be well. We must give folks leave to prate:
what, the good-jer

!

Caius. Rugby, come to the court with me.
By gar, if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn
your head out of my door. Follow my heels,

Rugby. [Exeunt Caius and Rugby.
Quick. You shall have An fool’s-head of your

own. No, I know Anne’s mind for that : never
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.

t woman in Windsor knows more of Anne’s

nind than I do ;
nor can do more than I do with

ier, I thank heaven.
. , . ,

. , .

Pent. [ Within] Who’s within there? ho!

Quick. Who’s there, I trow! Come near the

house, I pray you.

Enter Fenton.

Fent. How now, good woman! how dost

thou?
, . ,

,

Quick. The better that it pleases your good

worship to ask.

Fent. What news? how does pretty Mistress

Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and

honest, and gentle ;
and one that is your friend,

I can tell you that by the way; I praise heaven

i0r
Fent. Shall I do any good, thinkest thou?

shall I not lose my suit?

Quick. Troth, sir, all is m his hands above

:

but notwithstanding, Master Fenton, I 11 be

sworn on a book, she loves you. Have not

your worship a wart above your eye?

Fent. Yes, marrv, have I ;
what of that?

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale: good

faith, it is such another Nan; but, I detest, an

honest maid as ever broke bread: we had an

hour’s talk of that wart. I shall never laugh but

in that maid’s company ! But indeed she is

given too much to allicholy and musing : but for

you—well, go to. TT , ,

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day. Hold,

there’s money for thee; let me have thy voice

in my behalf: if thou seest her before me, com-

mend me.
. ... , T

Quick. Will I? i’ faith, that we will; and I

will tell your worship more of the wart the

next time we have confidence ;
and of other

wooers. . .

Fent. Well, farewell ; I am in great haste

Quick. Farewell to your worship. {Exit Fen-

ton.} Truly, an honest gentleman : but Anne

loves him not ; for I know Anne s mind as well

as another does. Out upon’t! what have I

forgot? {Exit. 180

ACT II.

Scene I. Before Page’s house.

Enter Mistress Page, with a letter.

Mrs Page. What, have I scaped love-letters

in the holiday-time of my beauty, and am I now
a subjedt for them? Let me see. {Reads.

* Ask me no reason why I love you ; for though

Love use Reason for his physician, he admits

him not for his counsellor. You are not young,

no more am I; go to then, there’s sympathy:

you are merry, so am I ; ha, ha ! then there s

more sympathy
: you, love sack, and so do I

;

would you desire better sympathy ? Let it suf-

fice thee. Mistress Page,—at the least, if the love

of soldier can suffice,—that I love thee. I will

not say, pity me ; ’tis not a soldier-like phrase

;

but I say, love me. By me,
Thine own true knight,

By day or night,

Or any kind of light.

With all his might
For thee to fight, John Falstaff.

What a Herod of Jewry is this! O wicked,

wicked world ! One that is well-nigh worn to

pieces with age to show himself a young gallant

!

What an unweighed behaviour hath this I lemish

drunkard picked—with the devil’s name !—out of

my conversation, that he dares in this manner

assay me? Why, he hath not been thrice in my
company! What should I say to him? I was

then frugal of my mirth : Heaven forgive me !

Why, I’ll exhibit a bill in the parliament for

the putting down of men. How shall I be re-

venged on him? for revenged I will be, as sure

as his guts are made of puddings.

Enter Mistress Ford.

Mrs Ford. Mistress Page ! trust me, I was

going to your house.

Mrs Page. And, trust me, I was coming to

you. You look very ill.

Mrs Ford. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe that; I

have to show to the contrary.

Mrs Page. Faith, but you do, in my mind.

Mrs Ford. Well, I do then; yet I say I

could show you to the contrary. O Mistress

Page, give me some counsel

!

Mrs Page. What’s the matter, woman?
Mrs Ford. O woman, if it were not for one

trifling respedl, I could come to such honour !

Mrs Page. Hang the trifle, woman! take

the honour. What is it? dispense with trifles;

what is it?

Mrs Ford. If I would but go to hell for an

eternal moment or so, I could be knighted. 50

Mrs Page. What? thou liest ! Sir Alice Ford

!

These knights will hack ;
and so thou shouldst

not alter the article of thy gentry.

Mrs Ford. We burn daylight: here, read,

read; perceive how I might be knighted. I shall

think the worse of fat men, as long as I have an

eye to make difference of men’s liking: and yet

he would not swear; praised women’s modesty;

and gave such orderly and well-behaved reproof

to all uncomeliness, that I would have sworn his

disposition would have gone to the trutn of his

words ;
but they do no more adhere and keep

place together than the Hundredth Psalm to the

tune of ‘ Green Sleeves.’ What tempest, I trow,

threw this whale, with so many tuns of oil in his

belly, ashore at Windsor? How shall I be re-

venged on him? I think the best way were to

entertain him with hope, till the wicked fire of

lust have melted him in his own grease. Did
you ever hear the like ? 7°

Mrs Page. Letter for letter, but that the

name of Page and Ford differs ! To thy great

comfort in this mystery of ill opinions, here’s

the twin-brother of thy letter : but let thine in-

herit first; for, I protest, mine never shall. I

warrant he hath a thousand of these letters, writ

with blank space for different names,—sure, more,

—and these are of the second edition : he will

print them, out of doubt ;
for he cares not what

he puts into the press, when he would put us two.

I had rather be a giantess, and lie under Mount
Pelion. Well, I will find you twenty lascivious

turtles ere one chaste man.

!

:
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Mrs Ford. Why, this is the very same ; the

very hand, the very words. What doth he think

of us ?

Mrs Page. Nay, I know not : it makes me
almost ready to wrangle with mine own hon-

esty. I’ll entertain myself like one that I am not

acquainted withal; for, sure, unless he know
some strain in me, that I know not myself, he
would never have boarded me in this fury.

Mrs Ford. ‘Boarding,’ call you it? I’ll be
sure to keep him above deck.

Mrs Page. So will I : if he come under my
hatches, I’ll never to sea again. Let’s be re-

venged on him: let’s appoint him a meeting;
give him a show of comfort in his suit and lead

him on with a fine-baited delay, till he hath pawn-
ed his horses to mine host of the Garter. ioo

Mrs Ford. Nay, I will consent to adl any
villany against him, that may not sully the chari-

ness of our honesty. O, that my husband saw
this letter! it would give eternal food to his jea-

lousy.

Mrs Page. Why, look where he comes; and
my g$od man too : he’s as far ’from jealousy as I

am from giving him cause ; and that I hope is an
unmeasurable distance.

Mrs Ford. You are the happier woman, no
Mrs Page. Let’s consult together against this

greasy knight. Come hither. [ They retire.

Enter Ford with Pistol, d^PAGE with Nym.

Ford. Well, I hope it be not so.

Pist. Hope is a curtal dog in some affairs

:

Sir John affedts thy wife.

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young.
Pist. He wooes both high and low, both rich

and poor,

Both young and old, one with another, Ford;
He loves the gallimaufry : Ford, perpend.
Ford. Love my wife ! 120

Pist. With liver burning hot. Prevent, or go
thoir,

Like Sir Adbeonhe, with Ringwood at thy heels:

O, odious is the name !

Ford. What name, sir?

Pist. The horn, I say. Farewell.

Take heed, have open eye, for thieves do foot by
night

:

Take heed, ere summer comes or cuckoo-birds do
sing.

I Away, Sir Corporal Nym !

Believe it, Page ; he speaks sense. [Exit.

Ford. [Aside] I will be patient; I will find

out this. 13 1

Nym. [To Page] And this is true ; I like not

the humour of lying. He hath wronged me in

some humours : I should have borne the humour-
ed letter to her ; but I have a sword and it shall

bite upon my necessity. He loves your wife

;

there’s the short and the long. My name is Cor-
poral Nym

; I speak and I avouch ; ’tis true : my
name is Nym and Falstaff loves your wife. Adieu.
I love not the humour of bread and cheese, and
there’s the humour of it. Adieu. [Exit. 141

Page. ‘ The humour of it,’ quoth a’ ! here’s a
fellow frights English out of his wits.

Ford. I will seek out Falstaff.

Page. I never heard such a drawling, affedling

|

rogue.

Ford. If I do find it: well.

Page. I will not believe such a Cataian, though
the priest o’ the town commended him for a true

man. 150
Ford. ’Twas a good sensible fellow : well.

Page. How now, Meg !

[Mrs Page and Mrs Ford comeforward.Mrs Page. Whither go you, George ? Hark
you.
Mrs Ford. How now, sweet Frank ! why art

thou melancholy ?

Ford. I melancholy! I am not melancholy.

Get you home, go.

Mrs Ford. Faith, thou hast some crotchets in

thy head. Now, will you go, Mistress Page?
Mrs Page. Have with you. You’ll come to

dinner, George. [Aside to Mrs Ford] Look who
comes yonder : she shall be our messenger to this

paltry knight.

Mrs Ford. [Aside to Mrs Page] Trust me, I

thought on her: she’ll fit it.

Enter Mistress Quickly.

Mrs Page. You are come to see my daughter

Anne ?

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and, I pray, how does

good Mistress Anne? 170

Mrs Page. Go in with us and see : we have an
hour’s talk with you.

[Exeunt Mrs Pagey
Mrs Ford

,
and

Mrs Quickly.

Page. How now, Master Ford!
Ford. You heard what this knave told me,

did you not?
Page. Yes: and you heard what the other

told me?
Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ?

Page. Hang ’em, slaves ! I do not think the

knight would offer it : but these that accuse him
in his intent towards our wives are a yoke of

his discarded men ; very rogues, now they be out

of service.

Ford. Were they his men?
Page. Marry, were they.

Ford. I like it never the better for that. Does
he lie at the Garter?
Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should in-

tend this voyage towards my wife, I would turn

her loose to him ;
and what he gets more of her

than sharp words, let it lie on my head. 191

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife ; but I would
be loath to turn them together. A man may be

too confident : I would have nothing lie on my
head : I cannot be thus satisfied..

Page. Look where my ranting host of the

Garter comes : there is either liquor in his pate or

money in his purse when he looks so merrily.

Enter Host.

How now, mine host

!

Host. How now, bully-cook ! thou’rt a gentle-

man. Cavaleiro-justice, I say ! 201

Enter Shallow.

Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow. Good
even and twenty, good Master Page! Master

Page, will you go with us? we have sport in

hand.
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Host. Tell him, cavaleiro-justice ;
tell him,

bully-rook.
, . .

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between

Sir Hugh the Welsh priest and Caius the French

dodtor.
21

?
Ford. Good mine host o’ the Garter, a word

with you. [Drawing him aside.

Host. What sayest thou, my bully-rook ?

Shal. [To Page] Will you go with us to be-

hold it ? My merry host hath had the measuring

of their weapons ;
and, I think, hath appointed

them contrary places ; for, believe me, I hear the

parson is no jester. Hark, I will tell you what

our sport shall be. [They converse apart

.

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight,

my guest-cavaleire? 221

Ford. None, I protest: but I’ll give you a

pottle of burnt sack to give me recourse to him

and tell him my name is Brook; only for a jest.

Host. My hand, bully ;
thou shalt have egress

and regress ;—said I well ?—and thy name shall

be Brook. It is a merry knight. Will you go,

fAn-heires ?

Shal. Have with you, mine host.

Page. I have heard the Frenchman hath good

skill in his rapier. 23 T

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told you more.

In these times you stand on distance, your pass-

es, stoccadoes, and I know not what : ’tis the

heart, Master Page ; ’tis here, ’tis here. I have

seen the time, with my long sword I would have

made you four tall fellows skip like rats.

Host. Here, boys, here, here ! shall we wag?

Page. Have with you. I had rather hear them

scold than fight. 24°

[Exeunt Host,
Shal., and Page.

Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and

stands so firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I cannot

put off my opinion so easily : she was in his com-

pany at Page’s house ; and what they made there,

I know not. Well, I will look further into’t : and

I have a disguise to sound Falstaff. If I find her

honest, I lose not my labour ; if she be otherwise,

’tis labour well bestowed, [Exit.

Scene II. A room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff and Pistol.

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny.

Pist. Why, then the world’s mine oyster,

Which I with sword will open.

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, sir,

you should lay my countenance to pawn : I have

grated upon my good friends for three reprieves

for you and your coach-fellow Nym ; or else you
had looked through the grate, like a geminy of

baboons. I am damned in hell for swearing to

gentlemen my friends, you were good soldiers

and tall fellows ;
and when Mistress Bridget lost

the handle of her fan, I took’t upon mine honour
thou hadst it not.

Pist. Didst not thou share? hadst thou not

fifteen pence ?

Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason : thinkest

thou I ’ll endanger my soul gratis ? At a word,

hang no more about me, I am no gibbet for you.

Go. A short knife and a throng ! To your
manor of Pickt-hatch ! Go. You’ll not bear a

letter for me, you rogue
!
you stand upon your

honour Why, thou unconfinable baseness, it

is as much as I can do to keep the terms of my
honour precise : I, I, I myself sometimes, leaving

the fear of God on the left hand and hiding mine
honour (n my necessity, am fain to shuffle, to

hedge and to lurch; and yet you, rogue, will

ensconce your rags, your cat-a-mountain looks,

your red-lattice phrases, and your bold-beating

oaths, under the shelter of your honour! You
will not do it, you ! 3°

Pist. I do relent : what would thou more of

man?
Enter Robin.-

R oh. Sir, here’s a woman would speak with

you.
Fad. Let her approach.

Enter Mistress Quickly.

Quick. Give your worship good morrow.
Fal. Good morrow, good wife.

Quick. Not so, an’t please your worship.

Fal. Good maid, then.

Quick. I ’ll be sworn,

As my mother was, the first hour I was born.

Fal. I do believe the swearer. What with me?
Quick. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word

or two ?

Fal. Two thousand, fair woman : and I ’ll

vouchsafe thee the hearing.

Quick. There is one Mistress Ford, sir:—

I

pray, come a little nearer this ways :—I myself

dwell with Master Dodlor Caius,

—

Fal. Well, on: Mistress Ford, you say,

—

Quick. Your worship says very true : I pray

your worship, come a little nearer this ways. 50

Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears ; mine own
people, mine own people.

Quick. Are they so? God bless them and
make them his servants !

Fal. Well, Mistress Ford; what of her?

Quick. Why, sir, she’s a good creature. Lord,

Lord
!
your worship’s a wanton ! Well, heaven

forgive you and all of us, I pray

!

Fal. Mistress Ford ;
come, Mistress Ford,

—

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long

of it
;
you have brought her into such a canaries

as ’tis wonderful. The best courtier of them all,

when the court lay at Windsor, could never have

brought her to such a canary. Yet there has been

knights, and lords, and gentlemen, with their

coaches, I warrant you, coach after coach, letter

after letter, gift after gift ;
smelling so sweetly,

all musk, and so rushling, I warrant you, in silk

and gold; and in such alligant terms; and in

such wine and sugar of the best and the fairest,

that would have won any woman’s heart ;
a.nd, I

warrant you, they could never get an eye-wink of

her : I had myself twenty angels given me this

morning ; but I defy all angels, in any such sort,

as they say, but in the way of honesty : and, I

warrant you, they could never get her so much as

sip on a cup with the proudest of them all : and

yet there has been earls, nay, which is more,

pensioners ; but, I warrant you, all is one with

her.
#

80

Fal. But what says she to me ? be brief, my
good she-Mercury.

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter,

for the which she thanks you a thousand times

;
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| and she gives you to notify that her husband

will be absence from his house between ten and

eleven.

!

Fal. Ten and eleven?
Quick. Ay, forsooth ;

and then you may come

I

and see the pidlure, she says, that you wot of:

[

Master Ford, her husband, will be from home.

Alas ! the sweet woman leads an ill life with him

:

he’s a very jealousy man: she leads a very

frampold life with him, good heart.

I

Fal. Ten and eleven. Woman, commend
i me to her ;

I will not fail her.

Quick. Why, you say well. But I have an-

;
other messenger to your worship. Mistress Page

I hath her hearty commendations to you too : and

|
let me tell you in your ear, she’s as fartuous a

civil modest wife, and one, I tell you, that will

not miss you morning nor evening prayer, as any
is in Windsor, whoe’er be the other: and she

bade me tell your worship that her husband is

seldom from home; but she hopes there will

come a time. I never knew a woman so dote

upon a man : surely I think you have charms,

la
;
yes, in truth.

Fal. Not I, I assure thee : setting the at-

traction of my good parts aside I have no other

charms. 111

Quick. Blessing on your heart for’t

!

Fal. But, T pray thee, tell me this: has Ford’s

wife and Page’s wife acquainted each other how
they love me ?

Quick. That were a jest indeed ! they have

not so little grace, I hope : that were a trick in-

deed ! But Mistress Page would desire you to send

her your little page, of all loves : her husband

has a marvellous infeCtion to the little page ;
and

truly Master Page is an honest man. Never a

wife in Windsor leads a better life than she does :

do what she will, say what she will, take all, pay

all, go to bed when she list, rise when she list, all

is as she will : and truly she deserves it ; for if

there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is one.

You must send her your page ; no remedy.

Fal. Why, I will.

Quick. Nay, but do so, then : and, look you,

he may come and go between you both ; and in

any case have a nay-word, that you may know
one another’s mind, and the boy never need to

understand any thing ;
for ’tis not good that chil-

dren should know any wickedness : old folks,

you know, have discretion, as they say, and know
the world.
Fal. Fare thee well: commend me to them

both: there’s my purse; I am yet thy debtor.

Boy, go along with this woman. [.Exeunt Mis-

tress Quickly a?idRobinl\ This news distradlsme !

Fist. This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers :

Clap on more sails
;
pursue ; up with your fights :

Give fire : she is my prize, or ocean whelm them

|

all !
[Exit.

Fal. Sayest thou so, old Jack ? go thy ways ;

I ’ll make more of thy old body than I have done,

j

Will they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after

|

the expense of so much money, be now a gainer?

Good body, I thank thee. Let them say ’tis

grossly done ; so it be fairly done, no matter.

Enter Bardolph.

Bard. Sir John, there’s one Master Brook

below would fain speak with you, and be ac-

quainted with you ; and hath sent your worship

a morning’s draught of sack.

Fal. Brook is his name ?

Bard. Ay, sir.

Fal. Call him in. [Exit Bardolph .] Such
Brooks are welcome to me, that o’erflow such

liquor. Ah, ha ! Mistress Ford and Mistress

Page have I encompassed you ? go to ; via !

Re-enter Bardolph, with Ford disguised.

Ford. Bless you, sir
! #

160

Fal. And you, sir ! Would you speak with me ?

Ford. I make bold to press with so little pre-

paration upon you.
Fal. You’re welcome. What’s your will?

Give us leave, drawer. [Exit Bardolph.
Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent

much ; my name is Brook.
Fal. Good Master Brook, I desire more ac-

quaintance of you.
Ford. Good Sir John, I sue for yours : not to

charge you ; for I must let you understand I

think myself in better plight for a lender than

you are : the which hath something emboldened
me to this unseasoned intrusion ;

for they say, if

money go before, all ways do lie open.

Fal. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on.

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here

troubles me : if you will help to bear it, Sir John,

take all, or half, for easing me of the carriage.

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be

your porter.
.

181

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me
the hearing.
Fal. Speak, good Master Brook : I shall be

glad to be your servant.-

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar,—I will

be brief with you,—and you have been a man
long known to me, though I had never so good
means, as desire, to make myself acquainted with

you. I shall discover a thing to you, wherein I

must very much lay open mine own imperfeClion

:

but, good Sir John, as you have one eye upon my
follies, as you hear them unfolded, turn another

into the register of your own ; that I may. pass

with a reproof the easier, sith you yourself know
how easy it is to be such an offender.

Fal. Very well, sir ;
proceed.

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town;

her husband’s name is Ford.

Fal. Well, sir. 200

Ford. I have long loved her, and, I protest

to you, bestowed much on her ; followed her

with a doting observance ;
engrossed opportuni-

ties to meet her ;
fee’d every slight occasion that

could but niggardly give me sight of her; not

only bought many presents to give her, but have
given largely to many to know what she would
have given ;

briefly, I have pursued her as love

hath pursued me ;
which hath been on the wing

of all occasions. But whatsoever I have merited,

either in my mind or in my means, meed, I am
sure, I have received none ; unless experience be

a jewel that I have purchased at an infinite rate,

and that hath taught me to say this :

‘ Love like a shadow flies when substance love

pursues

;

Pursuing that that flies, and flying what pursues.’



Fal. Have you received no promise of satis-

faction at her hands ?

Ford. Never.
Fal. Have you importuned her to such a

purpose? 221

Ford. Never.
Fal. O f what quality was your love, then ?

Ford. Like a fair house built on another man’s

ground; so that I have lost my edifice by mis-

taking the place where I eredbed it.

Fal. To what purpose have you unfolded this

to me?
Ford. When I have told you that, I have told

you all. Some say, that though she appear honest

to me, yet in other places she enlargeth her mirth

so far that there is shrewd construction made ofher.

Now, Sir John, here is the heart of my purpose :

you are a gentleman of excellent breeding, admir-

able discourse, of great admittance, authentic in

your place and person, generally allowed for

your many war-like, court-like, and learned pre-

parations.

Fal. O, sir!

Ford. Believe it, for you know it. There is

money ; spend it, spend it ;
spend more ; spend

all I have ;
only give me so much of your time in

exchange of it, as to lay an amiable siege to the

honesty of this Ford’s wife : use your art of woo-

ing ; win her to consent to you : ifany man may,
you may as soon as any.

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of

your affeCtion, that I should win what you would
enjoy ? Methinks you prescribe to yourself very

preposterously.
>

25°

Ford. O, understand my drift. She dwells so

securely on the excellency of her honour, that the

folly of my soul dares not present itself : she is

too bright to be looked against. Now, could I

come to her with any detedlion in my hand,

my desires had instance and argument to com-
mend themselves : I could drive her then from

the ward of her purity, her reputation, her mar-

riage-vow, and a thousand other her defences,

which now are too too strongly embattled against

me. What say you to’t, Sir John ? 261

Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold

with your money ; next, give me your hand ; and
last, as I am a gentleman, you shall, if you will,

enjoy Ford’s wife.

Ford. O good sir

!

Fal. I say you shall.

Ford. Want no money, Sir John; you shall

want none.
Fal. Want no Mistress Ford, Master Brook ;

you shall want none. I shall be with her, I may
tell you, by her own appointment; even as you
came in to me, her assistant or go-between

|

parted from me : I say I shall be with her

between ten and eleven ; for at that time the

jealous rascally knave her husband will be fortk.

Come you to me at night
;
you shall know how I

speed.
Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do

j

you know Ford, sir? 280

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ! I

know him not
;
yet I wrong him to call him

poor; they say the jealous wittolly knave hath
masses of money ;

for the which his wife seems
to me well-favoured. I will use her as the key

of the cuckoldly rogue’s coffer; and there’s my
harvest-home.
Ford. I would you knew Ford, sir, that you

might avoid him if you saw him.

Fal. Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue !

I will stare him out of his wits ; I will awe him
with my cudgel : it shall hang like a meteor o’er

the Cuckold’s horns. Master Brook, thou shalt

know I will predominate over the peasant, and
thou shalt lie with his wife. Come to me soon

at night. Ford’s a knave, and I will aggravate

his style ; thou, Master Brook, shalt know him
for knave and cuckold. Come to me soon at

night.
#

[Exit.

Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is

this ! My heart is ready
_

to crack with impa-

tience. Who says this is improvident jealousy?

my wife hath sent to him ; the hour is fixed ; the

match is made. Would any man have thought

this? See the hell of having a false woman!
My bed shall be abused, my coffers ransacked,

my reputation gnawn at ;
and I shall not only

receive this villanous wrong, but stand under

the adoption of abominable terms, and by him
that does me this wrong. Terms! names!
Amaimon sounds well ; Lucifer, well ;

Barbason,

well
;
yet they are devils’ additions, the names of

fiends ; but Cuckold ! Wittol !—Cuckold ! the

devil himself hath not such a name. Page is

an ass, a secure ass : he will trust his wife
;
he

will not be jealous. I will rather trust a Fleming
with my butter. Parson Hugh the Welshman
with my cheese, an Irishman with my aqua-vitae

bottle, or a thief to walk my ambling gelding,

than my wife with herself : then she plots, then

she ruminates, then she devises ;
and what they

think in their hearts they may effect, they will

break their hearts but they will effedt. God be

praised for my jealousy! Eleven o’clock the

hour. I will prevent this, detedt my wife, be

revenged on Falstaff, and laugh at Page. I

will about it; better three hours too soon than a

minute too late. Fie, fie, fie ! cuckold ! cuckold !

cuckold! [Exit.

Scene III. A field near Windsor.

Enter Caius and Rugby.

Cains. Jack Rugby!
Rug. Sir?

Caius. Vat is de clock, Jack?
Rug. ’Tis past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh

promised to meet.
Caius. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he,

is no come ; he has pray his Pible well, dat he is

no come: by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead
already, if he be come.
Rug. He is wise, sir ; he knew your worship

would kill him, if he came.
>

n
Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead so as I

vill kill him. Take your rapier, Jack; I vill tell

you how I vill kill him.
Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence.

Caius. Villany, take your rapier.

Rug. Forbear; here’s company.

Enter Host, Shallow, Slender, and Page.

Host. Bless thee, bully dodlor

!

Shal. Save you, Master Dodtor Caius

!
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Page. Now, good master do<5tor ! 20

Slen. Give you good morrow, sir.

Caius. Vat be ail you, one, two, tree, four,

come for?

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to

see thee traverse; to see thee here, to see thee

there ; to see thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy

reverse, thy distance, thy montant. Is he dead,

my Ethiopian? is he dead, my Francisco?, ha,

bully! What says my ^Esculapius? my Galen?

my heart of elder? ha! is he dead, bully stale? is

he dead?
.

3 1

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of

de vorld ;
he is not show his face.

Host. Thou art a Castalion-King-Urinal.

Hedlor of Greece, my boy

!

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me have

stay six or seven, two, tree hours for him, and he

is no come.
Shal. He is the wiser man, master dodlor:

he is a curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies

;

if you should fight, you go against the hair of

your professions. Is it not true, Master Page?
Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself

been a great fighter, though now a man of

peace.
Shal. Bodykins, Master Page, though I now

be old and of the peace, if I see a sword out,

my finger itches to make one. Though we are

justices and dodlors and churchmen, Master

Page, we have some salt of our youth in us ; we
are the sons of women, Master Page. 51

Page. ’Tis true, Master Shallow.

Shal. It will be found so, Master Page.

Master Dodlor Caius, I am come to fetch you
home. I am sworn of the peace

:
you have

showed yourself a wise physician, and Sir Hugh
hath shown himself a wise and patient church-

man. You must go with me, master dodtor.

Host. Pardon, guest-justice. A word, Mourn
seur Mockwater.

_

60

Cains. Mock-vater ! vat is dat?

Host. Mock-water, in our English tongue, is

valour, bully.

Caius. By gar, den, I have as mush mock-
vater as de Englishman. Scurvy jack-dog priest

!

by gar, me vill cut his ears.

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly,

bully.

Caius. Clapper-de-claw ! vat is dat?

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 70

Caius. By gar, me do look he shall clapper-

de-claw me ; for, by gar, me vill have it.

Host. And I will provoke him to’t, or let

him wag.
Caiits. Me tank you for dat.

Host. And, moreover, bully,—but first, mas-

ter guest, and Master Page, and eke Cavaleiro

Slender, go you through the town to Frogmore.
[Aside to them.

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ?

Host. He is there : see what humour he is in

;

and I will bring the dodtor about by the fields.

Will it do well?

Shal. We will do it.

Page,
Shal., and Slen. Adieu, good master

dodtor. [Exeunt Page
,
Shal., and Slen.

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de priest ; for he

speak for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page.

Host. Let him die : sheathe thy impatience,

throw cold water on thy choler: go about the :

fields with me through Frogmore: I will bring
;

thee where Mistress Anne Page is, at a farm- '

house a-feasting ;
and thou shalt woo her. Cried

I aim? said I well?

Caius. By gar, me dank you for dat : by gar,

I love you ;
and I shall procure-a you de good

guest, de earl, de knight, de lords, de gentle-

men, my patients.

Host. For the which I will be thy adversary

toward Anne Page. Said I well?

Caius. By gar, ’tis good ; veil said. 100

Host. Let us wag, then.

Caius. Come at my heels, Jack Rugby.
[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I. A field near Frogmore.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple.

Evans. I pray you now, good Master Slen-

der’s serving-man, and friend Simple by your
|

name, which way have you looked for Master !

Caius, that calls himself dodtor of physic ? ^ ;

Sim. Marry, sir, the pittie-ward, the park-
j

ward, every way ;
old Windsor way, and every !

way but the town way.
Evans. I most fehemently desire you you

will also look that way.
Sim. I will, sir. [Exit. 10

Evans. ’Pless my soul, how full of chollors

I am, arid trempling of mind ! I shall be glad if

he have deceived me. How melancholies lam!
I will knog his urinals about his knave’s costard

when I have good opportunities for the ork.

’Pless my soul !
[Sings.

To shallow rivers, to whose falls

Melodious birds sings madrigals ;

There will we make our peds of roses,

And a thousand fragrant posies. 20
;

To shallow—
Mercy on me ! I have a great dispositions to cry.

[Sings.
\

Melodious birds sing madrigals—
When as I sat in Pabylon

—

And a thousand vagram posies.

To shallow &c.

Re-enter Simple.

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh.
Evans. He’s welcome. [Sings.

To shallow rivers, to whose falls

—

Heaven prosper the right ! What weapons is he?

Sim. No weapons, sir. There comes my
master, Master Shallow, and another gentleman,

from Frogmore, over the stile, this way.

Evans. Pray you, give me my gown ; or else

keep it in your arms.

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.

Shal. How now, master Parson ! Good mor-

row, good Sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the

dice, and a good student from his book, and it is

wonderful.
Slegi. [Aside] Ah, sweet .Anne Page! 40
Page. ’Save you, good Sir Hugh !
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Evans. ’Pless you from his mercy sake, all of

you !

S/ial. What, the sword and the word ! do you
study them both, master parson ?

Page. And youthful still ! in your doublet and
hose this raw rheumatic day

!

Evans. There is reasons and causes for it.

Page. We are come to you to do a good office,

master parson. 50
Evans. Fery well : what is it?

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman,

who, belike having received wrong by some per-

son, is at most odds with his own gravity and
patience that ever you saw.

Shal. I have lived fourscore years and up-

ward ;
I never heard a man of his place, gravity

and learning, so wide of his own respedt.

Evans. What is he?
Page. I think you know him ;

Master Dodlor

Caius, the renowned French physician. 61

Evans. Got’s will, and his passion of my
heart ! I had as lief you would tell me of a mess
of porridge.
Page. Why ?

Evans. He has no more knowledge in Hibo-

crates and Galen,—and he is a knave besides ; a

cowardly knave as you would desires to be ac-

quainted withal.

Page. I warrant you, he’s the man should

fight with him. 7 1

Slen. [Aside] O sweet Anne Page !

Shal. It appears so by his weapons. Keep
them asunder : here comes Dodlor Caius.

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby.

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your
weapon.
Shal. So do you, good master dodtor.

Host. Disarm them, and let them question

:

let them keep their limbs whole and hack our
English. 80

Caius. I pray you, let-a me speak a word
with your ear. Vherefore vill you not meet-a me ?

Evans. [Aside to Caius] Pray you, use your
patience : in good time.

Cams. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack
dog, John ape.

Evans. [Aside to Caius] Pray you, let us
not be laughing-stocks to other men’s humours ;

I desire you in friendship, and I will one way or

other make you amends. [Aloud] I will knog
your urinals about your knave’s cogscomb for

missing your meetings and appointments. 92
Caius. Diable! Jack Rugby,—mine host de

Jarteer,—have I not stay for him to kill him?
have I not, at de place I did appoint?
Evans. As I am a Christians soul now, look

you, this is the place appointed: I’ll be judge-
ment by mine host of the Garter.
Host. Peace, I say, Gallia and Gaul, French

and Welsh, soul-curer and body-curer ! 100
Caius. Ay, dat is very good ; excellent.

Host. Peace, I say ! hear mine host of the
Garter. Am I politic ? am I subtle ? am I a
Machiavel? Shall I lose my dodlor? no; he
gives me the potions and the motions. Shall I

lose my parson, my priest, my Sir Hugh ? no : he
gives me the proverbs and the no-verbs. Give
me thy hand, terrestrial

; so. Give me thy hand,

celestial ;
so. Boys of art, I have deceived you

both
;

I have directed you to wrong places
:
your

hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let

burnt sack be the issue. Come, lay their swords
to pawn. Follow me, lads of peace ;

follow, fol-

low, follow.

Shal. Trust me, a mad host. Follow, gen-
tlemen, follow.

Slen. [Aside] O sweet Anne Page !

[Exeunt Shal., Slen., Page
,
and Host.

Caius. Ha, do I perceive dat ? have you make-a
de sot of us, ha* ha ?

Evans. This is well
; he has made us his vlout-

ing-stog. I desire you that we may be friends

;

and let us knog our prains together to be revenge
on this same scall, scurvy, cogging companion,
the host of the Garter.

Cams. By gar, with all my heart. He pro-

mise to bring me where is Anne Page ; by gar, he
deceive me too.

Evans. Well, I will smite his noddles. Pray
you, follow. [Exeunt.

Scene II. A street.

Enter Mistress Page and Robin.

Mrs Page. Nay, keep your way, little gal-

lant
;
you were wont to be a follower, but now

you are a leader. Whether had you rather lead

mine eyes, or eye your master’s heels ?

Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you like

a man than follow him like a dwarf.

Mrs Page. O, you are a flattering boy : now I

see you’ll be a courtier.

Enter Ford.

Ford. Well met, Mistress Page. Whither go
you? 10

Mrs Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife. Is

she at home ?

Ford. Ay ;
and as idle as she may hang toge-

ther, for want of company. I think, if your hus-

bands were dead, you two would marry.

Mrs Page. Be sure of that,—two other hus-

bands.
Ford. Where had you this pretty weathercock ?

Mrs Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his

name ^s my husband had him of. What do you
call your knight’s name, sirrah? 21

Rob. Sir John Falstaff.

Ford. Sir John Falstaff

!

Mrs Page. He, he; I can never hit on’s

name. There is such a league between my good
man and he ! Is your wife at home indeed?
Ford. Indeed she is.

Mrs Page. By your leave, sir: I am sick till

I see her. [Exeunt Mrs Page a?id Robin.
Ford. Has Page any brains? hath he any

eyes? hath he any thinking? Sure, they sleep ;

he hath no use of them. Why, this boy will carry

a letter twenty mile, as easy as a cannon will

shoot point-blank twelve score. He pieces out
his wife’s inclination ; he gives her folly motion
and advantage : and now she’s going to my wife,

and Falstaff’s boy with her. A man may hear
this shower sing in the wind. And Falstaff ’s boy
with her ! Good plots, they are laid

;
and our

revolted wives share damnation together. Well

;

I will take him, then torture my wife, pluck the
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borrowed veil of modesty from the so seeming
Mistress Page, divulge Page himself for a secure

and wilful Adtseon ; and to these violent proceed-

ings all my neighbours shall cry aim. [Clock
heard.] The clock gives me my cue, and my
assurance bids me search: there 1 shall find Fal-

staff: I shall be rather praised for this than

mocked ; for it is as positive as the earth is firm

that Falstaff is there : I will go. 50

Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host, Sir
Hugh Evans, Caius, and Rugby.

Shat., Page, &c. Well met, Master Ford.

E'ord. Trust me, a good knot: I have good
cheer at home ;

and I pray you all go with me.
Shat. I must excuse myself, Master Ford.

Slen. And so must I, sir : we have appointed

to dine with Mistress Anne, and I would not

j

break with her for more money than I ’ll speak of.

! Shat. We have lingered about a .match be-

tween Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and
this day we shall have our answer. 60

Slen. I hope I have your good will, father Page.
Page. You have, Master Slender; I stand

wholly for you : but my wife, master dodtor, is

for you altogether.

Caius. Ay, be-gar ; and de maid is love-a me :

my nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush.
Host. What say you to young Master Fenton ?

he capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he
writes verses, he speaks holiday, he smells April

and May: he will carry’t, he will carry ’t; ’tis in

his buttons; he will carry’t. 71

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you.

The gentleman is of no having : he kept com-
pany with the wild prince and Poins ;

he is of too

high a region ;
he knows too much. No, he shall

not knit a knot in his fortunes with the finger of

my substance : if he take her, let him take her

simply ;
the wealth I have waits on my consent,

and my consent goes not that way.
Ford. I beseech you heartily, some of you go

home with me to dinner : besides your cheer, you
shall have sport ;

I will show you a monster.

Master dodlor, you shall go ; so shall you. Master
Page ; and you, Sir Hugh.

Shat. Well, fare you well : we shall have the

freer wooing at Master Page’s.
[.Exeunt Shat, and Slen.

Caius. Go home, John Rugby ; I come anon.
[Exit Rugly.

Host. Farewell, my hearts : I will to my honest

knight Falstaff, and drink canary with him.
[Exit.

Ford. [Aside] I think I shall drink in pipe-

wine first with him ; I’ll make him dance. Will

you go, gentles ?

A ll. Have with you to see this monster.
[Exeunt.

Scene III. A room in Ford’s house.

Enter Mistress Ford and Mistress Page.

Mrs Ford. What, John ! What, Robert

!

Mrs Page. Quickly, quickly! Is the buck-
basket

—

Mrs Ford. I warrant What, Robin, I say !

Enter Servants with a basket.

Mrs Page. Come, come, come.
Mrs Ford. Here, set it down.
Mrs Page. Give your men the charge ; we

must be brief.

Mrs Ford. Marry, as I told you before', John
and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-
house : and when I suddenly call you, come forth,

and without any pause or staggering take this

basket on your shoulders : that done, trudge with
it in all haste, and carry it among the whitsters in

Datchet-mead, and there empty it in the muddy
ditch close by the Thames side.

Mrs Page. You will do it?

Mrs Ford. I ha’ told them over and over;
they lack no diredlion. Be gone, and come when
you are called. [Exeunt Servants. 20
Mrs Page. Here comes little Robin.

Enter Robin.

Mrs Ford. How now, my eyas-musket ! what
news with you ?

Rob. My master, Sir John, is come in at your
back-door, Mistress Ford, and requests your com-
pany.
Mrs Page. You little Jack-a-Lent, have you

been true to us ?

Rob. Ay, I’ll be sworn. My master knows
not of your being here and hath threatened to

put me into everlasting liberty if I tell you of it

;

for he swears he ’ll turn me away.
Mrs Page. Thou’rt a good boy: this secrecy

of thine shall be a tailor to thee and shall

make thee a new doublet and hose. I ’ll go
hide me.
Mrs Ford. Do so. Go tell thy master I am

alone. [Exit Robin.] Mistress Page, remember
you your cue.

Mrs Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not a<5t it,

hiss me. [Exit. 41
Mrs Ford. Go to, then: we’ll use this un-

wholesome humidity, this gross watery pumpion

;

we’ll teach him to know turtles from jays.

Enter Falstaff.

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel?
Why, now let me die, for I have lived long
enough : this is the period of my ambition : O
this blessed hour

!

Mrs Ford. O sweet Sir John !

Fal. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot
prate. Mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my
wish: I would thy husband were dead: I’ll

speak it before the best lord ; I would make thee
my lady.

Mrs Ford. I your lady, Sir John ! alas, I
1

should be a pitiful lady !

Fal. Let the court of France show me such
another. I see how thine eye would emulate
the diamond : thou hast the right arched beauty
of the brow that becomes the ship-tire, the tire-

valiant, or any tire of Venetian admittance. 61

Mrs Ford. A plain kerchief, Sir John: my
brows become nothing else ; nor that well

neither.

Fal. By the Lord, thou art a traitor to say
so : thou wouldst make an absolute courtier ; and
the firm fixture of thy foot would give an ex-
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cellent motion to thy gait in a semi-circled

farthingale. I see what thou wert, if Fortune

thy foe were not, Nature thy friend. Come,

thou canst not hide it. 7 1

Mrs Ford. Believe me, there s no such thing

in me.
, „ . .

Fal. What made me love thee? let that per-

suade thee there’s something extraordinary m
thee. Come, I cannot cog and say thou art this

and that, like a many of these lisping hawthorn-

buds, that come like women in men’s apparel,

and smell like Bucklersbury in simple time; I

cannot : but I love thee ; none but thee ;
and

thou deservest it. ^
Mrs Ford. Do not betray me, sir. 1 tear

you love Mistress Page.
Fal. Thou mightst as well say I love to

walk by the Counter-gate, which is as hateful to

me as the reek of a lime-kiln.

Mrs Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love

you ; and vou shall one day find it.

Fal. Keep in that mind ; I’ll deserve it.

Mrs Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do ;

or else I could not be in that mind. 91

Rob. [ Within\ Mistress Ford, Mistress Ford !

here’s Mistress Page at the door, sweating and

blowing and looking wildly, and would needs

speak with you presently.

Fal. She shall not see me: I will ensconce

me behind the arras.

Mrs Ford. Pray you, do so: she’s a very

tattling woman. [.Falstaffhides himself.

Re-enter Mistress Page and Robin.

What’s the matter? how now ! ioo

Mrs Page. O Mistress Ford, what have you

done? You’re shamed, you’re overthrown, you’re

undone for ever

!

Mrs Ford. What’s the matter, good Mistress

Page?
Mrs Page. O well-a-day, Mistress Ford ! hav-

ing an honest man to your husband, to give him

such cause of suspicion !

Mrs Ford. What cause of suspicion ?

Mrs Page. What cause of suspicion ! Out
upon you ! how am I mistook in you ! m
Mrs Ford. Why, alas, what’s the matter?

Mrs Page. Your husband’s coming hither,

woman, with all the officers in Windsor, to

search for a gentleman that he says is here now
in the house by your consent, to take an ill ad-

vantage of his absence : you are undone.

Mrs Ford. ’Tis not so, I hope.

Mrs Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that you

have such a man here ! but ’tis most certain your

husband’s coming, with half Windsor at his

heels, to search for such a one. I come before

to tell you. If you know yourself clear, why,

I am glad of it ; but if you have a friend here,

convey, convey him out. Be not amazed ;
call

all your senses to you ;
defend your reputation,

or bid farewell to your good life for ever.

Airs Ford. What shall I do? There is a

gentleman my dear friend ; and I fear not mine
own shame so much as his peril : I had rather

than a thousand pound he were out of the

house.
Mrs Page. For shame ! never stand 'you had

rather’ and ‘you had rather:’ your husband’s

here at hand ;
bethink you of some conveyance

:

in the house you cannot hide him. O, how have

you deceived me ! Look, here is a basket : if he

be of any reasonable stature, he may creep in

here; and throw foul linen upon him, as if it

were going to bucking : or—it is whiting-time

—

send him by your two men to Datchet-mead. 141

Mrs Ford. He’s too big to go in there. What
shall I do ?

Fal. \Comingforward'] Let me see’t, let me
see’t, O, let me see’t! I’ll in, I’ll in. hollow

your friend’s counsel. I ’ll in.

Mrs Page. What, Sir John Falstaff! Are
these your letters, knight?
Fal. I love thee. Plelp me away. Let me

creep in here. I’ll never— I _5°

[Gets into the basket ; they cover hint

withfoul linen.

Mrs Page. Help to cover your master, boy.

Call your men. Mistress Ford. You dissembling

knight

!

Mrs Ford. What, John ! Robert
!
John !

[Exit Robin.

Re-enter Servants.

Go take up these clothes here quickly. Where’s

the cowl-staff? look, how you drumble ! Carry

them to the laundress in Datchet-mead ;
quickly,

come.

Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh
Evans.

Ford. Pray you, come near: if I suspedl

without cause, why then make sport at me ; then

let me be your jest; I deserve it. How now!
whither bear you this?

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth..

Mrs Ford. Why, what have you to do whi-

ther they bear it? You were best meddle with

buck-washing.
Ford. Buck! I would I could wash myself

of the buck ! Buck, buck, buck ! Ay, buck ;
I

warrant you, buck ;
and of the season too, it shall

appear. [Exeunt Servants with
.

the basket.]

Gentlemen, I have dreamed to-night; I’ll tell

you my dream. Here, here, here be my keys

:

ascend my chambers; search, seek, find out: I’ll

warrant we’ll unkennel the fox. Let me stop

this way first. [Locking the door.] So, now
uncape.
Page. Good Master Ford, be contented

:
you

wrong yourself too much.
Ford. True, Master Page. Up, gentlemen;

vou shall see sport anon : follow me, gentlemen.
[Exit. 180

Evans. This is fery fantastical humours and

jealousies.

Caius. By gar, ’tis no the fashion of France

;

it is not jealous in France.

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the

issue of his search.

[Exeunt Page
,
Caius, and Evans.

Mrs Page. Is there not a double excellency

in this ?

Mrs Ford. I know not which pleases me bet-

ter, that my husband is deceived, or Sir John.

Mrs Page. What a taking was he in when
your husband asked who was in the basket

!

Mrs Ford. I am half afraid he will have need
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of washing ; so throwing him into the water will

do him a benefit.

Mrs Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal ! I

would all of the same strain were in the same
distress.

Mrs Ford. I think my husband hath some
special suspicion of Falstaff’s being here ; for

I never saw him so gross in his jealousy till now.
Mrs Page. I will lay a plot to try that ;

and
we will yet have more tricks with Falstaff: his

dissolute disease will scarce obey this medicine.

Mrs Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion,

Mistress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throw-
ing into the water ;

and give him another hope,

to betray him to another punishment ?

Mrs Page. We will do it : let him be sent for

to-morrow, eight o’clock, to have amends. 210

Re-enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh
Evans.

Ford. I cannot find him : may be the knave
bragged of that he could not compass.
Mrs Page. [Aside to Mrs Ford] Heard you

that?
Mrs Ford. You use me well, Master Ford,

do you ?

Ford. Ay, I do so.

Mrs Ford. Heaven make you better than
your thoughts !

Ford. Amen ! 220
Mrs Page. You do yourself mighty wrong,

Master Ford.
Ford. Ay, ay ; I must bear it.

Evans. If there be any pody in the house,
and in the chambers, and in the coffers, and in

the presses, heaven forgive my sins at the day of
judgement

!

Caius. By gar, nor I too : there is no bodies.

Page. Fie, fie. Master Ford! are you not
ashamed ? What spirit, what devil suggests this

imagination? I would not ha’ your distemper in

this kind for the wealth of Windsor Castle.

Ford. ’Tis my fault. Master Page : I suffer

for it.

Evans. You suffer for a pad conscience : your
wife is as honest a ’omans as I will desires among
five thousand, and five hundred too.

Caius. By gar, I see ’tis an honest woman.
Ford. Well, I promised you a dinner. Come,

come, walk in the Park : I pray you, pardon me

;

I will hereafter make known to you why I have
done this. Come, wife ; come, Mistress Page.
I pray you, pardon me; pray heartily, pardon me.
Page. Let’s go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me,

we’ll mock him. I do invite you to-morrow
morning to my house to breakfast : after, we ’ll

a-birding together; I have a fine hawk for the

bush. Shall it be so ?

Ford. Any thing.

Evans: If there is one, I shall make two in

the company. 251
Caius. If dere be one or two, I shall make-a

the turd.

Ford. Pray you, go, Master Page.
Evans. I pray you now, remembrance to-mor-

row on the lousy knave, mine host.

Caitts. Dat is good; by gar, with all my
heart

!

Evans. A lousy knave, to have his gibes and
his mockeries ! [Exeunt. 260

Scene IV. A room in Page’s house.

Enter Fenton and Anne Page.

Fent. I see I cannot get thy father’s love ;

Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan.
A nne. Alas, how then ?

Fent.
*

Why, thou must be thyself.

He doth object I am too great of birth ;

And that, my state being gall’d with my expense,
I seek to heal it only by his wealth :

Besides these, other bars he lays before me.
My riots past, my wild societies ;

And tells me ’tis a thing impossible
I should love thee but as a property. 10
Anne. May be he tells you true.

Fent. No, heaven so speed me in my time to

come !

Albeit I will confess thy father’s wealth
Was the first motive that I woo’d thee, Anne :

Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value
Than stamps in gold or sums in sealed bags

;

And ’tis the very riches of thyself
That now I aim at.

Anne. Gentle Master Fenton,
Yet seek my father’s love; still seek it, sir

:

If opportunity and humblest suit 20
Cannot attain it, why, then,—hark you hither !

[They converse afia rt.

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mistress
Quickly.

Shal. Break their talk. Mistress Quickly : my
kinsman shall speak for himself.

Slen. I’ll make a shaft or a bolt on’t; ’slid, 1

’tis but venturing.
Shal. Be not dismayed.
Slen. No, she shall not dismay me : I care not

for that, but that I am afeard.

Quick. Hark ye; Master Slender would speak
a word with you. 30
Anne. I come to him. [Aside] This is my

father’s choice.

O, what a world of vile ill-favour’d faults

Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a-year

!

Quick. And how does good Master Fenton?
Pray you, a word with you.
Shal. She’s coming; to her, coz. O boy, thou

hadst a father

!

Slen. I had a father, Mistress Anne ; my uncle
can tell you good jests of him. Pray you, uncle,
tell Mistress Anne the jest, how my father stole

two geese out of a pen, good uncle. 41
Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you.
Slen. Ay, that I do ; as well as I love any

woman in Gloucestershire.

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentle-
woman.

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail,

under the degree of a squire.

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty

pounds jointure. 50
Anne. Good Master Shallow, let him woo for

himself.

Shal. Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you
for that good comfort. She calls you, coz : I ’ll

leave you.
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Anne. Now, Master Slender,

—

Slen. Now, good Mistress Anne,

—

A nne. What is your will ?

Slen. My will ! ’od’s heartlings, that’s a pretty

jest indeed ! I ne’er made my will yet, I thank

heaven ; I am not such a sickly creature, I give

heaven praise. 62

Anne. I mean, Master Slender, what would
you with me ?

Slen. Truly, for mine own part, I would little

or nothing with you. Your father and my uncle

hath made motions : if it be my luck, so ; if not,

happy man be his dole ! They can tell you how
things go better than I can

:
you may ask your

father ; here he comes, 70

Enter Page and Mistress Page.

Page. Now, Master Slender J love him, daugh-

ter Anne.
Why, how now ! what does Master Fenton here?

You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house :

I told you, sir, my daughter is disposed of..

Fent. Nay, Master Page, be not impatient.

Mrs Page. Good Master Fenton, come not to

my child.

Page. She is no match for you.

Fent. Sir, will you hear me ?

Page. No, good Master Fenton.

Come, Master Shallow ;
come, son Slender, in.

Knowing my mind, youwrong me. Master Fenton.

[Exeunt Page, Shal., and Slen.

Quick. Speak to Mistress Page.

Fent. Good Mistress Page, for that I love your

daughter
In such a righteous fashion as I do,

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes and manners,

I must advance the colours of my love

And not retire : let me have your good will.

Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yond
fool.

Mrs Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a better

husband.
Quick. That’s my master, master dodtor.

A nne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i’ the

earth 90
And bowl’d to death with turnips

!

Mrs Page. Come, trouble not yourself. Good
Master Fenton,

I will not be your friend nor enemy :

My daughter will I question how she loves you,
And as I find her, so am I affedted.

Till then farewell, sir : she must needs go in ;

Her father will be angry.
Fent. Farewell, gentle mistress : farewell, Nan.

[Exeunt Mrs Page and A 7ine.

Quick. This is my doing, now :
‘ Nay,’ said I,

* will you cast away your child on a fool, and a
physician? Look on Master Fenton :’ this is my
doing.

E'ent. I thank thee; and I pray thee, once
to-night

Give my sweet Nan this ring: there’s for thy
pains.

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune !

{Exit Fenton.\ A kind heart he hath : a woman
would run through fire and water for such a kind
heart. But yet I would my master had Mistress
Anne ; or I would Master Slender had her ;

or,

in sooth, I would Master Fenton had her : I will

57

do what I can for them all three
;
for so I have

promised, and I ’ll be as good as my word ; but

speciously for Master Fenton. Well, I must of

another errand to Sir John Falstafif from my two
mistresses: what a beast am I to slack it! [Exit.

Scene V. A room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph.

Fal. Bardolph, I say,

—

Bard. Here, sir.

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of sack ;
put a toast

in’t. [Exit Bard.\ Have I lived to be carried

in a basket, like a barrow of butcher’s offal, and
to be thrown in the Thames? Well, if I be served

such another trick, I ’ll have my brains ta’en out

and buttered, and give them to a dog for a new-
year’s gift. The rogues slighted me into the

river with as little remorse as they would .have
drowned a blind bitch’s puppies, fifteen i’ the

litter : and you may know by my size that I have a
kind of alacrity in sinking ;

if the bottom were as

deep as hell, I should down. I had been drown-
ed, but that the shore was shelvy and shallow,

—

a death that I abhor ;
for the water swells a man

;

and what a thing should I have been when I had
been swelled ! I should have been a mountain of

mummy.

Re-enter Bardolph with sack.

Bard. Here’s Mistress Quickly, sir, to speak
with you.

.

21

Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the

Thames water; for my belly’s as cold as if I had
swallowed snowballs for pills to cool the reins.

Call her in.

Bard. Come in, woman

!

Enter Mistress Quickly.

Quick. By your leave ; I cry you mercy : give

your worship good morrow.
Fal. Take away these chalices. Go brew me

a pottle of sack finely. 30
Bard. With eggs, sir ?

Fal. Simple of itself; I’ll no pullet-sperm

in my brewage. [Exit Bardolph.] How now

!

Quick. Marry, sir, 1 come to your worship
from Mistress Ford.
Fal. Mistress Ford ! I have had ford enough ;

I was thrown into the ford ; I have my belly full

of ford.

Quick. Alas the day
!
good heart, that was

not her fault: she does so take on with her

men ; they mistook their eredtion. 41
Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish

woman’s promise.
Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it

would yearn your heart to see it. Her husband
goes this morning a-birding; she desires you
once more to come to her between eight and nine

:

I must carry her word quickly: she’ll make you
amends, I warrant you.
Fal. Well, I will visit her: tell her so; and

bid her think what a man is : let her consider his

frailty, and then judge of my merit. 52
Quick. I will tell her.

Fal. Do so. Between nine and ten, sayestthou?
Qtcick. Eight and nine, sir.

Fal. Well, be gone : I will not miss her.
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Quick. Peace be with you, sir. [Exit.

Fal. I marvel I hear not of Master Brook

;

he sent me word to stay within : I like his money
well. 0, here he comes. 60

Enter Ford.

Ford. Bless you, sir

!

Fal. Now, master Brook, you come to know
what hath passed between me and Ford’s wife?

Ford. That, indeed, Sir John, is my business.

Fal. Master Brook, I will not lie to you : I

was at her house the hour she appointed me.

Ford. And sped you, sir?

Fal. Very ill-favouredly, Master Brook.

Ford. How so, sir? Did she change her de-

termination? 7°

Fal. No, master Brook; but the peaking Cor-

nuto her husband, Master Brook, dwelling in a

continual ’larum of jealousy, comes me in the in-

stant of our encounter, after we had embraced,

kissed, protested, and, as it were, spoke the pro-

logue of our comedy ; and at his heels a rabble of

his companions, thither provoked and instigated

by his distemper, and, forsooth, to search his

house for his wife’s love.

Ford. What, while you were there? 80

Fal. While I was there.

Ford. And did he search for you, and could

not find you?
Fal. You shall hear. As good luck would

have it, comes in one Mistress Page
;
gives intel-

ligence of Ford’s approach; and, in her invention

and Ford’s wife’s distraction, they conveyed me
into a buck-basket.
Ford. A buck-basket

!

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket! rammed
me in with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul

stockings, greasy napkins ;
that, Master Brook,

there was the rankest compound of villanous

smell that ever offended nostril.

Ford. And how long lay you there?

Fal. Nay, you shall hear, Master Brook,

what I have suffered to bring this woman to evil

for your good. Being thus crammed in the

basket, a couple of Ford’s knaves, his hinds, were

called forth by their mistress to carry me in the

name of foul clothes to Datchet-lane : they took:

me on their shoulders ;
met the jealous knave their

master in the door, who asked them once or twice

what they had in their basket : I quaked for fear,

lest the lunatic knave would have searched it;

but fate, ordaining he should be a cuckold, held

his hand. Well: on went he for a search, and

away went I for foul clothes. But mark the

sequel. Master Brook : I suffered the pangs of

three several deaths ;
first, an intolerable fright,

to be dete<5led with a jealous rotten bell-wether;

next, to be compassed, like a good bilbo, in the

I

circumference of a peck, hilt to point, heel to

head
;
and then, to be stopped in, like a strong

distillation, with stinking clothes that fretted Jn
their own grease : think of that,—a man ofmy kid-

ney,—think of that,—that am as subjedt to heat

as butter; a man of continual dissolution and

thaw : it was a miracle to scape suffocation. And
in the height of this bath, when I was more than

half stewed in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be

thrown into the Thames, and cooled, glowing hot,

in that surge, like a horse-shoe ; think of that,

—

hissing hot,—think of that, Master Brook.
Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that

for my sake you have suffered all this. My suit

then is desperate
;
you’ll undertake her no more?

Fal. Master Brook, I will be thrown into

Etna, as I have been into Thames, ere I will

leave her thus. Her husband is this morning
gone a-birding : I have received from her another
embassy of meeting; ’twixt eight and nine is the

hour, Master Brook.
Ford. ’Tis past eight already, sir.

Fal. Is it? I will then address me to my ap-

pointment. Come to me at your convenient
leisure, and you shall know how I speed ;

and the

conclusion shall be crowned with your enjoying
her. Adieu. You shall have her, Master Brook;
Master Brook, you shall cuckold Ford. [Exit.

Ford. Hum! ha! is this a vision? is this a
dream? do I sleep? Master Ford, awake ! awake.
Master Ford! there’s a hole made in your best

coat, Master Ford. This ’tis to be married ! this

’tis to have linen and buck-baskets! Well, I

will proclaim myself what I am : I will now take

the lecher ; he is at my house ; he cannot ’scape

me; ’tis impossible he should; he cannot creep

into a halfpenny purse, nor into a pepper-box:
but, lest the devil that guides him should aid

him, I will search impossible places. Though
what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be what I

would not shall not make me tame: if I have
horns to make one mad, let the proverb go with

me : I ’ll be horn-mad. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I. A street.

Enter Mistress Page, Mistress Quickly,
and William.

Mrs Page. Is he at Master Ford’s already,

think’st thou?
Quick. Sure he is by this, or will be pre-

sently : but, truly, he is very courageous mad
about his throwing into the water. Mistress Ford
desires you to come suddenly.
Mrs Page. I’ll be with her by and by; I’ll

but bring my young man here to school. Look,
i

where his master comes ; ’tis a playing-day, I see.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans.

How now, Sir Hugh ! no school to-day? 10

Evans. No; Master Slender is let the boys
leave to play.

Quick. Blessing of his heart

!

Mrs Page. Sir Hugh, my husband says my
son profits nothing in the world at his book. I

pray you, ask him some questions in his accidence.

Evans. Come hither, William; hold up your
head; come.
Mrs Page. Come on, sirrah; hold up your

head ;
answer your master, be not afraid. 20

Evans. William, how many numbers is in

nouns?
Will. Two.
Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one

number more, because they say, ‘’Od’s nouns/
Evans. Peace your tattlings ! What is ‘ fair/

William?
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Will. Pulcher.

Quick. Polecats ! there are fairer things than

jolecats, sure. 3°

Evans. You are a very simplicity oman : I

)ray you, peace. What is ‘lapis,’ William?

Will. A stone.

Evans. And what is ‘a stone,’ William?

Will. A pebble.

Evans. No, it is ‘lapis:’ I pray you, remem-

Der in your prain.

Will. Lapis.

Evans. That is a good William. What is he,

William, that does lend articles? 4°

Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun,

ind be thus declined, Singulariter, nominativo,

iic, hsec, hoc.

Evans. Nominativo, hig, hag, hog
;
pray you,

nark : genitivo, hujus. Well, what is your ac-

cusative case?
Will. Accusativo, hinc.

Evans. I pray you, have your remembrance,

child; accusativo, hung, hang, hog.

Qiiick. ‘Hang-hog’ is Latin for bacon, I war-

rant you. 5 1

Evans. Leave your prabbles, ’oman. What
is the focative case, William?

Will. O,—vocativo, O.
Evans. Remember, William ;

focative is caret.

Qrtick. And that’s a good root.

Evans. ’Oman, forbear.

Mrs Page. Peace !

Evans. What is your genitive case plural,

William? 60

Will. Genitive case

!

Evans. Ay.
Will. Genitive,—horum, harum, horum.
Qiiick. Vengeance of Jenny’s case! fie on

her ! never name her, child, if she be a whore.

Evans. For shame, ’oman.
Quick. You do ill to teach the child such

words: he teaches him to hick and to hack, which
they’ll do fast enough of themselves, and to call

‘ horum :
’ fie upon you

! _

7°
Evans. ’Oman, art thou lunatics? hast thou no

understandings for thy cases and the numbers of

the genders? Thou art as foolish Christian crea-

tures as I would desires.

Mrs Page. Prithee, hold thy peace.

Evans. Show me now, William, some declen-

sions of your pronouns.
Will. Forsooth, I have forgot.

Evans. It is qui, quse, quod: if you forget

your ‘quies,’ your ‘quaes,’ and your ‘quods,’ you
must be preeches. Go your ways, and play; go.

Mrs Page. He is a better scholar than I

thought he was.
Evans. He is a good sprag memory. Fare-

well, Mistress Page.
Mrs Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh.

[Exit Sir Hugh.']

Get you home, boy. Come, we stay too long.

[Exeunt

.

Scene II. A room in Ford’s house.

Enter Falstaff and Mistress Ford.

Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten

up my sufferance. I see you are obsequious

in your love, and I profess requital to a hair’s

breadth; not only, Mistress Ford, in the simple
j

office of love, but in all the accoutrement, com-
j

plement and ceremony of it. But are you sure
j

of your husband now?
Mrs Ford. He’s a-birding, sweet Sir John.

j

Mrs Page. \ Within] What, ho, gossip Ford
! j

what, ho ! io !

Mrs Ford. Step into the chamber, Sir John,
j

[Exit Falstaff.
j

Enter Mistress Page.

Mrs Page. How now, sweetheart ! who’s at

home besides yourself ?
# j

Mrs Ford. Why, none but mine own people.
:

Mrs, Page. Indeed!
_

j

Mrs Ford. No, certainly. [Aside to her]

Speak louder.

Mrs Page. Truly, I am so glad you have
nobody here.

Mrs Ford. Why?
.

20

Mrs Page. Why, woman, your husband is in

his old lunes again : he so takes on yonder with

my husband; so rails against all married man-
kind ; so curses all Eve’s daughters, of what
complexion soever ; and so buffets himself on the

forehead, crying, ‘ Peer out, peer out !
’ that any

madness I ever yet beheld seemed but tameness,

civility and patience, to this his distemper he is

in now : I am glad the fat knight is not here.

Mrs Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? 30
Mrs Page. Of none but him ; and swears he

was carried out, the last time he searched for

him, in a basket
;
protests to my husband he is

now here, and hath drawn him and the rest of

their company from their sport, to make another

experiment of his suspicion : but I am glad the

knight is not here; now he shall see his own
foolery.

Mrs Ford. How near is he, Mistress Page?
Mrs Page. Hard by; at street end; he will I

be here anon.
_

41
Mrs Ford. I am undone ! The knight is here.

Mrs Pagei Why then you are utterly shamed,
and he’s but a dead man. What a woman are

you !—Away with him, away with him ! better

shame than murder.
Mrs Ford. Which way should he go? how

should I bestow him? Shall I put him into the

basket again ?

Re-enter Falstaff.

Fal. No, I’ll come no more i’ the basket.

May I not go out ere he come? 51

Mrs Page. Alas, three of Master Ford’s bro-

thers watch the door with pistols, that none shall

issue out ;
otherwise you might slip away ere he

came. But what make you here?

Fal. What shall I do? I’ll creep up into the

chimney.
Mrs Ford. There they always use to discharge

their birding-pieces. Creep into the kiln-hole.

Fal. Where is it? 60
j

Mrs Ford. He will seek there, on my word.
J

Neither press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, •

but he hath an abstract for the remembrance of

such places, and goes to them by his note : there
j

is no hiding you in the house.

Fal. I ’ll go out then.

Mrs Page. If you go out in your own sem-
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blance, you die, Sir John. Unless you go out
disguised

—

Mrs Ford. How might we disguise him? 70
Mrs Page. Alas the day, I know not ! There

is no woman’s gown big enough for him ; other-

wise he might put on a hat, a muffler and a
kerchief, and so escape.
Fal. Good hearts, devise something : any ex-

tremity rather than a mischief.

Mrs Ford. My maid’s aunt, the fat woman of
Brentford, has a gown above.
Mrs Page. On my word, it will serve him

;

she’s as big as he is: and there’s her thrummed
i

hat and her muffler too. Run up, Sir John.
Mrs Ford. Go, go, sweet Sir John: Mistress

Page and I will look some linen for your head.
Mrs Page. Quick, quick! we’ll come dress

you straight: put on the gown the while. 81

[Exit Falstaff.
Mrs Ford. I would my husband would meet

him in this shape : he cannot abide the old woman
of Brentford ; he swears she ’s a witch ; forbade
her my house and hath threatened to beat her.

Mrs Page. Heaven guide him to thy husband’s
cudgel, and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards

!

Mrs Ford. But is my husband coming?
Mrs Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he ; and

talks of the basket too, howsoever ne hath had
intelligence.

Mrs Ford. We’ll try that; for I’ll appoint
my men to carry the basket again, to meet him
at the door with it, as they did last time.

Mrs Page. Nay, but he’ll be here presently:

let’s go dress him like the witch of Brentford.
Mrs Ford. I ’ll first direct my men what they

shall do with the basket. Go up ; I ’ll bring linen

for him straight. [Exit.
Mrs Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet ! we

cannot misuse him enough.
We’ll leave a proof, by that which we will do.

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too :

We do not adt that often jest and laugh ;

’Tis old, but true, Still swine eat all the draff.

[Exit.

Re-enter Mistress Ford with two Servants.

Mrs Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again on
your shoulders

:
your master is hard at door ; if

he bid you set it down, obey him
:
quickly, dis-

patch. [Exit.
First Serv. Come, come, take it up.

Sec. Serv. Pray heaven it be not full of knight
again.

First Serv. I hope not ; I had as lief bear so

much lead.

Enter Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, and
Sir Hugh Evans.

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, Master Page,
have you any way then to unfoo-1 me again ? Set
down the basket, villain ! Somebody call my
wife. Youth in a basket ! O you panderly ras-

cals ! there’s a knot, a ging, a pack, a conspiracy
against me : now shall the devil be shamed.

' What, wife, I say ! Come, come forth ! Behold
what honest clothes you send forth to bleaching !

Page. Why, this passes, Master Ford; you
are not to go loose any longer; you must be
pinioned.

Evans. Why, this is lunatics ! this is mad as

a mad dog!
.

131

Shal. Indeed, Master Ford, this is not well,

indeed.

Ford. So say I too, sir.

Re-enter Mistress Ford.

Come hither, Mistress Ford; Mistress Ford, the

honest woman, the modest wife, the virtuous

creature, that hath the jealous fool to her hus-

band ! I suspedl without cause, mistress, do I ?

Mrs Ford. Heaven be my witness you do, if

you suspedl me in any dishonesty. 140
Ford. Well said, brazen-face ! hold it out.

Come forth, sirrah

!

[Pulling clothes out of the basket.

Page. This passes

!

Mrs Ford. Are you not ashamed? let the

clothes alone.

Ford. I shall find you anon.
Evans. ’Tis unreasonable ! Will you take up

your wife’s clothes? Come away.
Ford. Empty the basket, I say l

Mrs Ford. Why, man, why? 150
Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there

was one conveyed out of my house yesterday in

this basket : why may not he be there again ? In
my house I am sure he is: my intelligence is

true; my jealousy is reasonable. Pluck me out

all the linen.

Mrs Ford. If you find a man there, he shall

die a flea’s death.
Page. Here’s no man.
Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, Master

Ford; this wrongs you. 161

Evans. Master Ford, you must pray, and
not follow the imaginations of your own heart:

this is jealousies.

Ford. Well, he’s not here I seek for.

Page. No, nor nowhere else but in your brain.

Ford. Help to search my house this one
time. If I find not what I seek, show no colour

for my extremity ;
let me for ever be your table-

sport ; let them say of me, ‘ As jealous as Ford,

that searched a hollow walnut for his wife’s

leman.’ Satisfy me once more; once more search

with me.
Mrs Ford. What, ho, Mistress Page ! come

you and the old woman down ; my husband will

come into the chamber.
Ford. Old woman ! what old woman’s that?

Mrs Ford. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of

Brentford.
Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening

quean! Have I not forbid- her my house? She
comes of errands, does she? We are simple

men ; we do not know what’s brought to pass

under the profession of fortune-telling; . She
works by charms, by spells, by the figure-, and
such daubery as this is, beyond our element : we
know nothing. Come down, you witch, you hag,

you ; come down, I say

!

Mrs Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband ! Good
gentlemen, let him not strike the old woman. 190

Re-enter Falstaff in woman’s clothes, and
Mistress Page.

Mrs Page. Come, Mother Prat ; come, give

me your hand.
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Ford. I’ll prat her. [.Beating him ] Out of

ny door, you witch, you hag, you baggage, you

>oJecat, you ronyon ! out, out ! I’ll conjure you,

’ll fortune-tell you. [Exit Falstajj .

Mrs Page. Are you not ashamed? I think

rou have killed the poor woman.
Mrs Ford. Nay, he will do it. ’Tis a goodly

:redit for you.
>

200

Ford. Hang her, witch ! .

Evans. By yea and no, I think the ’oman is

i witch indeed : I like not when a ’oman has

i great peard ; I spy a great peard under his

nuffler. „ - ,

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen? I be-

seech you, follow ;
see but the issue of my

ealousy : if I cry out thus upon no trail, never

:rust me when I open again.

Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further

:

:ome, gentlemen. 211

Exeunt Ford
,
Page,

Shal. y
Cavus

,
and Evans*

Mrs Page. Trust me, he beat him most piti-

Mrs Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did

.lot ; he beat him most unpitifully, methought.

Mrs Page. I’ll have the cudgel hallowed

and hung o’er the altar; it hath done meritorious

service.

Mrs Ford. What think you? may we, with

the warrant of womanhood and the witness of a

^ood conscience, pursue him with any further

revenge ? .

222

Mrs Page. The spirit of. wantonness is, sure,

scared out of him : if the devil have him not

in fee-simple, with fine and recovery, he will

never, I think, in the way of waste, attempt us

again.

Mrs Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how
we have served him?
Mrs Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but to

scrape the figures out of your husband’s brains.

If they can find in their hearts the poor unvir-

tuous fat knight shall be any further afflidted, we
two will still be the ministers.

Mrs Ford. I’ll warrant they’ll have him

publicly shamed: and methinks there would be

no period to the jest, should he not be publicly

shamed.
Mrs Page. Come, to the forge with it then

;

shape it : I would not have things cool. [Exeunt.

Scene III. A room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Host and Bardolph.

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three

of your horses: the duke himself will be to-

morrow at court, and they are going to meet

him.
Host. What duke should that be comes so

secretly? I hear not of him in the court. Let

me speak with the gentlemen: they speak

English ?

Bard. Ay, sir; I’ll call them to you.

Host. They shall have my horses ; but I ’ll make
them pay ; I ’ll sauce them : they have had my
house a week at command ; I have turned away
my other guests : they must come off ; I ’ll sauce

them. Come. [Exeunt.

Scene IY. A room in Ford’s house.

Enter Page, Ford, Mistress Page, Mistress
Ford, and Sir Hugh Evans.

Evans. ’Tis one of the best discretions of a

’oman as ever I did look upon.

Page. And did he send you both these letters

at an instant?

Mrs Page. Within a quarter of an hour.

Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what
thou wilt

:

I rather will suspedl the sun with cold

Than thee with wantonness : now doth thy honour

stand,

Tn him that was of late an heretic,

As firm as faith.

Page. ’Tis well, ’tis well ; no more : io

Be not as extreme in submission

As in offence.

But let our plot go forward : let our wives

Yet once again, to make us public sport,

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow,

Where we may take him and disgrace him for it.

Ford. There is no better way than that they

spoke of.

Page. How? to send him word they’ll meet
him in the park at midnight? Fie, fie ! he’ll

never come.
Evans. You say he has been thrown in the

rivers and has been grievously peaten as an old

’oman : methinks there should be terrors in him
that he should not come ;

methinks his flesh is

punished, he shall have no desires.

Page. So think I too.

Mrs Ford. Devise but how you’ll use him
when he comes,

And let us two devise to bring him thither.

Mrs Page. There is an old tale goes that

Herne the hunter,

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest,

Doth all the winter-time, at still midnight, 30
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg’d horns

;

And there he blasts the tree and takes the cattle

And makes milch-kine yield blood and shakes a
chain

In a most hideous and dreadful manner:
You have heard of such a spirit, and well you

know
The superstitious idle-headed eld

Received and did deliver to our age

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth.

Page. Why, yet there want not many that do

fear

In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak : 40

But what of this ?

Mrs Ford. Marry, this is our device ;

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us.

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he’ll

come

:

And in this shape when you have brought him
thither,

What shall be done with him? what is your plot?

Mrs Page. That likewise have we thought

upon, and thus

:

Nan Page my daughter and my little son

And three or four more of their growth we ’ll dress

Like urchins, ouphes and fairies, green and white,

With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 50
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And rattles in their hands : upon a sudden,

As Falstaff, she and I, are newly met,

Let them from forth a sawpit rush at once
With some diffused song : upon their sight,

We two in great amazedness will fly

:

Then let them all encircle him about

And, fairy-like, to-pinch the unclean knight,

And ask him why, that hour of fairy revel,

In their so sacred paths he dares to tread

In shape profane.

Mrs Ford. And till he tell the truth, 60

Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound
And burn him with their tapers.

Mrs Page. The truth being known,
We’ll all present ourselves, dis-horn the spirit,

And mock him home to Windsor.
Ford. The children must

Be practised well to this, or they ’ll ne’er do’t.

Evans. I will teach the children their be-

haviours; and I will be like a jack-an-apes also,

to burn the knight with my taber.

Ford. That will be excellent. I ’ll go and buy

|

them vizards. 70

j

Mrs Page. My Nan shall be the queen of all

the fairies,

Finely attired in a robe of white.

; Page. That silk will I go buy. [Aside] And
in that time

Shall Master Slender steal my Nan away
And marry her at Eton. Go send to Falstaff

straight.

Ford. Nay, I’ll to him again in name of Brook

:

He’ll tell me all his purpose: sure, he’ll come.

Mrs Page. Fear not you that. Go get us

properties

And tricking for our fairies.

Evans. Let us about it: it is admirable plea-

sures and fery honest knaveries. 81

[Exeunt Page
,
Ford, and Evans.

Mrs Page. Go, Mistress Ford,

Send quickly to Sir John, to know his mind.
[ExitMrs Ford.

I ’ll to the doctor : he hath my good will,

And none but he, to marry with Nan Page.

That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot

;

And he my husband best of all affedts.

The dodtor is well money’d, and his friends

Potent at court : he, none but he, shall have her,

Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave

her. [Exit. 90

Scene V. A room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Host and Simple.

Host. What wouldst thou have, boor? what,

thick-skin ? speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, short,

quick, snap.

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir

John Falstaff from Master Slender.

Host. There’s his chamber, his house, his

castle, his standing-bed and truckle-bed
; _

’tis

painted about with the story of the Prodigal,

fresh and new. Go knock and call ; he’ll speak

like an Anthropophaginian unto thee : knock,

I say. 1

1

Sim. There’s an old woman, a fat woman,
gone up into his chamber : I ’ll be so bold as stay,

sir, till she come down ;
I come to speak with her,

indeed.

Host. Ha ! a fat woman ! the knight may be.

robbed : I ’ll call. Bully knight ! bully Sir John

!

speak from thy lungs military ; art thou there ? it

is thine host, thine Ephesian, calls.

Fal. [A dove] How now, mine host ! 20

Host. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the

coming down of thy fat woman. Let her descend,
bully, let her descend ; my chambers are honour-
able : fie

!
privacy ? fie !

Enter Falstaff.

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman
even now with me ; but she’s gone.
Sim. Pray you, sir, was’t not the wise woman

of Brentford?
Fal. Ay, marry, was it, mussel-shell : what

would you with her ? 30
Sim. My master, sir, Master Slender, sent to

her, seeing her go thorough the streets, to know,
sir, whether one Nym, sir, that beguiled him of
a chain, had the chain or no.

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it.

Sim. And what says she, I pray, sir?

P'al. Marry, she says that the very same man
that beguiled Master Slender of his chain cozened
him of it.

Sim. I would I could have spoken with the

woman herself ; I had other things to have spoken
with her too from him. 42
Fal. What are they? let us know.
Host. Ay, come; quick.

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir.

Host. Conceal them, or thou diest.

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing but about
Mistress Anne Page ; to know if it were my mas-
ter’s fortune to have her or no.

Fal. ’Tis, ’tis his fortune. 50
Sim. What, sir?

Fal. To have her, or no. Go ; say the woman
told me so.

Sim. May I be bold to say so, sir ?

Fal. Ay, sir ; like who more bold.

Sim. I thank your worship : I shall make my
master glad with these tidings. [Exit.

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, Sir

John. Was there a wise woman with thee ?

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host ; one that

hath taught me more wit than ever I learned

before in my life ; and I paid nothing for it

neither, but was paid for my learning.

Enter Bardolph.

Bard. Out, alas, sir ! cozenage, mere cozenage !

Host. Where be my Jiorses? speak well of

them, varletto.

Bard. Run away with the cozeners; for so

soon as I came beyond Eton, they threw me off

from behind one of them, in a slough ofmire ; and
set spurs and away, like three German devils,

three Dodtor Faustuses. 71

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke,
villain: do not say they be fled; Germans are

honest men.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans.

Evans. Where is mine host ?

Host. What is the matter, sir ?

Evans. Have a care of your entertainments

:

there is a friend of mine come to town, tells me
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here is three cozen-germans that has cozened all

he hosts of Readins, of Maidenhead, of Cole-

,rook, of horses and money. I tell you for good

dll, look you : you are wise and full of gibes and

louting-stocks, and ’tis not convenient you should

>8 cozened. Fare you well. {Exit.

Enter Doctor Caius.

Cains. Vere is mine host de Jarteer?

Host. Here, master dodlor, in perplexity and

doubtful dilemma.
. .

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat : but it is tell-a

ae dat you make grand preparation for a duke de

amany : by my trot, dere is no duke dat the

ourt is know to come. I tell you for good vill

:

dieu.
. .

[Exit. 91

Host. Hue and cry, villain, go ! Assist me,

might. I am undone ! Fly, run, hue and cry,

illain ! I am undone !
[Exeunt HostandBard.

Fal. I would all the world might be cozened ;

or I have been cozened and beaten too. If it should

ome to the ear of the court, how I have been

ransformed and how my transformation hath

>een washed and cudgelled, they would melt me
ut of my fat drop by drop and liquor fishermen’s

>oots with me : I warrant they would whip me
irith their fine wits till I were as crest-fallen as a

Iried pear. I never prospered since I forswore

ayself at primero. Well, if my wind were but

ong enough to say my prayers, I would repent.

Enter Mistress Quickly.

'Tow, whence come you ?

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth.

.

Fal. The devil take one party and his dam
he other ! and so they shall be both bestowed. I

lave suffered more for their sakes, more than the

allanous inconstancy of man’s disposition is able

0 bear.

Quick. And have not they suffered? Yes, I

warrant ;
speciously one of them ; Mistress Ford,

food heart, is beaten black and blue, that you
annot see a white spot about her.

Fal. What tellest thou me of black and blue ?

; was beaten myself into all the colours of the

ainbow ; and I was like to be apprehended for

he witch of Brentford: but that my admirable

lexterity of wit, my counterfeiting the adlion of

m old woman, delivered me, the knave constable

lad set me i’ the stocks, i’ the common stocks, for

1 witch.
Quick. Sir, let me speak with you in your

:hamber
:
you shall hear how things go ; and, I

varrant, to your content. Here is a letter will

;ay somewhat. Good hearts, what ado here is to

jring you together ! Sure, one of you does not

;erve heaven well, that you are so crossed. 130

Fal. Come up into my chamber. [Exeunt.

Scene VI. Another room in the Garter
Inn.

Eliter Fenton and Host.

Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me; my
mind is heavy : I will give over all.

_

Fent. Yet hear me speak. Assist me in my
purpose,

And, as I am a gentleman, I’ll give thee

A hundred pound in gold more than your loss.
j

Host. I will hear you, Master Fenton; and I
j

will at the least keep your counsel.

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you !

With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page

;

Who mutually hath answer’d my affedtion, 10

So far forth as herself might be her chooser,

Even to my wish : I have a letter from her

Of such contents as you will wonder at ;

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter,

That neither singly can be manifested,

Without the show of both ; fat Falstaff

Hath a great scene : the image of the jest

I ’ll show you here at large. Hark, good mine host.

To-night at Herne’s oak, just’twixt twelve and one,

Must my sweet Nan present the Fairy Queen ; 20

The purpose why, is here : in which disguise,

While other jests are something rank on foot.

Her father hath commanded her to slip

Away with Slender and with him at Eton
Immediately to marry: she hath consented:
Now, sir,

Her mother, ever strong against that match
And firm for Dodlor Caius, hath appointed
That he shall likewise shuffle her away,
While other sports are tasking of their minds, 30
And at the deanery, where a priest attends,

Straight marry her : to this her mother’s plot

She seemingly obedient likewise hath
Made promise to the dodlor. Now, thus it rests:

Her father means she shall be all in white.

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time

To take her by the hand and bid her go.

She shall go with him : her mother hath intended,

The better to denote her to the dodlor,

For they must all be mask’d and vizarded, 40
That quaint in green she shall be loose enrobed,

With ribands pendent, flaring ’bout her head;
And when the dodlor spies his vantage ripe,

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token.

The maid hath given consent to go with him.

Host. Which means she to deceive, father or

mother?
Fent. Both, my good host, to go alongwith me

:

And here it rests, that you’ll procure the vicar

To stay for me at church ’twixt twelve and one,

And, in the lawful name of marrying, 50
To give our hearts united ceremony.
Host. Well, husband your device; I’ll to the

vicar

:

Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest.

Fent. So shall I evermore be bound to thee

;

Besides, I ’ll make a presentrecompense. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. A room in the Garter Inn .

Enter Falstaff and Mistress Quickly.

Fal. Prithee, no more prattling; go. I ’ll hold.

This is the third time; I hope good luck lies in
j

odd numbers. Away ! go. They say there is
j

divinity in odd numbers, either in nativity, chance,
j

or death. Away

!

Quick. I ’ll provide you a chain ; and I ’ll do
j

what I can to get you a pair of horns.

Fal. Away, I say ; time wears : hold up your
head, and mince. [Exit Mrs Quickly.

J
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Enter Ford.
How now, Master Brook ! Master Brook, the
matter will be known to-night, or never. Be you
in the Park about midnight, at Herne’s oak, and
you shall see wonders.
Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as

you told me you had appointed ?

Fal. I went to her, Master Brook, as you see,

like a poor old man : but I came from her, Master
Brook, like a poor old woman. That same knave
Ford, her husband, hath the finest mad devil of
jealousy in him, Master Brook, that ever govern-
ed frenzy. I will tell you he beat me grievous-
ly, in the shape of a woman ; for in the shape of
man, Master Brook, I fear not Goliath with a
weaver’s beam; because I know also life is a
shuttle. I am in haste

;
go along with me : I ’ll

tell you all, Master Brook. Since I plucked
geese, played truant and whipped top, I knew
not what ’twas to be beaten till lately. Follow
me : I ’ll tell you strange things of this knave
Ford, on whom to-night I will be revenged, and
I will deliver his wife into your hand. Follow.
Strange things in hand, Master Brook ! Follow.

[Exeunt.

Scene IT. Windsor Park.

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.

Page. Come, come ; we’ll couch i’ the castle-

ditch till we see the light of our fairies. Remem-
ber, son Slender, my daughter.

Slen. Ay, forsooth; I have spoke with her
and we have a nay-word how to know one ano-
ther : I come to her in white, and cry ‘ mum ;

’

she cries ‘ budget ;
’ and by that we know one

another.
Shat. That’s good too; but what needs either

your ‘mum’ or her ‘budget?’ the white will de-
cipher her well enough. It hath struck ten

o’clock.

Page. The night is dark; light and spirits

will become it well. Heaven prosper our sport

!

No man means evil but the devil, and we shall

know him by his horns. Let’s away; follow me.
[Exeunt.

Scene III. A street leading to the Park.

Enter Mistress Page, Mistress Ford, and
Doctor Caius.

Mrs Page. Master dodlor, my daughter is in

green : when you see your time, take her by the

hand, away with her to the deanery, and dispatch

it quickly. Go before into the Park : we two
must go together.

Caius. I know vat I have to do. Adieu.
Mrs Page. Fare you well, sir. [Exit Caius. ]

My husband will not rejoice so much at the abuse
of Falstaff as he will chafe at the dodtor’s mar-
rying my daughter : but ’tis no matter ; better a
little chiding than a great deal of heart-break, n
Mrs Ford. Where is Nan now and her troop

of fairies, and the Welsh devil Hugh?
Mrs Page. They are all couched in a pit hard

by Herne’s oak, with obscured lights; which, at

the very instant of Falstaff’s and our meeting,
they will at once display to the night.

Mrs Ford. That cannot choose but amaze him,

Mrs Page. If he be not amazed, he will be

mocked ; if he be amazed, he will every way be

mocked. 21

Mrs Ford. We’ll betray him finely.

Mrs Page. Against such lewdsters and their

lechery
Those that betray them do no treachery.

Mrs Ford. The hour draws on. To the oak,

to the oak !
[Exeunt.

Scene IV. Windsor Park.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans disguised
,
’with others

as Fairies.

Evans. Trib, trib, fairies ; come ; and remem-
ber your parts : be pold, I pray you ;

follow me
into the pit ; and when I give the watch-’ords, do

as I pid you : come, come ; trib, trib. [Exeunt.

Scene V. A notherpart of the Park.

Enter Falstaff disguised as Herne.

Fal. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve;

the minute draws on. Now, the hot-blooded gods
assist me! Remember, Jove, thou wast a bull

for thy Europa ; love set on thy horns. O power-
ful love ! that, in some respedls, makes a beast a 1

man, in some other, a man a beast. You were
also, Jupiter, a swan for the love of Leda. O
omnipotent Love ! how near the god drew to the

complexion of a goose ! A fault done first in the

form of a beast. O Jove, a beastly fault ! And
then another fault in the semblance of a fowl;

think on’t, Jove ; a foul fault ! When gods have
hot backs, what shall poor men do? For me, I

am here a Windsor stag ; and the fattest, I think,

i’ the forest. Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or

who can blame me to piss my tallow ? Who comes
here ? my doe ?

Enter Mistress Ford and Mistress Page.

Mrs Ford. Sir John ! art thou there, my deer?
my male deer?
Fal. My doe with the black scut! Let the

sky rain potatoes ; let it thunder to the tune of

Green Sleeves, hail kissing-comfits and snow
eringoes; let there come a tempest of provoca-
tion, I will shelter me here.

Mrs Ford. Mistress Page is come with me,
sweetheart.
Fal. Divide me like a bribe buck, each- a

haunch: I will keep my sides to myself, my
shoulders for the fellow of this walk, and my
horns I bequeath your husbands. Am I a wood-
man, ha? Speak I like Herne the hunter? Why,
now is Cupid a child of conscience; he makes
restitution. As I am a true spirit, welcome !

[Noise within.

Mrs Page. Alas, what noise ?

Mrs Ford. Heaven forgive our sins

!

Fal. What should this be ?

Mr
rsP°Ige. }

Away- away’ [Tkey run °ff-

Fal. I think the devil will not have me damn-
ed, lest the oil that’s in me should set hell on
fire ; he would never else cross me thus. 40



Scene v.] THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 65

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, disguisedasbefore; Pis-

tol, as Hobgoblin; Mistress Quickly, Anne
Page, and others,

as Fairies,
with tapers.

About him, fairies ; sing a scornful rhyme ;

And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time.

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white,

You moonshine revellers, and shades of night.

You orphan heirs of fixed destiny,

Attend your office and your quality.

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy oyes.

Fist. Elves, list your names; silence, you

airy toys.
,

Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap

:

Where fires thou find’st unraked and hearths un-

swept,
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry:

Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 50

Fal. They are fairies ; he that speaks to them

shall die

:

I’ll wink and couch : no man their works must eye.

[Lies down upon hisface.

Evans. Where’s Bede? Go you, and where

you find a maid
That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said,

Raise up the organs of her fantasy

;

Sleep she as sound as careless infancy

:

But those as sleep and think not on their sms,

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides

and shins.

Quick. About, about;

Search Windsor Castle, elves, within and out : 60

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room :

That it may stand till the perpetual doom,

In state as wholesome as in state ’tis fit,

Worthy the owner, and the owner it.

The several chairs of order look you scour

With juice of balm and every precious flower

:

Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest.

With loyal blazon, evermore be blest

!

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing,

Like to the Garter’s compass, in a ring : 70

The expressure that it bears, green let it be,

More fertile-fresh than all the field to see

;

And ‘ Honi soit qui mal y pense’ write

In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white;

Like sapphire, pearl and rich embroidery,

Buckled below fair knighthood’s bending knee :

Fairies use flowers for their charadlery.

Away; disperse: but till ’tis one o’clock,

Our dance of custom round about the oak
Of Herne the hunter, let us not forget. 80

Evans. Pray you, lock hand in hand ;
your-

selves in order set

;

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be,

To guide our measure round about the tree.

But, stay ; I smell a man of middle-earth.

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welsh
fairy, lest he transform me to a piece of cheese !

Fist. Vile worm, thou wast o’erlook’d even

in thy birth.

Quick. With trial-fire touch me his finger-

end :

If he be chaste, the flame will back descend
And turn him to no pain ;

but if he start, 90
It is the flesh of a corrupted heart.

Fist. A trial, come.
Evans. Come, will this wood take fire?

[They burn him with their tapers.

Fal. Oh, Oh, Oh !

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire !

Fie on sinful fantasy !

Fie on lust and luxury

!

Lust is but a bloody fire,

Kindled with unchaste desire,
.

100

Fed in heart, whose flames aspire

As thoughts do blow them, higher and higher.

Pinch him, fairies, mutually

;

Pinch him for his villany;

Pinch him, and burn him, and turn him about,

Till candles and starlight and moonshine be out.

During this song theypinch Falstaff. Doc-
tor Caius comes one way,

andsteals away
a boy in green; Slender another way,

and takes offa boy in white; and Fenton
comes,

and steals away Mrs Anne Page.
A noise of hunting is heard within. A ll

the Fairies rtin away. Falstaff pulls

offhis buck's head
,
and rises.

Enter Page, Ford, Mistress Page and
Mistress Ford.

Page. Nay, do not fly; I think we have
watch’d you now :j

Will none but Herne the hunter serve your turn?

Mrs Page. I pray you, come, hold up the

jest no higher.

Now, good Sir John, how like youWindsor wives?

fSee you these, husband? do not these fair yokes
Become the forest better than the town?
Ford. Now, sir, who’s a cuckold now? Mas-

ter Brook, Falstaff’s a knave, a cuckoldly knave ;

here are his horns, Master Brook : and, Master
Brook, he hath enjoyed nothing of Ford’s but

his buck-basket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds
of money, which must be paid to Master Brook

;

his horses are arrested for it, Master Brook.

Mrs Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck;

we could never meet. I will never take you for

my love again ; but I will always count you my
deer.

Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made
an ass.

Ford. Ay, and an ox too : both the proofs are

extant.

Fal. And these are not fairies? I was three

or four times in the thought they were not fairies :

and yet the guiltiness of my mind, the sudden
surprise of my powers, drove the grossness of the

foppery into a received belief, in despite of the

teeth of all rhyme and reason, that they were
fairies. See now how wit may be made a Jack-
a-Lent, when ’tis upon ill employment

!

Evans. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and
leave your desires, and fairies will not pinse you.

Ford. Well said, fairy Hugh.
Evans. And leave your jealousies too, I pray

you.
_ #

14°
Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again,

till thou art able to woo her in good English.

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the sun and
dried it, that it wants matter to prevent so gross

o’erreaching as this? Am I ridden with a Welsh
goat too ? shall I have a coxcomb of frize ? ’Tis

time I were choked with apiece of toasted cheese.

5
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Evans. Seese is not good to give putter
;
your

belly is all putter.

Fal. ‘Seese’ and ‘putter’! have I lived to

stand at the taunt of one that makes fritters of

English? This is enough to be the decay of lust

and late-walking through the realm.

Mrs Page. Why, Sir John, do you think,

though we would have thrust virtue out of our

hearts by the head and shoulders and have given

ourselves without scruple to hell, that ever the

devil could have made you our delight ?

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding ? a bag of flax ?

Mrs Page. A puffed man ? 160

Page. Old, cold, withered and of intolerable

entrails?

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan?
Page. And as poor as Job?
Ford. And as wicked as his wife?

Evans. And given to fornications, and to

taverns and sack and wine and metheglins, and
to drinkings and swearings and starings, pribbles

and prabbles?
Fal. Well, I am your theme

:
you have the

start of me; I am dejeCted; I am not able to

answer the Welsh flannel; ignorance itself is a
plummet oer me : use me as you will.

Ford. Marry, sir, we’ll bring you to Windsor,
to one Master Brook, that you have cozened of

money, to whom you should have been a pander

:

over and above that you have suffered, I think

to repay that money will be a biting affliction.

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight: thou shalt eat

a posset to-night at my house; where I will

desire thee to laugh at my wife, that now laughs

at thee : tell her Master Slender hath married her

daughter.
Mrs Page. [Aside] DoClors doubt that: if

Anne Page be my daughter, she is, by this,

DoCtor Caius’ wife.

Enter Slender.

Slen. Whoa, ho ! ho, father Page !

Page. Son, how now ! how now, son ! have
you dispatched?

Slen. Dispatched! I’ll make the best in

Gloucestershire know on’t ; would I were hanged,

la, else

!

Page. Of what, son ?

Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry Mis-

tress Anne Page, and she’s a great lubberly boy.

If it had not been i’ the church, I would have
swinged him, or he should have swinged me. If

I did not think it had been Anne Page, would
I might never stir !—and ’tis a postmaster’s boy.

Page. Upon my life, then, you took the

wrong. 201

Slen. What need you tell me that?^ I think

so, when I took a boy for a girl. If I had been
married to him, for all he was in woman’s appa-

rel, I would not have had him.
Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not

I tell you how you should know my daughter by
her garments? 1

[Act v.

Slen. I went to her in white, and cried ‘mum,’ i

and she cried ‘budget,’ as Anne and I had ap- 1

pointed ;
and yet it was not Anne, but a post- I

master’s boy. 1

Mrs Page. Good George, be not angry: I

knew of your purpose ; turned my daughter into 1

green; and, indeed, she is now with the doCtor I

at the deanery, and there married.

Enter Caius.

Caius. Vere is Mistress Page? By gar, I am I

cozened : I ha’ married un gargon, a boy ; un
|

paysan, by gar, a boy ; it is not Anne Page : by
gar, I am cozened.

.

220

Mrs Page. Why, did you take her in green?
Caius. Ay, by gar, and ’tis a boy: by gar,

I’ll raise all Windsor. [Exit.

Ford. This is strange. Who hath got the

right Anne ?

Page. My heart misgives me: here comes
Master Fenton.

Enter Fenton and Anne Page.

How now, Master Fenton !

Anne. Pardon, good father
!
good my mother,

pardon !

Page. Now, mistress, how chance you went
not with Master Slender ? 231
Mrs Page. Why went you not with master

doCtor, maid?
Fent. You do amaze her : hear the truth of it.

You would have married her most shamefully,

Where there was no proportion held in love.

The truth is, she and I, long since contracted,

Are now so sure that nothing can dissolve us.

The offence is holy that she hath committed

;

And this deceit loses the name of craft,

Of disobedience, or unduteous title, 240
Since therein she doth evitate and shun
A thousand irreligious cursed hours.

Which forced marriage would have brought upon
her.

Ford. Stand not amazed ; here is no remedy

:

In love the heavens themselves do guide the

state

;

Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate.

Fal. I am glad, though you have ta’en a
special stand to strike at me, that your arrow
hath glanced.
Page. Well, what remedy? Fenton, heaven

give thee joy! 250
What cannot be eschew’d must be embraced.
Fal. When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer

are chased.

Mrs Page. Well, I will muse no further.

Master Fenton,
Heaven give you many, many merry days !

Good husband, let us every one go home.
And laugh this sport o’er by a country fire

;

Sir John and all.

Ford. Let it be so. Sir John,
To Master Brook you yet shall hold your word;
For he to-night shall lie with Mistress Ford.

[Exeunt.



MEASURE FOR MEASURE

DRAMATIS

Vincentio, the Duke.
Angelo, Deputy.
Escalus, an ancient Lord.
Claudio, a young gentleman.
Lucio, a fantastic.

Two other gentlemen.
Provost.

two friar,

A Justice.

Varrius.
Elbow, a simple constable.

Froth, a foolish gentleman.

ACT I.

Scene I. An apartment in the Duke’s palace.

Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords and Attendants.

Dtike. Escalus.
Escal. My lord.

Duke. Of government the properties to unfold,

Would seem in me to affedt speech and discourse

;

Since I am put to know that your own science
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice
My strength can give you : then no more remains,
(•But that to your sufficiency

as your worth is able,

\nd let them work. The nature of our people,
3ur city’s institutions, and the terms n
For common justice, you’re as pregnant in

\s art and pradtice hath enriched any
That we remember. There is our commission,
From which we would not have you warp. Call

hither,

[ say, bid come before us Angelo.
[Exit an A ttendant.

What figure of us think you he will bear ?

Sor you must know, we have with special soul
Eledled him our absence to supply,
Lent him our terror, dress’d him with our fove,
\nd given his deputation all the organs 21
)f our own power : what think you of it?

Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth
Co undergo such ample grace and honour,
t is Lord Angelo.
Duke. Look where he comes.

Enter Angelo.
Ang. Always obedient to your grace’s will,

’ come to know your pleasure.

Duke. Angelo,
There is a kind of character in thy life,

That to the observer doth thy history
?ully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings 30
\re not thine own so proper as to waste
Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee.
Teaven doth with us as we with torches do,

PERSONAL

Pompey, servant to Mistress Overdone.
Abhorson, an executioner.
Barnardine, a dissolute prisoner.

Isabella, sister to Claudio.
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo.
Juliet, beloved of Claudio.
Francisca, a nun.
Mistress Overdone, a bawd.

Lords, Officers, Citizens, Boy, and Attendants.

Scene : Vienna.

Not light them for themselves ; for if our virtues
Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely
touch’d

But to fine issues, nor Nature never lends
The smallest scruple of her excellence
But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines
Herself the glory of a creditor, 40
Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech
To one that can my part in him advertise

;

Hold therefore, Angelo :

—

In our remove be thou at full ourself;
Mortality and mercy in Vienna
Live in thy tongue and heart : old Escalus,
Though first in question, is thy secondary.
Take thy commission.
Ang. Now, good my lord,

Let there be some more test made of my metal,
Before so noble and so great a figure 50
Be stamp’d upon it.

Duke. No more evasion:
We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours.
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition
That it prefers itself and leaves unquestion’d
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you,
As time and our concernings shall importune,
How it goes with us, and do look to know
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well

:

To the hopeful execution do I leave you 60
Of your commissions.
Ang. Yet give leave, my lord,

That we may bring you something on the way.
Duke. My haste may not admit it

;

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do
With any scruple

;
your scope is as mine own,

So to enforce or qualify the laws
As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand :

I ’ll privily away. I love the people,
But do not like to stage me to their eyes

;

Though it do well, I do not relish well 70
Their loud applause and Aves vehement

;

.Nor do I think the man of safe discretion
That does affedt it. Once more, fare you well.
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Ang. The heavens give safety to your pur-

poses !

Escal. Lead forth and bring you back in hap-
piness !

Dtike. I thank you. Fare you well. [Exit.

Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to give me
leave

To have free speech with you ; and it concerns me
To look into the bottom of my place :

A power I have, but of what strength and nature
I am not yet instructed. 81

Ang. ’Tis so with me. Let us withdraw to-

gether,
And we may soon our satisfaction have
Touching that point.

Escal. I’ll wait upon your honour. [Exeunt.

Scene II. A street

.

Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen.

|

Lucio. If the duke with the other dukes come

j

not to composition with the King of Hungary,
I why then all the dukes fall upon the king.

First Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but
not the King of Hungary’s!

Sec. Gent. Amen.
Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimo-

nious pirate, that went to sea with the Ten Com-
mandments, but scraped one out of the table.

Sec. Gent. ‘ Thou shalt not steal’? io

Lucio. Ay, that he razed.

First Gent. Why, ’twas a commandment to

command the captain and all the rest from their

functions : they put forth to steal. There’s not a
soldier of us all, that, in the thanksgiving before

meat, do relish the petition well that prays for

peace.
Sec. Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it.

Lucio. I believe thee ; for I think thou never
wast where grace was said. 20

Sec. Gent. No ? a dozen times at least.

First Gent. What, in metre ?

Lucio. In any proportion or in any language.
First Gent. I think, or in any religion.

Lticio. Ay, why not? Grace is grace, despite

of all controversy : as, for example, thou thyself

art a wicked villain, despite of all grace.

First Gent. Well, there went but a pair of

shears between us.

Lucio. I grant; as there may between the

lists and the velvet. Thou art the list. 31

First Gent. And thou the velvet : thou art

good velvet ; thou ’rt a three-piled piece, I war-

rant thee : I had as lief be a list of an English

kersey as be piled, as thou art piled, for a French
velvet. Do I speak feelingly now ?

Lucio. I think thou dost; and, indeed, with

most painful feeling of thy speech : I will, out of

thine own confession, learn to begin thy health

;

but, whilst I live, forget to drink after thee. 40
First Gent. I think I have done myself wrong,

have I not?
Sec. Gent. Yes, that thou hast, whether thou

art tainted or free.

Lucio. Behold, behold, where Madam Mitiga-
tion comes ! I have purchased as many diseases

under her roof as come to

—

Sec. Gent. To what, I pray ?

Lucio. Judge.
Sec. Gent. To three thousand dolours a year.
First Gent. Ay, and more. 51
Lucio. A French crown more.
First Gent. Thou art always figuring diseases

in me
;
but thou art full of error ; I am sound.

Lucio. Nay, not as one would say, healthy;
but so sound as things that are hollow : thy bones
are hollow ; impiety has made a feast of thee.

Enter Mistress Overdone.
First Gent. How now ! which of your hips has

the most profound sciatica?

Mrs Ov. Well, well; there’s one yonder ar-

rested and carried to prison was worth five thou-
sand of you all.

Sec. Gent. Who’s that, I pray thee?Mrs Ov. Marry, sir, that’s Claudio, Signior
Claudio.

First Gent. Claudio to prison ? ’tis not so.

Mrs Ov. Nay, but 1 know ’tis so : I saw him
arrested, saw him carried away; and, which is

more, within these three days his head to be
chopped off. 70
Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not

have it so. Art thou sure of this ?

Mrs Ov. I am too sure of it : and it is for get-

ting Madam Julietta with child.

Lucio. Believe me, this may be : he promised
to meet me two hours since, and he was ever pre-

cise in promise-keeping.
Sec. Gent. Besides, you know, it draws some-

thing near to the speech we had to such a purpose.
First Gent. But, most of all, agreeing with

the proclamation. 81

Lucio. Away! let's go learn the truth of it.

[Exeunt Lucio and Gentlemen.
Mrs Ov. Thus, what with the war, what with

the sweat, what with the gallows and what with
poverty, I am custom-shrunk.

Enter Pompey.

How now ! what’s the news with you ?

Pom. Yonder man is carried to prison. -

Mrs Ov. Well ; what has he done ?

Pom. A woman.
Mrs Ov. But what’s his offence ? 90
Pom. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.

Mrs Ov. What, is there a maid with child by
him ?

Pom. No, but there’s a woman with maid by
him. You have not heard of the proclamation,

have you ?

Mrs Ov. What proclamation, man ?

Pom. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna
must be plucked down.
Mrs Ov. And what shall become of those in

the city ? 101

Pom. They shall stand for seed : they had gone
down too, but that a wise burgher put in for them.

Mrs Ov. But shall all our houses of resort in

the suburbs be pulled down ?

Pom. To the ground, mistress.

Mrs Ov. Why, here ’s a change indeed in the

commonwealth ! What shall become of me ?

Pom. Come ; fear not you : good counsellors

lack no clients : though you change your place,

you need not change your trade ; I ’ll be your

tapster still. Courage ! there will be pity taken
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on you
:
you that have worn your eyes almost out

in the service, you will be considered.

Mrs Ov. What’s to do here, Thomas tapster?

let’s withdraw.
Pom. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the

provost to prison; and there’s Madam Juliet.

[Exeunt.

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and
Officers.

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus

to the world?
_

120

Bear me to prison, where I am committed.

Prov. I do it not in evil disposition,

But from Lord Angelo by special charge

Claud. Thus can the demigod Authority

Make us pay down for our offence by weight

The words of heaven ; on whom it will, it will

;

On whom it will not, so ;
yet still ’ tis just.

Re-enter Lucio and two Gentlemen.

Ljicio. Why, how now, Claudio ! whence
comes this restraint ?

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio,

liberty

:

As surfeit is the father of much fast, * 3°

So every scope by the immoderate use

Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue,

Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,

A thirsty evil ; and when we drink we die.

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an

arrest, I would send for certain of my creditors

:

and yet, to say the truth, I had as lief have the

foppery of freedom as the morality of imprison

ment. What’s thy offence, Claudio ?

Claud: What but to speak of would offend

again. I 4°

Lucio. What, is’t murder?
Claud. No.
Lucio. Lechery?
Claud. Call it so.

Prov. Away, sir
!
you must go.

Claud. One word, good friend. Lucio, a word

with you.

Lucio. A hundred, if they’ll do you any good.

Is lechery so look’d after?

Claud. Thus stands it with me : upon a true

contract

I got possession of Julietta’s bed;
.

T5°

You know the lady; she is fast my wife,

Save that we do the denunciation lack

Of outward order : this we came not to.

Only for propagation of a dower

.

Remaining in the coffer of her friends,

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love

Till time had made them for us. But it chances

The stealth of our most mutual entertainment

With character too gross is writ on Juliet.

Lucio. With child, perhaps?
Claud. Unhappily, even so. 160

And the new deputy now for the duke

—

Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness,

Or whether that the body public be

A horse whereon the governor doth ride,

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur;

Whether the tyranny be in his place,

Or in his eminence that fills it up,

I stagger in :—but this new governor

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 170

Which have, like unscour’d armour, hung by the

wall

So long that nineteen zodiacs have gone round

And none of them been worn ; and, for a name,

Now puts the drowsy and negledled a<5t

Freshly on me : ’tis surely for a name.

Lucio. I warrant it is : and thy head stands

so tickle on thy shoulders that a milkmaid, if she

be in love, may sigh it off. Send after the duke

and appeal to him.

Claud. I have done so, but he’s not to be

found.
_ #

I prithee, Lucio, do me this kind service :

This day my sister should the cloister enter

And there receive her approbation

:

Acquaint her with the danger of my state:
.

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends

To the stria deputy ; bid herself assay him

:

I have great hope in that ; for in her youth

There is a prone and speechless dialedt,

Such as move men ;
beside, she hath prosperous art

When she will play with reason and discourse,

And well she can persuade. 191

Lucio. I pray she may; as well for the en-

couragement of the like, which else would stand

under grievous imposition, as for the enjoying of

thy life, who I would be sorry should be thus

foolishly lost at a game of tick-tack. I’ll to her.

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio.

Lucio. Within two hours.

Claud. Come, officer, away

!

[Exeunt

.

Scene III. A monastery.

Enter Duke and Friar Thomas.

Duke. No, holy father; throw away that

thought

;

Believe not that the dribbling dart of love.

Can pierce a complete bosom. Why I desire thee

To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose

More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends

Of burning youth.

Fri. T. May your grace speak of it

:

Diike. My holy sir, none better knows than you

How I have ever loved the life removed
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies

Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps.

I have deliver’d to Lord Angelo, U
A man of stricture and firm abstinence,

.

My absolute power, and place here in Vienna,

And he supposes me travell’d to Poland

;

For so I have strew’d it in the common ear,

And so it is received. Now, pious sir,

You will demand of me why I do this?

Fri. T. Gladly, my lord.

Duke. We have stria statutes and most biting

laws,

The needful bits and curbs to headstrong weeds,

Which for this nineteen years we have let slip ; 21

Even like an o’ergrown lion in a cave,

That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond fathers,

Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch,

Only to stick it in their children’s sight

For terror, not to use, in time the rod

Becomes more mock’d than fear’d ; so our decrees,

j

Dead to infliaion, to themselves are dead;

j

And liberty plucks justice by the nose;
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The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 30
Goes all decorum.
Fri. T. It rested in your grace

To unloose this tied-up justice when you pleased

:

And it in you more dreadful would have seem’d
Than in Lord Angelo.
Duke. I do fear, too dreadful

:

Sith ’twas my fault to give the people scope,
’Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them
For what I bid them do : for we bid this be done,
When evil deeds have their permissive pass
And not the punishment. Therefore indeed,

my father,

I have on Angelo imposed the office
; 40

Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home,
fAnd yet my nature never in the fight
To do in slander. And to behold his sway,
I will, as ’twere a brother of your order,
Visit both prince and people : therefore, I prithee,
Supply me with the habit and instruct me
How I may formally in person bear me
Like a true friar. More reasons for this adlion
At our more leisure shall I render you ;

Only, this one Lord Angelo is precise; 50
Stands at a guard with envy

; scarce confesses
That his blood flows, or that his appetite
Is more to bread than stone : hence shall we see.
If power change purpose, what our seemers be.

[Exeunt

.

Scene IV. A nunnery.

Enter Isabella and Francisca.

Isab. And have you nuns no farther privileges ?

Fran. Are not these large enough?
Isab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more

;

But rather wishing a more stridt restraint
Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint Clare.
Lucio, [ Withiii\ Ho ! Peace be in this place !

Isab.
*

Who’s that which calls?
Fran. It is a man’s voice. Gentle Isabella,

Turn you the key, and know his business of him ;

You may, I may not
;
you are yet unsworn.

When you have vow’d, you must not speak with
men 10

But in the presence of the prioress

:

Then, if you speak, you must not show your face,
Or, if you show your face, you must not speak.
Fie calls again ; I pray you, answer him. {Exit.

Isab. Peace and prosperity! Who is’t that
calls?

Enter Lucio.

Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be, as those cheek-
roses

Proclaim you are no less ! Can you so stead me
As bring me to the sight of Isabella,

A novice of this place and the fair sister

To her unhappy brother Claudio? 20
Isab. Why ‘her unhappy brother ’ ? let me ask.

The rather for I now must make you know
I am that Isabella and his sister.

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly
greets you

:

Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison.
Isab. Woe me! for what?
Lucio. For that which, if myself might be his

judge,
He should receive his punishment in thanks

:

He hath got his friend with child.
Isab. Sir, make me not your story.
Lticio. It is true. 30

I would not—though ’tis my familiar sin
With maids to seem the lapwing and to jest.

Tongue far from heart—play with all virgins so:
I hold you as a thing ensky’d and sainted,
By your renouncement an immortal spirit,

And to be talk’d with in sincerity,
As with a saint.

Isab. You do blaspheme the good in mocking
me.

Lticio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth,
’tis thus:

Your brother and his lover have embraced : 40
As those that feed grow full, as blossoming time
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings
To teeming foison, even so her plenteous womb
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry.

Isab. Some one with child by him ? My cousin
Juliet?

Lticio. Is she your cousin?
Isab. Adoptedly; as school-maids change their

names
By vain though apt affection.

Lucio. She it is.

Isab. O, let him marry her.

Lucio.
'

This is the point.
The duke is very strangely gone from hence

; 50
Bore many gentlemen, myself being one,
In hand and hope of adlion : but we do learn
By those that know the very nerves of state.

His givings-out were of an infinite distance
From his true-meant design. Upon his place.
And with full line of his authority,
Governs Lord Angelo ; a man whose blood
Is very snow-broth; one who never feels

The wanton stings and motions of the sense.
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 60
With profits of the mind, study and fast."

He—to give fear to use and liberty,

Which have for long run by the hideous law.
As mice by lions—hath pick’d out an a<5t.

Under whose heavy sense your brother’s life

Falls into forfeit : he arrests him on it;

And follows close the rigour of the statute,
To make him an example. All hope is gone,
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer
To soften Angelo: and that’s my pith of business
’Twixt you and your poor brother. 71

Isab. Doth he so seek his life ?

Lucio. Has censured him
Already ; and, as I hear, the provost hath
A warrant for his execution.

Isab.
*

Alas ! what poor ability’s in me
To do him good?
Lucio. Assay the power you have.
Isab. My power ? Alas, I doubt

—

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors

And make us lose the good we oft might win
By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo,
And let him learn to know, when maidens sue, 80
Men give like gods ; but when they weep and

kneel.
All their petitions are as freely theirs

As they themselves would owe them.
Isab. I ’ll see what I can do.
Lucio.

* .
But speedily.

Isab. I will about it straight

;



No longer staying but to give the mother

Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you

:

Commend me to my brother : soon at night

I’ll send him certain word of my success.

Lucio. I take my leave of you.

Isab. Good sir, adieu. 90

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. A hall in Angelo’s house.

EnterAngelo, Escalus, anda Justice, Provost,

Officers, and other Attendants, behind.

Ang. We must not make a scarecrow of the

law,

Setting it up to fear the birds of prey,

And let it keep one shape, till custom make it

Their perch and not their terror.

Escal. Ay, but yet

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little,

Than fall, and bruise to death. Alas, this gentle-

man,
Whom I would save, had a most noble father !

Let but your honour know,
Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,

That, in the working of your own affections, 10

Had time cohered with place or place with

wishing,

Or that the resolute adting of your blood

Could have attain’d the effedt of your own pur-

pose,

Whether you had not sometime in your life

.

Err’d in this point which now you censure him,

And pull’d the law upon you.

Ang. ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus,

Another thing to fall. I not deny,

The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life,

May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two 20

Guiltier than him they try. What’s open made
to justice,

f That justice seizes: what know the laws

That thieves do pass on thieves? ’Tis very preg-

nant,

The jewel that we find, we stoop and take’t

Because we see it; but what we do not see

We tread upon, and never think of it.

You may not so extenuate his offence

For I have had such faults ;
but rather tell me,

When I, that censure him, do so offend,

Let mine own judgement pattern out my death,

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die.

Escal. Be it as your wisdom will.

Ang. Where is the provost?

Prov. Here, if it like your honour.

Ang. See that Claudio

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning

:

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepared

;

For that’s the utmost of his pilgrimage.
{Exit Provost.

Escal. [Aside] Well, heaven forgive him ! and
forgive us all !

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall

:

fSome run from brakes of ice, and answer none:

And some condemned for a fault alone. 40

Enter Elbow, and Officers with Froth and
Pompey.

Elb. Come, bring them away : if these be good
people in a commonweal that do nothing but use

their abuses in common houses, I know no law

:

bring them away.
Ang. How now, sir! What’s your name?

and what’s the matter?
Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor

duke’s constable, and my name is Elbow : I do

lean upon justice, sir, and do bring inhere before

your good honour two notorious benefactors. 50

Ang. Benefadtors? Well; what benefaCtors

are they? are they not malefadtors?

Elb. If it please your honour, I know not well

what they are : but precise villains they are, that

I am sure of; and void of all profanation in the

world that good Christians ought to have.

Escal. This comes off well; here’s a wise

officer.

Ang. Go to : what quality are they of? Elbow
is your name? why dost thou not speak, Elbow?
Pom. He cannot, sir; he’s out at elbow. 61

Ang. What are you, sir?

Elb. He, sir ! a tapster, sir
;
parcel-bawd ;

one

that serves a bad woman ; whose house, sir, was,

as they say, plucked down in the. suburbs ;
and

now she professes a hot-house, which, I think, is

a very ill house too.

Escal. How know you that ?

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before hea-

ven and your honour,— 70

Escal. How ? thy wife ?

Elb. Ay, sir; whom, I thank heaven, is an

honest woman,

—

Escal. Dost thou detest her therefore ?

Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as

well as she, that this house, if it be not a bawd’s

house, it is pity of her life, for it is a naughty
house.

Escal. How dost thou know that, constable?

Elb. Marry, sir, by my wife ; who, if she had
been a woman cardinally given, might have been

accused in fornication, adultery, and all unclean-

liness there.

Escal. By the woman’s means ?

Elb. Ay, sir, by Mistress Overdone’s means

:

but as she spit in his face, so she defied him.

Pom. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so.

Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thou

honourable man ;
prove it.

Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces ? 90
Pom. Sir, she came in great with child ;

and
longing, saving your honour’s reverence, for stew-

ed prunes; sir, we had but two in the. house,

which at that very distant time stood', as it were,

in a fruit-dish, a dish of some three-pence
;
your

honours have seen such dishes; they are not

China dishes, but very good dishes,

—

Escal. Go to, go to : no matter for the dish, sir.

Pom. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin; you are

therein in the right : but to the point. As I say,

this Mistress Elbow, being, as I say, with child,

|ind being great-bellied, and longing,, as I said, for

prunes ; and having but two in the dish, as I said,

Master Froth here, this very man, having eaten

the rest, as I said, and, as I say, paying for them
very honestly ;

for, as you know, Master Froth,

I could not give you three-pence again.

Froth. No, indeed.

Pom. Very well; you being then, if you be

remembered, cracking the stones of the foresaid

prunes,— 111
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Froth. Ay, so I did indeed.
Pom. Why, very well

;
I telling you then, if

i
you be remembered, that such a one and such a
one were past cure of the thing you wot of, unless

they kept very good diet, as I told you,

—

Froth. All this is true.

Pom. Why, very well, then,

—

Escal. Come, you are a tedious fool : to the

purpose. What was done to Elbow’s wife, that he
hath cause to complain of? Come me to what was
done to her.

Pom. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet.

Escal. No, sir, nor I mean it not.

Pom. Sir, but you shall come to it, by your
honour’s leave. And, I beseech you, look into

Master Froth here, sir; a man of fourscore pound
a year; whose father died at Hallowmas: was’t
not at Hallowmas, Master Froth?
Froth. All-hallond eve. 130
Pom. Why, very well ; I hope here be truths.

He, sir, sitting, as I say, in a lower chair, sir;

’twas in the Bunch of Grapes, where indeed you
have a delight to sit, have you not?

Froth. I have so ; because it is an open room
and good for winter.

Pom. Why, very well, then ; I hope here be
truths.

Ang. This will last out a night in Russia,
When nights are longest there : I ’ll take my

leave, 140
And leave you to the hearing of the cause

;

Hoping you’ll find good cause to whip them
all.

Escal. I think no less. Good morrow to your
lordship. [Exit Angelo.

Now, sir, come on: what was done to Elbow’s
wife, once more?
Pom. Once, sir? there was nothing done to

her once.
Elb. I beseech you, sir, ask him what this

man did to my wife.

Pom. I beseech your honour, ask me. 150
Escal. Well, sir; what did this gentleman to

her?
Pom. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentle-

man’s face. Good Master Eroth, look upon his

honour ; ’tis for a good purpose. Doth your
honour mark his face ?

Escal. Ay, sir, very well.

Pom. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well.

Escal. Well, I do so.

Pom. Doth your honour see any harm in his

face? 160

Escal. Why, no.

Pom. I’ll be supposed upon a book, his face

is the worst thing about him. Good, then ; if his

face be the worst thing about him, how could
Master Froth do the constable’s wife any harm?
I would know that of your honour.
Escal. He’s in the right. Constable, what^

say you to it?

Elb. First, an it like you, the house is a re-

spedted house; next, this is a respedted fellow;

and his mistress is a respedted woman.
Pom. By this hand, sir, his wife is a more re-

spected person than any of us all.

Elb. Varlet, thou liest; thou liest, wicked
varlet ! the time is yet to come that she was ever
respedted with man, woman, or child.

Pom. Sir, she was respedted with him before
he married with her.

Escal. Which is the wiser here? Justice or
Iniquity? Is this true? 181
Elb. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou

wicked Hannibal! I respedted with her before
I was married to her ! If ever I was respedted
with her, or she with me, let not your worship
think me the poor duke’s officer. Prove this,

thou wicked Hannibal, or I’ll have mine adtion
of battery on thee.

Escal. If he took you a box o’ the ear, you
might have your adtion of slander too. 190
Elb. Marry, I thank your good worship for

it. What is’t your worship’s pleasure I shall do
with this wicked caitiff?

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some
offences in him that thou wouldst discover if thou
couldst, let him continue in his courses till thou
knowest what they are.

Elb. Marry, I thank your worship for it.

Thou seest, thou wicked varlet, now, what’s come
upon thee : thou art to continue now, thou varlet;

thou art to continue. 201

Escal. Where were you born, friend?

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir.

Escal. Are you of fourscore pounds a year?
Froth. Yes, an’t please you, sir.

Escal. So. What trade are you of, sir ?

Pom. A tapster ; a poor widow’s tapster.

Escal. Your mistress’ name?
Pom. Mistress Overdone.
Escal. Hath she had any more than one hus-

band? 211

Pom. Nine, sir ; Overdone by the last.

Escal. Nine ! Come hither to me, Master
Froth. Master Froth, I would not have you ac-

quainted with tapsters: they will draw you,
Master Froth, and you will hang them. Get you
gone, and let me hear no more of you.
Froth. I thank your worship. For mine own

part, I never come into any room in a taphouse,
but I am drawn in. 220

Escal. Well, no more of it, Master Froth:
farewell. [Exit Froth.~\ Come you hither to

me, Master tapster. What ’s your name, Master
tapster?

Pom. Pompey.
Escal. What else ?

Pom. Bum, sir.

Escal. Troth, and your bum is the greatest

thing about you ; so that in the beastliest sense
you are Pompey the Great. Pompey, you are
partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever you colour it

in being a tapster, are you not? come, tell me
true : it shall be the better for you.
Pom. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that would

live.

Escal. How would you live, Pompey? by
being a bawd? What do you think of the trade,

Pompey ? is it a lawful trade ?

Pom. If the law would allow it, sir.

Escal. But the lawwill not allow it, Pompey;
nor it shall not be allowed in Vienna. " 241
Pom. Does your worship mean to geld and

splay all the youth of the city ?

Escal. No, Pompey.
Pom. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they

will to’t then. If your worship will take order
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ar the drabs and the knaves, you need not to

ear the bawds.
Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I

an tell you : it is but heading and hanging. 250

Pom. If you head and hang all that offend

hat way but for ten year together, you’ll be

;lad to give out a commission for more heads : if

his law hold in Vienna ten year, I’ll rent the

airest house in it after three-pence a bay : if you

ive to see this come to pass, say Pompey told

mu so.

Escal. Thank you, good Pompey ;
and, in re-

[uital of your prophecy, hark you : I advise you,

et me not find you before me again upon any

:omplaint whatsoever ; no, not for dwelling where

mu do : if I do, Pompey, I shall beat you to your

ent, and prove a shrewd Caesar to you ; in plain

lealing, Pompey, I shall have you whipt : so, for

his time, Pompey, fare you well.

Pom

.

I thank your worship for your good

munsel :
[Aside} but I shall follow it as the flesh

md fortune shall better determine.

Vhip me? No, no ; let carman whip his jade

:

L'he valiant heart is not whipt out of his trade.

[Exit. 270

Escal. Come hither to me, Master Elbow;

:ome hither, Master constable. How long have

,mu been in this place of constable ?

Eld. Seven year and a half, sir.

Escal. I thought, by your readiness in the

iffice, you had continued in it some time. You
;ay, seven years together?

Elb. And a half, sir.

Escal. Alas, it hath been great pains to you.

They do you wrong to put you so oft upon’t : are

;here not men in your ward sufficient to serve it?

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters

:

is they are chosen, they are glad to choose me
'or them ; I do it for some piece of money, and

50 through with all.

Escal. Look you bring me in the names of

mmesix or seven, the most sufficient ofyour parish.

Elb. To your worship’s house, sir?

Escal. To my house. Fare you well.

[Exit Elbow.

What’s o’clock, think you? 280

Just. Eleven, sir.

Escal. I pray you home to dinner with me.

Just. I humbly thank you.

Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio

;

But there’s no remedy.
Just. Lord Angelo is severe.

Escal. It is but needful

:

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so

;

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe

:

But yet,—poor Claudio ! There is no remedy.

Come, sir. [Exeunt. 290

Scene II. Another Yoom in the same.

Enter Provost and a Servant.

Serv. He’s hearing of a cause; he will come
straight:

I ’ll tell him of you.
Prov. Pray you, do. [Exit Servant.}

I ’ll know
His pleasure ; may be he will relent. Alas,

He hath but as offended in a dream

!

All seCts, all ages smack of this vice ; and he

To die for ’t

!

Enter Angelo.

Ang. Now, what’s the matter, provost?

Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-

morrow ?

Ang. Did not I tell thee yea? hadst thou not

order ?

Why dost thou ask again ?

Prov. Lest I might be too rash

:

Under your good correction, I have seen, 10

When, after execution, judgement hath

Repented o’er his doom.
A ng. Go to ; let that be mine :

Do you your office, or give up your place,

And you shall well be spared.

Prov. I crave your honour’s pardon.

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet?

She ’s very near her hour.

Ang. Dispose of her

To some more fitter place, and that with speed.

Re-enter Servant.

Sn'V. Here is the sister of the man condemn’d
Desires access to you.

A ng. Hath he a sister ?

Prov. Ay, my good lord; a very virtuous

maid,
<

20

And to be shortly of a sisterhood,

If not already.

Ang. Well, let her be admitted.
[Exit Servant.

See you the fornicatress be removed

:

Let her have needful, but not lavish, means

;

There shall be order for’t.

Enter Isabella and Lucio.

Prov. God save your honour !

Ang. Stay a little while. [To Isab.} You’re
welcome : what’s your will?

Isab. I am a woeful suitor to your honour,

Please but your honour hear me.

Ang. Well ; what’s your suit ?

Isab. There is a vice that most I do abhor,

And most desire should meet the blow of justice

;

For which I would not plead, but that I must

;

For which I must not plead, but that I am
At war ’twixt will and will not.

Ang. Well; the matter?

Isab. I have a brother is condemn’d to die

:

I do beseech you, let it be his fault,

1. nd not my brother.

Prov. [Aside} Heaven give thee moving
graces

!

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the aCtor

of it?

Why, every fault’s condemn’d ere it be done :

Mine were the very cipher of a function,

To fine the faults whose fine stands in record, 40
And let go by the actor.

Isab. O just but severe law !

I had a brother, then. Heaven keep your honour

!

Lucio. [Aside to Isab.} Give’t not o’er so : to

him again, entreat him ;

Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown :

You are too cold ; if you should need a pin,

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it

:

\ k i

.



To him, I say !

Isab. Must he needs die ?

Ang. Maiden, no remedy.
Isab. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon

him,
And neither heaven nor man grieve at the mercy.

Ang. I will not do’t.

Isab

.

But can you, if you would ? 51

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do.

Isab. But might you do’t, and do the world

no wrong,
If so your heart were touch’d with that remorse
As mine is to him?
Ang. He’s sentenced; ’tis too late.

Lucio. [Aside to Isab.'] You are too cold.

Isab. Too late? why, no ; I, that do speak a
word,

May call it back again. Well, believe this,

No ceremony that to great ones ’longs,

Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword, 60

The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe,

Become them with one half so good a grace

As mercy does.

If he had been as you and you as he,

You would have slipt like him ; but he, like you,

Would not have been so stern.

Ang. Pray you, be gone.

Isab. I would to heaven I had your potency,

And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus?

No ; I would tell what ’twere to be a judge,

And what a prisoner.

Lticio. [Aside to Isab.] Ay, touch him; there’s

the vein.
. #

7°
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law,

And you but waste your words.

Isab. Alas, alas

!

Why, all the souls that were were forfeit once ;

And He that might the vantage best have took

Found out the remedy. How would you be,

If He, which is the top of judgement, should

But judge you as you are? O, think on that*

And mercy then will breathe within your lips,

Like man new made.
Ang. Be you content, fair maid

;

It is the law, not I condemn your brother : 80

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son,

It should be thus with him: he must die to-

morrow.
Isab. To-morrow! O, that’s sudden ! Spare

him, spare him !

He’s not prepared for death. Even for our

kitchens
We kill the fowl of season : shall we serve heaven

With less respedt than we do minister

To our gross selves? Good, good my lord, be-

think you ;

Who is it that hath died for this offence ?

There’s many have committed it.

Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] Ay, well said.
_

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it

hath slept
: #

9°

Those many had not dared to do that evil,

If the first that did the edidl infringe

Had answer’d for his deed : now ’tis awake,
Takes note of what is done; and, like a prophet,

Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils,

Either new, or by remissness new-conceived,

And $o in progress to be hatch’d and born,

Are now to have no successive degrees,

But, ere they live, to end.
Isab. Yet show some pity.

Ang. I show it most of all when I show
justice ; 100

For then I pity those I do not know,
Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall

;

And do him right that, answering one foul wrong,
Lives not to ad: another. Be satisfied

;

Your brother dies to-morrow; be content.

Isab. So you must be the first that gives this

sentence,
And he, that suffers. O, it is excellent

To have a giant’s strength ; but it is tyrannous
To use it like a giant.

Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] That’s well said.

Isab. Could great men thunder 1 10

As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet.

For every pelting, petty officer

Would use his heaven for thunder

;

Nothing but thunder l Merciful Heaven,
Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt

Split’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak
Than the soft myrtle : but man, proud man,
Drest in a little brief authority,

Most ignorant of what he’s most assured,

His glassy essence, like an angry ape, 120

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven
As make the angels weep ; who, with our spleens,

Would all themselves laugh mortal.

Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] O, to him, to him,

wench ! he will relent

;

He’s coming; I perceive ’t.

Prov. [Aside] Pray heaven she win him !

Isab. We cannot weigh our brother with ourself

:

Great men may jest with saints ; ’tis wit in them.

But in the less foul profanation.

Lucio. Thou’rt i’ the right, girl ; more o’ that.

Isab. That in the captain’s but a choleric

word, 13°
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy.

Lticio. [Aside to Isab.] Art avised o’ that?

more on’t.

A ng. Why do you put these sayings upon me ?

Isab. Because authority, though it err like

others.

Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself,

That skins the’vice o’ the top. Go to your bosom

;

Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth
know

That’s like my brother’s fault : if it confess

A natural guiltiness such as is his,

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 140

Against my brother’s life.

Ang. [Aside] She speaks, and ’tis

Such sense, that my sense breeds with it. Fare
you well.

Isab. Gentle my lord, turn back.

Ang. I will bethink me: come again to-morrow.

Isab. Hark .how I ’ll bribe you
:
good my lord,

turn back.
Ang. How ! bribe me ?

Isab. Ay, with such gifts that heaven shall

share with you.

Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] You had marr’d all

else.

Isab. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold,

Or stones whose rates are either rich or poor 150

As fancy values them ; but with true prayers

That shall be up at heaven and enter there



re sun-rise, prayers from preserved souls,

rom fasting maids whose minds are dedicate

0 nothing temporal.

Ang. Well ; come to me to-morrow.

Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] Go to ; ’tis well ; away

!

1sab. Heaven keep your honour safe !

Ang. [Aside] Amen:
or I am that way going to temptation,
There prayers cross.

/sab. At what hour to-morrow
hall I attend your lordship ?

A ng. At any time ’fore noon. 160

Isab. ’Save your honour !

[Exeunt Isabella, Lucio
,
and Provost.

Ang. From thee, even from thy virtue !

that’s this, what’s this? Is this her fault or mine ?

he tempter or the tempted, who sins most ?

a •

ot she ; nor doth she tempt : but it is I

hat, lying by the violet in the sun,

'o as the carrion does, not as the flower,

orrupt with virtuous season. Can it be
hat modesty may more betray our sense

han woman’s lightness ? Having waste ground
enough, 170

tiall we desire to raze the sancftuary

nd pitch our evils there ? O, fie, fie, fie !

That dost thou, or what art thou, Angelo ?

ost thou desire her foully for those things

hat make her good ? O, let her brother live :

hieves for their robbery have authority
Then judges steal themselves. What, do I love

her,

hat I desire to hear her speak again,

nd feast upon her eyes? What is’t I dream on ?

cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 180
rith saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous
; that temptation that doth goad us on
o sin in loving virtue : never could the strumpet,
rith all her double vigour, art and nature,

nee stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid
abdues me quite. Ever till now,
rhen men were fond, I smiled and wonder’d

how. [Exit.

Scene III. A room in a prison.

'Inter, severally, Duke disguised as a friar,

and Provost.

Duke. Hail to you, provost ! so I think you are.

Prov. I am the provost. What’s your will,

good friar?

Difke. Bound bymy charity and my blest order,

come to visit the afflidled spirits

ere in the prison. Do me the common right

0 let me see them and to make me know
he nature of their crimes, that I may minister

o them accordingly.

Prov. I would do more than that, if more
were needful.

E7iter Juliet.

00k, here comes one : agentlewoman of mine, 10

To, falling in the flaws of her own youth,
hth blister’d her report : she is with child;

nd he that got it, sentenced ; a young man
[ore fit to do another such offence
han die for this.

Duke. When must he die ?

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow.
I have provided for you : stay awhile, [ToJuliet.
And you shall be conducted.
Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you

carry ?

Jul. I do ; and bear the shame most pa-
tiently. 20

Duke. I’ll teach you how you shall arraign
your conscience,

And try your penitence, if it be sound,
Or hollowly put on.

Jul. I’ll gladly learn.

Duke. Love you the man that wrong’d you ?

Jul. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong’d
him.

Diike. So then it seems your most offenceful

adt
Was mutually committed ?

Jul.
*

Mutually.
Dzike. Then was your sin of heavier kind

than his.

Jul. I do confess it, and repent it, father.

Duke. ’Tis meet so, daughter : but lest you
do repent, 30

As that the sin hath brought you to this shame,
Which sorrow is always towards ourselves, not

heaven,
Showing we would not spare heaven as we love it,

But as we stand in fear,

—

Jul. I do repent me, as it is an evil,

And take the shame with joy.
Duke. There rest.

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow,
And I am going with instruction to him.
Grace go with you, Benedicite ! [Exit.

Jul. Must die to-morrow ! O injurious love, 40
That respites me a life, whose very comfort
Is still a dying horror

!

Prov. ’Tis pity of him. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. A room in Angelo’s house.

Enter Angelo.

Ang. When I would pray and think, I think
and pray

To several subjects. Heaven hath my empty
words

;

Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue.
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven in my mouth,
As if I did but only chew his name ;

And in my heart the strong and swelling evil

Of my conception. The state, whereon I studied,
Is like a good thing, being often read,
Grown fear’d and tedious

;
yea, my gravity,

Wherein—let no man hear me—I take pride, 10
Could I with boot change for an idle plume,
Which the air beats for vain. O place, O form,
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit,
Wrench awe from fools and tie the wiser souls
To thy false seeming ! Blood, thou art blood :

Let’s write good angel on the devil’s horn;
Tis not the devil’s crest.

Enter a Servant.

How now ! who’s there?
Serv. One Isabel, a sister, desires access to^

you.

! t
!

i
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A Jig. Teach her the way. {Exit Serv>] 0
heavens 5

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart, 20

Making both it unable for itself,

And dispossessing all my other parts

Of necessary fitness?

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons

;

Come all to help him, and so stop the air

By which he should revive : and even so

The general, subject to a well-wish’d king,

Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness

Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love

Must needs appear offence.

Enter Isabella.

How now, fair maid ? 30

Isab. I am come to know your pleasure.

Ang. That you might know it, would much
better please me

|

Than to demand what ’tis. Your brother cannot

live.

Isab. Even so. Heaven keep your honour

!

Ang. Yet may he live awhile ;
and, it may be,

As long as you or I
:
yet he must die.

Isab. Under your sentence?

Ang. Yea.
Isab. When, I beseech you? that in his re-

prieve,

Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted 4°

That his soul sicken not.

Ang. Ha! fie, these filthy vices! It were

as good
To pardon him that hath from nature stolen

{
A man already made, as to remit

Their saucy sweetness that do coin heaven’s image

In stamps that are forbid : ’tis all as easy

Falsely to take away a life true made
As to put metal in restrained means
To make a false one.

Isab. ’Tis set down so in heaven, but not in

earth. 5°

Ang. Say you so? then I shall pose you

quickly.

Which had you rather, that the most just law

Now took your brother’s life ; or, to redeem him,

Give up your body to such sweet uncleanness

As she that he hath stain’d?

Isab. Sir, believe this,

I had rather give my body than my soul.

Ang. I talk not of your soul : our compell’d sins

Stand more for number than for accompt.

Isab. How say you?

Ang. Nay, I’ll not warrant that; for I can

speak
Against the thing I say. Answer to this : 60

I, now the voice oFthe recorded law,

Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life :

Might there not be a charity in sin

To save this brother’s life ?

Isab. Please you to do t,

I ’ll take it as a peril to my soul,

It is no sin at all, but charity.

Ang. Pleased you to do’t at peril of your soul,

Were equal poise of sin and charity.

Isab. That I do beg his life, if it be sin,

Heaven let me bear it
!
you granting of my suit,

If that be sin, I ’ll make it my morn prayer 71

To have it added to the faults of mine,

And nothing of your answer.

Ang. Nay, but hear me.

Your sense pursues not mine : either you are

ignorant,

Or seem so craftily ;
and that’s not good.

Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good,

But graciously to know I am no better.

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most

bright
When it doth tax itself ; as these black masks
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder 80

Than beauty could, display’d. But mark me

;

To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross:

Your brother is to die.

Isab. So.

A ng. And his offence is so, as it appear*-

Accountant to the law upon that pain.

Isab. True.
A ng. Admit no other way to save his life,'

—

As I subscribe not that, nor any other,

But in the loss of question,—that you, his sister.

Finding yourself desired of such a person, 91

Whose credit with the judge, or own great place,

Could fetch your brother from the manacles

Of the all-building law ;
and that there were

No earthly mean to save him, but that either

You must lay down the treasures of your body
To this supposed, or else to let him suffer

;

What would you do ?

Isab. As much for my poor brother as myself:

That is, were I under the terms of death, 100

The impression of keen whips I ’Id wear as

rubies,

And strip myself to death, as to a bed
That longing have been sick for, ere I ’Id yield

My body up to shame.
Ang. Then must your brother die.

Isab. And ’twere the cheaper way

:

Better it were a brother died at. once,

Than that a sister, by redeeming him,

Should die for ever.

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the

sentence
That you have slander’d so? no

Isab. Ignomy in ransom and free pardon
Are of two houses : lawful mercy
Is nothing kin to foul redemption.

Ang. You seem’d of late to make the law a

tyrant

;

And rather proved the sliding of your brother

A merriment than a vice.

Isab. O, pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out,

To have what we would have, we speak not

what we mean

:

I something do excuse the thing I hate,

For his advantage that I dearly love. 120

Ang. We are all frail.

Isab. Else let my brother die,

If not a feodary, but only he
Owe and succeed thy weakness.

Ang. Nay, women are frail too.

Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view

themselves

;

Which are as easy broke as they make forms.

Women ! Help Heaven ! men their creation mar
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail

;

For we are soft as our complexions are,

And credulous to false prints.

Ang. I think it well : 130

And from this testimony of your own sex,

—



Scene iv.]

Since I suppose we are made to be no stronger

'han faults may shake our frames, let me be

bold

;

do arrest your words. Be that you are,

;hat is, a woman ;
if you be more, you ’re none

;

f you be one, as you are well express’d

3y all external warrants, show it now,

3y putting on the destined livery.

Isab. I have no tongue but one: gentle my

^et me ’entreat you speak the former lan-

guage.
. T ,

140

Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you.

Isab. My brother did love Juliet,

Vnd you tell me that he shall die for it.

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me
love. '

. ,

Isab. I know your virtue hath a license in t,

Which seems a little fouler than it is,

To pluck on others.

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour,

My words express my purpose. ....
Isab. Ha ! little honour to be much believed,

And most pernicious purpose! Seeming, seem-

ing
!

?

1S°

[ will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for t

:

Sign me a present pardon for my brother,

Dr with an outstretch’d throat I’ll tell the world

aloud
What man thou art.

,

Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel?

My unsoil’d name, the austereness of my life,

My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state.

Will so your accusation overweigh,

That you shall stifle in your own report

And smell of calumny. I have begun,

And now I give my sensual race the rein : 160

Fit thy consent to my sharp.appetite ;

Lay by all nicety and prolixious blushes,

That banish what they sue for; redeem thy

brother
By yielding up thy body to my will

;

Or else he must not only die the death,

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out

To lingering sufferance. Answer me to-morrow,

Or, by the affedtion that now guides me most,

I ’ll prove a tyrant to him. As for you,.

Say what you can, my false o’erweighs your

true. {Exit. 170

Isab. To whom should I complain? Did I

tell this,

Who would believe me? O perilous mouths,

That bear in them one and the self-same tongue,

Either of condemnation or approof;

Bidding the law make court’sy to their will

;

Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite,

To follow as it draws ! I’ll to my brother:

Though he hath fall’n by prompture of the

blood,

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour,

That, had he twenty heads to tender down 180

On twenty bloody blocks, he ’Id yield them up,

Before his sister should her body stoop

To such abhorr’d pollution.

Then, Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die;

More than our brother is our chastity.

I ’ll tell him yet of Angelo’s request,

And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest.
’ {Exit.

Enter Duke disguised as before,
Claudio,

and Provost.

Duke. So then you hope of pardon from

Lord Angelo ?

Claud. The miserable have no other medicine

But only hope:
I ’ve hope to live, and am prepared to die.

Dtike. Be absolute for death; either death

or life

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with

life:

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing

That none but fools would keep: a breath

thou art,

Servile to all the skyey influences,

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st, 10

Hourly afflidl : merely, thou art death’s fool

;

For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun

And yet runn’st toward him still. Thou art not

noble
; #

For all the accommodations that thou bear’st

Are nursed by baseness. Thou ’rt by no means
valiant

;

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork

Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep,

And that thou oft provokest
;
yet grossly fear’st

Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not

thyself

;

For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains 20

That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not

;

For what thou hast not, still thou strivest to get,

And what thou hast, forget’st. Thou art not

certain

;

For thy complexion shifts to strange effedls,

After the moon. If thou art rich, thou’rt poor;

For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows,

Thou bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey,

And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou none

;

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire,

The mere effusion of thy proper loins, 30

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum,

For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor youth

nor age,

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep,

Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth

Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms

Of palsied eld; and when thou art old and rich,

Thou hast neitherheat, affedtion, limb, nor beauty,

To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in this

That bears the name of life? Yet in this life

Lie hid moe thousand deaths
:
yet death we fear,

That makes these odds all even. 41

Claud. I humbly thank you.

To sue to live, I find I seek to die

;

And, seeking death, find life : let it come on.

Isab. [ Within] What, ho ! Peace here ;
grace

and good company

!

Prov. Who’s there? come in: the wish de-

serves a welcome.
Duke. Dear sir, ere long I’ll visit you agam.

Claud. Most holy sir, I thank you.

Enter Isabella.

Isab. My business is a word or two with

Claudio.

[I
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Prov

.

And very welcome. Look, signior,

here’s your sister.

Duke. Provost, a word with you. 50
Prov. As many as you please.

Duke. Bring me to hear them speak, where I

may be concealed. [Exeunt Duke and Provost.

Claud. Now, sister, what’s the comfort?
Isab. Why,

As all comforts are ; most good, most good indeed.

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven,
Intends you for his swift ambassador.
Where you shall be an everlasting leiger :

Therefore your best appointment make with
speed ;

60
To-morrow you set on.

Claud. Is there no remedy?
Isab. None, but such remedy as, to save a

head,
To cleave a heart in twain.
Claud. But is there any?
Isab. Yes, brother, you may live

:

There is a devilish mercy in the judge,
If you’ll implore it, that will free your life,

But fetter you till death.

Cla7cd. Perpetual durance ?

Isab. Ay, just; perpetual durance, a restraint.

Though all the world’s vastidity you had,
To a determined scope.

Claud. But in what nature ? 70
Isab. In such a one as, you consenting to’t,

Would bark your honour from that trunk you
bear,

And leave you naked.
Claud. Let me know the point.

Isab. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake,
Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain,

And six or seven winters more respeCt
Than a perpetual honour. Darest thou die ?

The sense of death is most in apprehension

;

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon.
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 80
As when a giant dies.

Claud. Why give you me this shame?
Think you I can a resolution fetch
From flowery tenderness? If I must die,

I will encounter darkness as a bride,

And hug it in mine arms.
Isab. There spake my brother; there my

father’s grave
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou must die ;

s Thou art too noble to conserve a life

|

In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,

Whose settled visage and deliberate word 90
Nips youth i’ the head and follies doth emmew
As falcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil

;

His filth within being cast, he would appear
A pond as deep as hell.

Claud. The’prenzie Angelo

!

Isab. O, ’tis the cunning livery of hell.

The damned’st body to invest and cover
In prenzie guards ! Dost thou think, Claudio?
If I would yield him my virginity,

Thou mightst be freed.

Claud. O heavens ! it cannot be.

Isab. Yes, he would give’t thee, from this

rank offence, 100

So to offend him still. This night’s the time
That I should do what I abhor to name,
Or else thou diest to-morrow.

Claud. Thou shalt not do’t

Isab. O, were it but my life,

I ’Id throw it down for your deliverance
As frankly as a pin.

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel.

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to

morrow.
Claud. Yes. Has he affedlions in him,

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose.

When he would force it? Sure, it is no sin; nc
Or of the deadly seven it is the least.

Isab. Which is the least?

Clatid. If it were damnable, he being so wise,

Why would he for the momentary trick

Be perdurably fined? O Isabel

!

Isab. What says my brother ?

Claud. Death is a fearful thing.

Isab. And shamed life a hateful.

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not

where

;

To lie in cold obstruction and to rot;

This sensible warm motion to become
. .

120

A kneaded clod; and the delighted spirit

To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside

In thrilling region of thick-ribbed ice

;

To be imprison’d in the viewless winds,

And blown with restless violence round about
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst

Of those that lawless and incertain thought
Imagine howling : ’tis too horrible !

The weariest and most loathed worldly life

That age, ache, penury and imprisonment 130

Can lay on nature is a paradise

To what we fear of death.

Isab. Alas, alas!

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live

:

What sin you do to save a brother’s life,

Nature dispenses with the deed so far

That it becomes a virtue.

Isab. O you beast

!

0 faithless coward ! O dishonest wretch

!

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice?

Is’t not a kind of incest, to take life

From thine own sister’s shame? What should I

think? 14°

Heaven shield my mother play’d my father fair !

For such a warped slip of wilderness

Ne’er issued from his blood. Take my defiance

!

Die, perish ! Might but my bending down
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed;

I’ll pray a thousand prayers for thy death,

No word to save thee.

Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel.

Isab. O, fie, fie, fie

!

Thy sin’s not accidental, but a trade.

Mercy to thee would prove itself a bawd: 150
’Tis best that thou diest quickly.

Claud. 0 hear me, Isabella

!

Re-enter Duke.

Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but
one word.

Isab. What is your will ?

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure,

1 would by and by have some speech with you

:

the satisfa<5lion I would require is likewise your
own benefit.

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure ; my stay
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lust be stolen out of other affairs ; but I will

ttend you awhile. [Wcilks apart.

Duke. Son, I have overheard what hath passed

etween you and your sister. Angelo had never

le purpose to corrupt her; only he hath made

n assay of her virtue to practise his judgement

nth the disposition of natures : she, having the

ruth of honour in her, hath made him that gra-

ious denial which he is most glad to receive. I

m confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be

rue ;
therefore prepare yourself to death : do not

atisfy your resolution with hopes that are fal-

ble : to-morrow you must die ;
go to your knees

ind make ready.

Clazcd. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am
o out of love with life that I will sue to be rid

Duke. Hold you there: farewell. [Exit

ilaudio.] Provost, a word with you!

Re-enter Provost.

Prov. What’s your will, father?

Dzike. That now you are come, you will be

rone. Leave me awhile with the maid: my
nind promises with my habit no loss shall touch

ler by my company.
Prov. In good time.

[Exit Provost. Isabella comes forward..

Dzike. The hand that hath made you fair

xath made you good : the goodness that is cheap

n beauty makes beauty brief in goodness ; but

rrace, being the soul of your complexion, shall

ceep the body of it ever fair. The assault that

\ngelo hath made to you, fortune hath conveyed

:o my understanding ; and, but that frailty hath

;xamples for his falling, I should wonder at

Angelo. How will you do to content this sub-

stitute, and to save your brother?

Isab. I am now going to resolve him : I had
-ather my brother die by the law than my son

should be unlawfully born. But, O, how much
is the good duke deceived in Angelo ! If ever

ae return and I can speak to him, I will open

aiy lips in vain, or discover his government.

Dzike. That shall pot be much amiss : yet, as

the matter now stands, he will avoid your accus-

ation; he made trial of you only. Therefore

fasten your ear on my advisings: to the love I

have in doing good a remedy presents itself. I

do make myself believe that you may‘most up-

righteously do a poor wronged lady a merited

benefit; redeem your brother from the angry

law; do no stain to your own gracious person;

and much please the absent duke, if peradven-

ture he shall ever return to have hearing of this

business. 211

Isab. Let me hear you speak farther. I have

spirit to do any thing that appears not foul in the

truth of my spirit.

Dzike. Virtue is bold, and goodness never

fearful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana,

the sister of Frederick the great soldier who mis-

carried at sea?
Isab. I have heard of the lady, and good

words went with her name. .220

Dzike. She should this Angelo have married

;

was affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial

appointed: between which time of the contract

and limit of the solemnity, her brother Frederick

was wrecked at sea, having in that perished ves-

sel the dowry of his sister. But mark how heavily

this befell to the poor gentlewoman
:.

there she

lost a noble and renowned brother, in his love

toward her ever most kind and natural ; with him,

the portion and sinew of her fortune, her marriage-

dowry; with both, her combinate husband, this

well-seeming Angelo.
Isab. Can this be so ? did Angelo so leave her ?

Duke. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of

them with his comfort ;
swallowed his vows whole,

pretending in her discoveries of dishonour ; in

few, bestowed her on her own lamentation, which
she yet wears for his sake ; and he, a marble to

her tears, is washed with them, but relents not.

Isab. What a merit were it in death to take

this poor maid from the world ! What corruption

in this life, that it will let this man live I But
how out of this can she avail ?

Duke. It is a rupture that you may easily

heal: and the cure of it not only saves, your

brother, but keeps you from dishonour in doing it.

Isab. Show me how, good father.

Duke. This forenamed maid hath yet in her

the continuance of her first affeCtion : his unjust

unkindness, that in all reason should have quench-

ed her love, hath, like an impediment in the cur-

rent, made it more violent and unruly. Go you
to Angelo ; answer his requiring with a plausible

obedience ; agree with his demands to the point

;

only refer yourself to this advantage, first, that

your stay with him may not be long; that the

time may have all shadow and silence in it ; and
th6 place answer to convenience. This being
granted in course,—and now follows all,—we
shall advise this wronged maid to stead up your
appointment, go in your place ;

if the encounter
acknowledge itself hereafter, it may compel him
to her recompense: and here, by this, is your
brother saved, your honour untainted, the poor
Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt deputy
scaled. The maid will I frame and make fit for

his attempt. If you think well to carry this as

you may, the doubleness of the benefit defends
the deceit from reproof. What think you of it?

Isab. The image of it gives me content al-

ready; and I trust it will grow to a most pro-

sperous perfection.

Duke. It lies much in your holding up. Haste
you speedily to Angelo : if for this night he en-

treat you to his bed, give him promise of satis-

faction. I will presently to Saint Luke’s : there,

at the moated grange, resides this dejeCted Ma-
riana. At that place call upon me ; and dispatch

with Angelo, that it may be quickly.

Isab. I thank you for this comfort. Fare you
well, good father. [Exeunt severally. 281

Scene II. The street before the prison.

Enter,
on one side

y
Duke disguised as before; on

the other
,
Elbow, and Officers with Pompey.

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but

that you will needs buy and sell men and women
like beasts, we shall have all the world drink

brown and white bastard.

Duke. O heavens ! what stuff is here ?

Pom. ’Twas never merry world since, of two
usuries, the merriest was put down, and the wors-
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er allowed by order of law a furred gown to keep
him warm; and furred with fox and lamb-skins
too, to signify, that craft, being richer than inno-
cency, stands for the facing. 1

1

Elb. Come your way, sir. ’Bless you, good
father friar.

Dxike. And you, good brother father. What
offence hath this man made you, sir ?

Elb. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law:
and, sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir ; for

we have found upon him, sir, a strange picklock,
which we have sent to the deputy.
Duke. Fie, sirrah ! a bawd, a wicked bawd

!

The evil that thou causest to be done, 21
That is thy means to live. Do thou but think
What ’tis to cram a maw or clothe a back
From such a filthy vice : say to thyself,

From their abominable and beastly touches
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live.

Canst thou believe thy living is a life,

So stinkingly depending ? Go mend, go mend.
Pom. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir

;

but yet, sir, I would prove— 30
Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs

for sin,

Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer

:

Correction and instruction must both work
Ere this rude beast will profit.

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir; he has
given him warning : the deputy cannot abide a
whoremaster : ifhe be a whoremonger, and comes
before him, he were as good go a mile on his

errand.

Duke. That we were all, as some would seem
to be, 40

f From our faults, as faults from seeming, free !

Elb. His neck will come to your waist,—

a

cord, sir.

Pom. I spy comfort; I cry bail. Here’s a
gentleman and a friend of mine.

Ejiter Lucio.

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey ! What, at

the wheels of Caesar ? art thou led in triumph ?

What, is there none ofPygmalion’s images, newly
made woman, to be had now, for putting the hand
in the pocket and extracting it clutched? What
reply, ha ? What sayest thou to this tune, matter
and method? Is’t not drowned i’ the last rain,

ha? What sayest thou, Trot? Is the world as it

was, man? Which is the way? Is it sad, and
few words? or how? The trick of it ?

Duke. Still thus, and thus ; still worse !

Lucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mis-
tress? Procures she still, ha?
Pom. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef,

and she- is herself in the tub.

Lucio. Why, ’tis good
; it is the right of it ; it

must be so : ever your fresh whore and your pow-
dered bawd : an unshunned consequence ; it must
be so. Art going to prison, Pompey ?

Pom. Yes, faith, sir.

Lucio. Why, ’tis not amiss, Pompey. Fare-
well : go, say I sent thee thither. For debt, Pom-
pey ? or how ?

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd.
Lucio. Well, then, imprison him: if imprison-

ment be the due of a bawd, why, ’tis his right

:

bawd is he doubtless, and of antiquity too ; bawd-

born. Farewell, good Pompey. Commend me
to the prison, Pompey

:
you will turn good hus-

band now, Pompey
;
you will keep the house.

Pom. I hope, sir, your good worship will be
my bail.

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is

not the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase
your bondage : if you take it not patiently, why,
your mettle is the more. Adieu, trusty Pompey.
’Bless you, friar. 81

Duke. And you.
Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey, hal
Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come.
Pom. You will not bail me, then, sir?

Lucio. Then, Pompey, nor now. What news
abroad, friar? what news?
Elb. Come your ways, sir; come.
Lucio. Go to kennel, Pompey

;
go. [Exeunt

Elbow
,
Pompey and Officers.] What news, friar,

of the duke ? 91
Duke. I know none. Can you tell me of any ?

Lticio. Some say he is with the Emperor of

Russia ; other some, he is in Rome : but where is

he, think you?
Dtike. I know not where

; but wheresoever, I

wish him well.

Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him to

steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he
was never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well
in his absence; he puts transgression to’t. 101
Duke. He does well in ’t.

Lucio. A little more lenity to lechery would
do no harm in him : something too crabbed that
way, friar.

Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity
must cure it.

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is ofa great
kindred ; it is well allied : but it is impossible to

extirp it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be
put down. They say this Angelo was not made
by man and woman after this downright way of

creation : is it true, think you ?

Duke. How should he be made, then?
Lucio. Some report a sea-maid spawned him ;

some, that he was begot between two stock-fishes.
But it is certain that when he makes water his

urine is congealed ice ; that I know to be true

:

f and he is a motion generative ; that’s infallible.

Duke. You are pleasant, sir, and speak apace.
Lucio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this in

him, for the rebellion of a codpiece to take away
the life of a man ! Would the duke that is absent
have done this ? Ere he would have hanged a
man for the getting a hundred bastards, he would
have paid for the nursing a thousand : he had
some feeling of the sport ; he knew the service,

and that instructed him to mercy.
Duke. I never heard the absent duke much

detected forwomen ; he was not inclined that way.
Lucio. O, sir, you are deceived. 131
Duke. ’Tis not possible.

Lucio. Who, not the duke? yes, your beggar
of fifty ; and his use was to put a ducat in her
clack-dish : the duke had crotchets in him. He
would be drunk too ; that let me inform you.
Duke. You do him wrong, surely.

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his. A shy
fellow was the duke : and I believe I know the

cause of his withdrawing. 140
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• Duke. What, I prithee, might be the cause?

Lucio. No, pardon; ’tis a secret must
.

be

locked within the teeth and the lips ; but this I

can let you understand, the greater file of the

subject held the duke to be wise.

Dtike. Wise ! why, no question but he was.

' Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweigh-

ing fellow.
, . . . ..

Dtike. Either this is envy in you, folly, or

mistaking: the very stream of his life and the

business he hath helmed must upon a warranted

need give him a better proclamation. Let him

be but testimonied in his own bringings-forth,

and he shall appear to the envious a scholar, a

statesman and a soldier. Therefore you speak

unskilfully ;
or if your knowledge be more it is

much darkened in your malice.

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him.

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and

knowledge with dearer love. 160

Lucio. Come, sir, I know what I know.

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you

know not what you speak. But, if ever the duke

return, as our prayers are he may, let me desire

you to make your answer before him. If it be

honest you have spoke, you have courage to

maintain it : I am bound to call upon you ; and,

I pray you, your name ?

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio; well known to

the duke.
. . 17

°

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I

may live to report you.

Lucio. I fear you not.

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no

more; or you imagine me too unhurtful an op-

posite. But indeed I can do you little harm;

you’ll forswear this again.

Lucio. I’ll be hanged first : thou art deceived

in me, friar. But no more of this. Canst thou

tell if Claudio die to-morrow or no? 180

Duke. Why should he die, sir?

Lucio. Why? For filling a bottle with a tun-

dish. I would the duke we talk of were returned

again : this ungenitured agent will unpeople the

province with continency ;
sparrows must not

build in his house-eaves, because they are lecher-

ous. The duke yet would have dark deeds

darkly answered ; he would never bring them to

light : would he were returned ! Marry, this

Claudio is condemned for untrussing. Farewell,

good friar: I prithee, pray for me. The duke,

I say to thee again, would eat mutton on Fridays.

He’s not past it yet, and I say to thee, he would
mouth with a beggar, though she smelt brown
bread and garlic: say that I said so. Farewell.

[Exit

.

Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality

Can censure ’scape ;
back-wounding calumny

The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue?

But who comes here? 200

Enter Escalus, Provost, and Officers with
Mistress Overdone.

Escal. Go ; away with her to prison

!

Mrs Ov. Good my lord, be good to me ;
your

honour is accounted a merciful man; good my
lord.

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and

still forfeit in the same kind ! This would make
mercy swear and play the tyrant.

Prov. A bawd of eleven years’ continuance,
may it please your honour.
Mrs Ov. My lord, this is one Lucio’s inform-

ation against me. Mistress Kate Keepdown was
with child by him in the duke’s time ;

he promised
her marriage : his child is a year and a quarter

old, come Philip and Jacob: I have kept it my-
self ; and see how he goes about to abuse me !

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much license:

let him be called before us. Away with her to

prison ! Go to ; no more words. [Exeunt Officers

with Mistress Ov.] Provost, my brother Angelo
will not be altered ; Claudio must die to-morrow

:

let him be furnished with divines, and have all

charitable preparation. If my brother wrought
by my pity, it should not be so with him.
Prov. So please you, this friar hath been with

him, and advised him for the entertainment of

death.
Escal. Good even, good father.

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you !

Escal. Of whence are you?
Duke. Not of this country, though my chance

is now 230
To use it for my time : I am a brother

Of gracious order, late come from the See
In special business from his holiness.

Escal. What news abroad i’ the world?
Dtike. None, but that there is so great a fever

on goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure

it : novelty is only in request ; and it is as danger-

ous to be aged in any kind of course, as it is

virtuous to be constant in any undertaking. There
is scarce truth enough alive to make societies se-

cure ; but security enough to make fellowships

accurst : much upon this riddle runs the wisdom
of the world. This news is old enough, yet it is

every day’s news. I pray you, sir, ofwhat dispos-

ition was the duke?
Escal. One that, above all other strifes, con-

tended especially to know himself.

.

Duke. What pleasure was he given to ?

Escal. Rather rejoicing to see another merry,

than merry at any thing which professed to make
him rejoice : a gentleman of all temperance. But
leave we him to his events, with a prayer they

may prove prosperous ; and let me desire to know
how you find Claudio prepared. I am made to

understand that you have lent him visitation..

Duke. He professes to have received no sinis-

ter measure from his judge, but most willingly

humbles himself to the determination of justice

:

yet had he framed to himself, by the. instruction

of his frailty, many deceiving promises of life

;

which I by my good leisure have discredited to

him, and now is he resolved to die.

Escal. You have paid the heavens your

fundtion, and the prisoner the very debt of your

calling. I have laboured for the poor gentleman

to the extremest shore of my modesty : but my
brother justice have I found so severe, that he

hath forced me to tell him he is indeed Justice.

Duke. If his own life answer, the straitness of

his proceeding, it shall become him well ; wherein

if he chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself.

Escal. I am going to visit the prisoner. Fare

you well.

6
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Duke. Peace be with you !

[.Exeunt Escalus and Provost.

He who the sword of heaven will bear

Should be as holy as severe ;

Pattern in himself to know,

t Grace to stand, and virtue go;
More nor less to others paying
Than by self-offences weighing. 280

Shame to him whose cruel striking

Kills for faults of his own liking I

Twice treble shame on Angelo,
To weed my vice and let his grow

!

O, what may man within him hide.

Though angel on the outward side !

f How may likeness made in crimes,

Making practice on the times,

To draw with idle spiders’ strings

Most ponderous and substantial things ! 290
Craft against vice I must apply ;

With Angelo to-night shall lie

His old betrothed but despised ;

t So disguise shall, by the disguised,

Pay with falsehood false exacting,

And perform an old contracting. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I. The moatedgrange at St Luke’s.

Enter Mariana and a Boy.

Boy sings.

Take, O, take those lips away,
That so sweetly were forsworn ;

And those eyes, the break of day,
Lights that do mislead the morn

:

But my kisses bring again, bring again ;

Seals of love, but sealed in vain, sealed in vain.

Mari. Break off thy song, and haste thee
quick away

:

|

Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice

j

Plath often still’d my brawling discontent.

[Exit Boy.

Enter Duke disguised as before.

I cry you mercy, sir ; and well could wish 10

You had not found me here so musical:

Let me excuse me, and believe me so,

My mirth it much displeased, but pleased my woe.
Duke. ’Tis good

;
though music oft hath such

a charm
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm.
I pray you, tell me, hath any body inquired for

I
me here to-day? much upon this time have I

promised here to meet.
Mari. You have not been inquired after : I

have sat here all day. 20

Enter Isabella.

Duke. I do constantly believe you. The time

is come even now. I shall crave your forbear-

ance a little : may be I will call upon you anon,

for some advantage to yourself.

Mari. I am always bound to you. [Exit.

Duke. Very well met, and well come.
What is the news from this good deputy ?

Isab. He hath a garden circummured with
brick,

Whose western side is with a vineyard back’d

;

And to that vineyard is a planched gate, 30
That makes his opening with this bigger key:
This other doth command a little door
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads

;

There have I made my promise
.

Upon the heavy middle of the night
To call upon him.
Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find

this way ?

Isab. I have ta’en a due and wary note upon ’t

:

With whispering and most guilty diligence,

In action all of precept, he did show me 40
The way twice o’er.

Duke. Are there no other tokens
Between you ’greed concerning her observance?

Isab. No, none, but only a repair i’ the dark

;

And that I have possess’d him my most stay
Can be but brief ; for I have made him know
I have a servant comes with me along, •

That stays upon me, whose persuasion is

I come about my brother.

Duke. ’Tis well borne up.
I have not yet made known to Mariana
A word of this. What, ho ! within ! come forth !

Re-enter Mariana.

I pray you, be acquainted with this maid ; 51
She comes to do you good.

Isab. I do desire the like.

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I re-

spect you?
Mari. Good friar, I know you do, and have

found it.

Duke. Take, then, this your companion by
the hand,

Who hath a story ready for your ear.

I shall attend your leisure : but make haste ;

The vaporous night approaches.
Mari. Will’t please you walk aside ?

[Exeunt Mariana and Isabella.

Duke. O place and greatness ! millions of false

eyes 60
Are stuck upon thee : volumes of report

Run with these false and most contrarious quests
Upon thy doings : thousand escapes of wit
Make thee the father of their idle dreams
And rack thee in their fancies.

Re-enter Mariana and Isabella.

Welcome, how agreed ?

Isab. She’ll take the enterprise upon her,

father,

If you advise it.

Duke. It is not my consent,

But my entreaty too.

Isab. Little have you to say
When you depart from him, but, soft and low,
‘ Remember now my brother.’

Mari. Fear me not. 70
Dtcke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at

all.

He is your husband on a pre-contract

:

To bring you thus together, ’tis no sin,

Sith that the justice of your title to him
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go

:

Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tithe’s to sow.
[Exeunt.
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Scene II. A room in the prison.

Enter Provost and Pompey.

Prov. Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut off

a man’s head?
Pom. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can ;

but if he be a married man, he’s his wife’s head,

and I can never cut off a woman’s head.

Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and

yield me a direcff answer. To-morrow morning

are to die Claudio and Barnardine. Here is in

our prison a common executioner, who in his

office lacks a helper : if you will take it on you

to assist him, it shall redeem you from your

gyves; if uot, you shall have your full time of

imprisonment and your deliverance with an un-

pitied whipping, fof you have been a notorious

bawd.
, . , ,

Pom. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd
time out of mind ;

but yet I will be content to

be a lawful hangman. I would be glad to receive

some instruction from my fellow partner.

Prov. What, ho ! Abhorson ! Where’s Abhorson,

there? • .

21

Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio

:

{Exeunt Pompey and Abhorson.
The one has my pity ; not a jot the other.

Being a murderer, though he were my brother.

Enter Claudio.

Look, here’s the warrant, Claudio, for thy death:

’Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow

Thou must be made immortal. Where’s Bar-

nardine ?

Claud. As fast lock’d up in sleep as guiltless

labour
When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones : 70
He will not wake.
Prov. Who can do good on him ?

Well, go, prepare yourself. {Knocking within.]

But, hark, what noise ?

Heaven give your spirits comfort !
{Exit Claudio.]

By and by.

I hope it is some pardon or reprieve

For the most gentle Claudio.

Enter Duke disguised as before.

Enter Abhorson.

Abhor. Do you call, sir?

Prov

.

Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you

to-morrow in your execution. If you think it

meet, compound with him by the year, and let

him abide here with you ;
if not, use him for the

present and dismiss him. He cannot plead his

estimation with you ;
he hath been a bawd.

Abhor. A bawd, sir? fie upon him 1 he will

discredit our mystery.
_

3°

Prov. Go to, sir
;
you weigh equally ; a feather

will turn the scale. {Exit.

Pom. Pray, sir, by your good favour,—for

surely, sir, a good favour you have, but that you
have a hanging look,—do you call, sir, your oc-

cupation a mystery ?

Abhor. Ay, sir ; a mystery.

Pom. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a

mystery; and your whores, sir, being members
of my occupation, using painting, do prove my
occupation a mystery : but what mystery there

should be in hanging, if I should be hanged, I

cannot imagine.
Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery.

Pom. Proof?
Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your

thief : if it be too little for your thief, your true

man thinks it big enough ; if it be too big for

your thief, your thief thinks it little
.

enough : so

every true man’s apparel fits your thief. 50

Re-enter Provost.

Prov. Are you agreed ?

Pom. Sir, I will serve him ; for I do find

your hangman is a more penitent trade than your
bawd ; he doth oftener ask forgiveness.

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and
your axe to-morrow four o’clock.

Abhor. Come on, bawd ; I will instrudt thee

in my trade ; follow.

Pom. I do desire to learn, sir : and I hope,

if you have occasion to use me for your own turn,

you shall find me yare ; for truly, sir, for your
kindness I owe you a good turn.

Welcome, father.

Duke. The best and wholesomest spirits of the

night
Envelope you, good Provost ! Who call’d here of

late ?

Prov. None, since the curfew rung.

Duke

.

Not Isabel?
Prov. No.
Duke. They will, then, ere’t be long.

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio ? 80

Duke. There’s some in hope.

Prov. It is a bitter deputy.

Duke. Not so, not so; his life is parallel’d

Even with the stroke and line of his great justice :

He doth with holy abstinence subdue
That in himself which he spurs on his power
To qualify in others : were he meal’d with that

Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous

;

But this being so, he’s just. {Knocking within.
Now are they,come.

{Exit Provost.

This is a gentle provost : seldom when
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.

{Knocking within, go

How now! what noise? That spirit’s possessed

with haste

That wounds the unsisting postern with these

strokes.

Re-enter Provost.

Prov. There he must stay until the officer

Arise to let him in : he is call’d up.

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio
'

yet,

But he must die to-morrow ?

Prov. None, sir, none.

Duke. As near the dawning, provost, as it is,

You shall hear more ere morning.
Prov. Happily

You something know; yet I believe there comes
No countermand ; no such example have we : xoo

Besides, upon the very siege of justice

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear

Profess’d the contrary.

6—2
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Enter a Messenger.
This is his lordship’s man.

Duke. And here comes Claudio’s pardon.

Mes. [Giving a paper. ] My lord hath sent

you this note; and by me this further charge,

that you swerve not from the smallest article of

it, neither in time, matter, or other circumstance.

Good morrow ; for, as I take it, it is almost day.

Prov. I shall obey him. [Exit Messenger.
Duke. [Aside] This is his pardon, purchased

by such sin

For which the pardoner himself is in.

Hence hath offence his quick celerity.

When it is borne in high authority:
When vice makes mercy, mercy’s so extended,
That for the fault’s love is the offender friended.

Now, sir, what news ?

Prov. I told you. Lord Angelo, belike thinking
me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this

unwonted putting-on ; methinks strangely, for he
hath not used it before. 12

1

Duke. Pray you, let ’s hear.

Prov. [Reads]
‘Whatsoever you may hear to the contrary, let

Claudio be executed by four of the clock ; and in

the afternoon Barnardine: for my better satis-

faction, let me have Claudio’s head sent me by
five. Let this be duly performed ; with a thought
that more depends on it than we must yet deliver.

Thus fail not to do your office, as you will answer
it at your peril.’ 130
What say you to this, sir ?

Duke. What is that Barnardine who is to be
executed in the afternoon?
Prov. A Bohemian born, but here nursed up

and bred ; one that is a prisoner nine years old.

Duke. How came it that the absent duke had
not either delivered him to his liberty or executed
him? I have heard it was ever his manner to

do so.

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for

him : and, indeed, his fa<5t, till now in the govern-
ment of Lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful
proof.

Duke. It is now apparent?
Prov . Most manifest, and not denied by him-

self.

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in

prison? how seems he to be touched?
Prov. A man that apprehends death no more

dreadfully but as a drunken sleep ; careless, reck-

less, and fearless of what’s past, present,1 or to

come; insensible of mortality, and desperately

mortal.
Duke. He wants advice.

Prov. He will hear none : he hath evermore
had the liberty of the prison

;
give him leave to

escape hence, he would not : drunk many times

a day, if not many days entirely drunk. We have
very oft awaked him, as if to carry him to execu-
tion, and showed him a seeming warrant for it

:

it hath not moved him at all.
.

161

Duke. More of him anon. There is written

in your brow, provost, honesty and constancy : if

I read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me ;

but, in the boldness of my cunning, I will lay my
self in hazard. Claudio, whom here you have
warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit to the

law than Angelo who hath sentenced him. . To

make you understand this in a manifested effedt, 1

1

I crave but four days’ respite ; for the which you I

are to do me both a present and a dangerous I

courtesy.

Prov. Pray, sir, in what ?

Duke. In the delaying death.
Prov. Alack, how may I do it, having the I

hour limited, and an express command, under
|

penalty, to deliver his head in the view of Angelo ?

I may make my case as Claudio’s, to cross this in

the smallest.

Duke. By the vow of mine order I war-
rant you, if my instructions may be your guide.

Let this Barnardine be this morning executed,
and his head borne to Angelo.
Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will

discover the favour.

D^lke. O, death’s a great disguiser; and you
may add to it. Shave the head, and tie. the
beard ; and say it was the desire of the penitent
to be so bared before his death

:
you know the

course is common. If any thing fall to you upon
this, more than thanks and good fortune, by the
saint whom I profess, I will plead against it with
my life.

Prov. Pardon me, good father; it is against

my oath.

Duke. . Were you sworn to the duke, or to the

deputy? "

Prov. To him, and to his substitutes.

Duke. You will think you have made no
offence, if the duke avouch the justice of your
dealing? 201
Prov. But what likelihood is in that?

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty.

Yet since I see you fearful, that neither my coat,

integrity, nor persuasion can with ease attempt
you, I will go further than I meant, to pluck all

fears out of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand
and seal of the duke

:
you know the character,

I doubt not ; and the signet is not strange to you.

Prov. I know them both. 210
Duke. The contents of this is the return of

the duke
:
you shall anon over-read it at your

pleasure ;
where you shall find, within these two

days he will be here. This is a thing that Angelo
knows not ; for he this very day receives letters of

|

strange tenour
;
perchance of the duke’s death ;

perchance entering into some monastery ; but, by
chance, nothing of what is writ. Look, the un-

folding star calls up the shepherd. Put not your-

self into amazement how these things should be

:

all difficulties are but easy when they are known.
Call your executioner, and off with Barnardine’s

head ; I will give him a present shrift and advise I

him for a better place. Yet. you are amazed; I

but this shall absolutely resolve you. Come
away ; it is almost clear dawn. [Exeunt.

Scene III. Another room in the same.

Enter Pompey.

Pom. I am as well acquainted here as I was
]

in our house of profession: one would think it 1

were Mistress Overdone’s own house, for here be a

many of her old customers. First, here’s young I

Master Rash ; he’s in for a commodity of brown
|

paper and old ginger, nine-score and seventeen
|

pounds; of which he made five marks, ready i
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money: marry, then ginger was not much in

request, for the old women were all dead. Then

is there here one Master Caper, at the suit of

Master Three-pile the mercer, for some four suits

of peach-coloured satin, which now peaches him

a beggar. iThen have we here young Dizy, and

young Master Deep-vow, and Master Copper-

spur, and Master Starve-lackey the rapier and

dagger man, and young Drop-heir that killed

lusty Pudding, and Master Forthlight the tilter,

and brave Master Shooty the great traveller, and

wild Half-can that stabbed Pots, and, I think,

forty more ;
all great doers in our trade, and are

now ‘for the Lord’s sake.’ 21

Enter Abhorson.

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither.

Pom. Master Barnardine ! you must rise and

be hanged, Master Barnardine !

Abhor. What, ho, Barnardine!

Bar. [ Within] A pox o’ your throats ! Who
makes that noise there?

,

What are you?

Pom. Your friends, sir; the hangman. You
must be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death.

Bar. [ Within] Away, you rogue, away ! I am
sleepy. 3 1

Abhor. Tell him he must awake, and that

quickly too.

Pom. Pray, Master Barnardine, awake till

you are executed, and sleep afterwards.

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out.

Pom. He is coming, sir, he is coming ; I hear

his straw rustle.

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah?

Pom. Very ready, sir. 4°

Enter Barnardine.

Bar. How now, Abhorson ? what’s the news
with you?
Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap

into your prayers; for, look you, the warrant’s

come.
Bar. You rogue, I have been drinking all

night; I am not fitted for ’t.

Pom. O, the better, sir ; for he that drinks all

night, and is hanged betimes in the morning, may
sleep the sounder all the next day. 50

A bhor. Look you, sir ; here comes your ghostly

father: do we jest now, think you?

Duke. Unfit to live or die : O gravel heart

!

After him, fellows ; bring him to the block.

[Exeunt Abhorson and Pomfiey.

Re-enter Provost.

Prov. Now, sir, how do you find the pri-

soner ? 70
Duke. A creature unprepared, unmeet for

death

;

And to transport him in the mind he is

Were damnable.
Prov. Here in the prison, father,

There died this morning of a cruel fever
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate,

A man of Claudio’s years ; his beard and head
Just of his colour. What if we do omit
This reprobate till he were well inclined

;

And satisfy the deputy with the visage
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio? 80
Duke. O, ’tis an accident that heaven pro-

vides !

Dispatch it presently ; the hour draws on
Prefix’d by Angelo : see this be done,
And sent according to command ; whiles I

Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die.

Prov. This shall be done, good father, pre-

sently.

But Barnardine must die this afternoon

:

And how shall we continue Claudio,
To save me from the danger that might come
If he were known alive?

Duke. Let this be done. 90
Put them in secret holds, both Barnardine and

Claudio

:

Ere twice the sun hath made his journal greeting
To the under generation, you shall find

Your safety manifested.
Prov. I am your free dependant.
Duke. Quick, dispatch, and send the head to

Angelo. [Exit Provost.
Now will I write letters to Angelo,

—

The provost, he shall bear them,—whose contents
Shall witness to him I am near at home,
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 100
To enter publicly : him I’ll desire

To meet me at the consecrated fount
A league below the city ; and from thence,
By cold gradation and well-balanced form.
We shall proceed with Angelo.

Re-enter Provost.

Enter Duke disguised as before.

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing

how hastily you are to depart, I _am come to

advise you, comfort you and pray with you.

Bar. Friar, not I : I have been drinking hard

all night, and I will have more time to prepare

me, or they shall beat out my brains with billets

:

I will not consent to die this day, that’s certain.

Duke. O, sir, you must: and therefore I

beseech you 60

Look forward on the journey you shall go.

Bar. I swear I will not die to-day for any
man’s persuasion.

Duke. But hear you.

Bar. Not a word: if you have any thing to

say to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not

I to-day. [Exit.

Prov. Here is the head ; I ’ll carry it myself.
Duke. Convenient is it. Make a swift return

;

For I would commune with you of such things
That want no ear but yours.

Prov. I ’ll make all speed. [Exit.
Isab. [ Within] Peace, ho, be here! no
Duke. The tongue of Isabel. She’s come to

know
If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither:
But I will keep her ignorant of her good,
To make her heavenly comforts of despair.
When it is least expedled.

Enter Isabella.

Isab. Ho, by your leave !

Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious
daughter.

Isab. The better, given me by so holy a man.
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Hath yet the deputy sent my brother’s pardon?
Duke. He hath released him, Isabel, from

the world

:

His head is off and sent to Angelo. 120
Isab. Nay, but it is not so.

Duke. It is no other: show your wisdom,
daughter,

In your close patience.

Jsab. O, I will to him and pluck out his eyes !

Dtike. You shall not be admitted to his sight.

Isab. Unhappy Claudio ! wretched Isabel

!

Injurious world ! most damned Angelo !

Dtike. This nor hurts him nor profits you
a jot

;

Forbear it therefore; give your cause to heaven.
Mark what I say, which you shall find 130
By every syllable a faithful verity

:

The duke comes home to-morrow; nay, dry
your eyes;

One of our covent, and his confessor,

Gives me this instance : already he hath carried

Notice to Escalus and Angelo,
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates,

There to give up their power. If you can, pace
your wisdom

In that good path that I would wish it go,

And you shall have your bosom on this wretch,
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart, 140
And general honour.

Isab. I am directed by you.
Duke. This letter, then, to Friar Peter give ;

’Tis that he sent me of the duke’s return :

Say, by this token, I desire his company
At Mariana's house to-night. Her cause and

yours
I ’ll perfect him withal, and he shall bring you
Before the duke, and to the head of Angelo
Accuse him home and home. For my poor self,

I am combined by a sacred vow
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter:

Command these fretting waters from your eyes
With a light heart ; trust not my holy order.

If I pervert your course. Who’s here?

Enter Lucio.

Lucio. Good even. Friar, where’s the pro-

vost?
Duke. Not within, sir.

Lucio. O pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine
heart to see thine eyes so red : thou must be

patient. I am fain to dine and sup with water

and bran ; I dare not for my head fill my belly

;

one fruitful meal would set me to’t. But they

say the duke will be here to-morrow. By my
troth, Isabel, I loved thy brother : if the old

fantastical duke of dark corners had been at

home, he had lived.
_

[Exit Isabella.

Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous little be-

holding to your reports ; but the best is, he lives

not in them.
Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so

well as I do : he ’s a better woodman than thou

takest him for.
>

171
Duke. Well, you’ll answer this one day. Fare

ye well.

Lucio. Nay, tarry ; I’ll go along with thee : I

can tell thee pretty tales of the duke.

Duke. You have told me too many of him

already, sir, if they be true ; if not true, none
were enough.

Lticio. I was once before him for getting a
wench with child. 180
Duke. Did you such a thing ?

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I : but I was fain to

forswear it ; they would else have married me to

the rotten medlar.
Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest.

Rest you well.

Lucio. By my troth, I’ll go with thee to the
lane’s end: if bawdy talk offend you, we’ll have
very little of it. Nay, friar, I am a kind of burr ;

I shall stick. [Exeunt

.

190

Scene IV. A room in Angelo’s house.

Enter Angelo and Escalus.

Escal. Every letter he hath writ hath dis-

vouched other.

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner.
His actions show much like to madness: pray
heaven his wisdom be not tainted ! And why
meet him at the gates, and redeliver our autho-
rities there ?

Escal. I guess not.

Ang. And why should we proclaim it in an
hour before his entering, that if any crave redress
of injustice, they should exhibit their petitions in

the street?

Escal. He shows his reason for that : to have
a dispatch of complaints, and to deliver us from
devices hereafter, which shall then have no power
to stand against us.

Ang. Well, I beseech you, let it be proclaimed
betimes i’ the morn ; I’ll call you at your house :

give notice to such men of sort and suit as are to

meet him. 20
Escal. I shall, sir. Fare you well.

Ang. Goodnight. [Exit Escalus.
This deed unshapes me quite, makes me un-

pregnant
And dull to all proceedings. A deflower’d maid !

And by an eminent body that enforced
The law against it ! But that her tender shame
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss.

How might she tongue me ! Yet reason dares
her no ;

For my authority bears of a credent bulk,
That no particular scandal once can touch 30
But it confounds the breather. He should have

lived.

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense,

Might in the times to come have ta’en revenge,
By so receiving a dishonour’d life

With ransom of such shame. Would yet he had
lived !

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot,

Nothing goes right : we would, and we would not.

[Exit

Scene V. Fields without the town.

Euter'DxjKK in his own habit, and Friar Peter.

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me :

[Giving letters.

The provost knows our purpose and our plot.

The matter being afoot, keep your instruction,

And hold you ever to our special drift

;



Chough sometimes you do blench from this to that,

Is cause doth minister. Go call at Flavius house,

Vnd tell him where I stay :
give the like notice

[o Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus,

\.nd bid them bring the trumpets to the gate

;

3ut send me Flavius first.
r r«v _

Fri. P. It shall be speeded well. [Exit, io

Enter Varrius.

Duke. I thank thee, Varrius ;
thou hast made

>mefwe wilfwklk. There ’s other of our friends

Vill greet us here anon, my gentle Varr
^

s

^w;^

Scene VI. . Street near the city gate.

Enter Isabella and Mariana.

Isab. To speak so indirectly I am loath :

[ would say the truth ;
but to accusehimso,

rhat is your part
:
yet I am advised to do it

,

‘° V6il fU" PUrP0Se
Be ruled by him.

Isat. Besides, he tells me that, if peradventure

He speak against me on the adver
f^

s^’ .

[ should not think it strange ;
for tis a physic

That’s bitter to sweet end.

Mari. I would Friar Peter— '
.

jsat' O, peace ! the friar is come.

Enter Friar Peter.

Fri. P. Come, I have found you out a stand

Where °you may have sueh vantage on the duke,

He shall not pass you. Twice have the trumpets

sounded
; , .

'

The generous and gravest citizens

Have hent the gates, and very near upon

The duke is entering : therefore, hence, away .

[Exeunt

.

ACT V.

Scene I. The city gate.

Mariana veiled,

,

Isabella, and Friar
_
Peter,

at their stand. Enter Duke, Varrius,

Lords, Angelo, Escalus, Lucio, Provost,
• Officers, and Citizens, at several doors.

Duke My very worthy cousin, fairly met

!

Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you.

A?g
-
, I Happy return be to your royal grace !

Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both.

We have made inquiry of you ;
and we hear

Such goodness of your justice, that our soul

Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks,

Forerunning more requital.

Ang. You make my bonds still greater.

Duke. O, your desert speaks loud ; and I should

wrong it,

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, io

When it deserves, with characters of brass,

A forted residence ’gainst the tooth of time

And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand,

And let the subject see, to make them know

That outward courtesies would fain proclaim

Favours that keep within. Come, Escalus,

You must walk by us on our other hand

;

And good supporters are you.

Friar Peter and Isabella comeforward.

Fri. P. Now is your time : speak loud and

kneel before him.

Isab. Justice, O royal duke! Vail your re-

gard
,

Upon a wrong’d, I would fain have said, a maid

.

O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye

By throwing it on any other object

Till you have heard me in my true complaint

And given me justice, justice, justice, justice .

Duke. Relate your wrongs; in what? by

whom? be brief.

Here is Lord Angelo shall give you justice :

Reveal yourself to him.

Isab. O worthy duke,

You bid me seek redemption of the devil

:

Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak

Must either punish me, not being believed, 31

Or wring redress from you. Hear me, O hear

me, here

!

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not

firm
: ,

She hath been a suitor to me for her brother

Cut off by course of justice,— .

Isab. By course of justice !

Ang. And she will speak most bitterly and

strange. ... ,

Isab. Most strange, but yet most truly, will 1

speak
: . . 0

That Angelo ’s forsworn ;
is it not strange .

That Angelo’s a murderer ;
is ’t not strange .

That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 4°

An hypocrite, a virgin-violator ;

Is it not strange and strange ?

Duke. Nay, it is ten times strange.

Isab. It is not truer he is Angelo

Than this is all as true as it is strange :

Nay, it is ten times true ;
for truth is truth

To the end of reckoning.

Duke. Away with her ! Poor soul,

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense.

Isab. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou be-

lievest

There is another comfort than this world,

That thou neglect me not, with that opinion
_
50

That I am touch’d with madness ! Make not 1m-

That which.

1

but seems unlike : ’tis not impossible

But one, the wicked’st caitiff on the ground,

May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute

As Angelo ;
even so may Angelo,

In all his dressings, chara&s, titles, forms,

Be an arch-villain ;
believe it, royal prince :

If he be less, he’s nothing ;
but he s more,

Had I more name for badness.

Duke. By mine honesty,

If she be mad,—as I believe no other,— 60

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense,

Such a dependency of thing on thing.

As e’er I heard in madness.
#

Isab. 0 gracious duke,

Harp not on that, nor do not banish reason

For inequality; but let your reason serve

To make the truth appear where it seems hid,

And hide the false seems true.

Duke. Many that are not mad
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Have, sure, more lack of reason. What would
you say ?

Isab. I am the sister of one Claudio,
Condemn’d upon the adl of fornication 70
To lose his head ; condemn’d by Angelo :

I, in probation of a sisterhood,

Was sent to by my brother ; one Lucio
As then the messenger,—

Lucio. That’s I, an’t like your grace :

I came to her from Claudio, and desired her
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo
For her poor brother’s pardon.

Isab. That’s he indeed.
Duke. You were not bid to speak.
Lucio. No, my good lord

;

Nor wish’d to hold my peace.
Dtike. I wish you now, then ;

Pray you, take note of it : and when you have 80
A business for yourself, pray heaven you then
Be perfedl.

Lucio. I warrant your honour.
Duke. The warrant ’s for yourself ; take heed

to’t.

Isab. This gentleman told somewhat of my
tale,

—

Ltccio. Right.
Duke. 1 1 may be right ; but you are i’ the wrong

To speak before your time. Proceed.
Isab. I went

To this pernicious caitiff deputy,

—

Duke. That’s somewhat madly spoken.
Isab. Pardon it

;

The phrase is to the matter. 90
Duke. Mended again. The matter; proceed.
Isab. In brief, to set the needless process by.

How I persuaded, how I pray’d, and kneel’d,

How he refell’d me, and how I replied,

—

For this was ofmuch length,—the vile conclusion
I now begin with grief and shame to utter :

He would not, but by gift ofmy chaste body
To his concupiscible intemperate lust,

Release my brother; and, after much debate-
ment,

My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour, 100

And I did yield to him ; but the next morn be-

times.

His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant
For my poor brother’s head.
Dzike. This is most likely !

• Isab. O, that it were as like as it is true !

• Dtike. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know’st
not what thou speak’st,

Or else thou art suborn’d against his honour
In hateful practice. First, his integrity

Stands without blemish. Next, it imports no
reason

That with such vehemency he should pursue
Faults proper to himself : if he had so offended,

He would have weigh’d thy brother by himself
And not have cut him off. Some one hath set

you on :

Confess the truth, and say by whose advice
Thou earnest here to complain.

Isab. And is this all ?

Then, O you blessed ministers above,
Keep me in patience, and with ripen’d time
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up
In countenance ! Heaven shield your grace

from woe.

As I, thus wrong’d, hence unbelieved go !

Duke. I know you ’Id fain be gone. An
officer ! I20

To prison with her ! Shall we thus permit
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall

On him so near us ? This needs must be a practice.
Who knew of your intent and coming hither?

Isab. One that I would were here, Friar
Lodowick.

Duke. A ghostly father, belike. Who knows
that Lodowick?

Lttcio. My lord, I know him; ’tis a meddling
friar;

I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord,
For certain words he spake against your grace
In your retirement, I had swinged him soundly.
Duke. Words against me ! this is a good friar,

belike
! 131

And to set on this wretched woman here
Against our substitute

!
>

Let this friar be found.
Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and

that friar,

I saw them at the prison : a saucy friar,

A very scurvy fellow.

Fri. P. Blessed be your royal grace !

I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard
Your royal ear abused. First, hath this woman
Most wrongfully accused your substitute, 140
Who is as free from touch or soil with her
As she from one ungot.
Duke. We did believe no less.

Know you that Friar Lodowick that she speaks of?
Fri. P. I know him for aman divineand holy

;

Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler,
As he’s reported by this gentleman;
And, on my trust, a man that never yet
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace.
Lucio. My lord, most villanously ; believe it.

Fri. P. Well, he in time may come to clear
himself ;

' 150
But at this instant he is sick, my lord,

Of a strange fever. Upon his mere request,
Being come to knowledge that there was complaint
Intended ’gainst Lord Angelo, came I hither,

To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know
Is true and false; and what he with his oath
And all probation will make up full clear,

Whensoever he’s convented. First, for this wo-
man.

To justify this worthy nobleman,
So vulgarly and personally accused, 160
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes.
Till she herself confess it.

Duke. Good friar, let’s hear it.

[.Isabella is carried offguarded; and
Mariana comesforward.

Do you not smile at this, Lord Angelo?
O heaven, the vanity of wretched fools

!

Give us some seats. Come, cousin Angelo

;

In this I ’ll be impartial ; be you judge
Of your own cause. Is this the witness, friar?

First, let her show her face, and after speak.
Mari. Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my

face

Until my husband bid me. 170
Duke. What, are you married?
Mari. No, my lord.

.

Duke. Are you a maid?
Mari. No, my lord.
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Duke. A widow, then ?

Mari. Neither, my lord.

Duke. Why, you are nothing then: \ieither

aid, widow, nor wife ?

Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk; for

any of them are neither maid, widow, nor wife.

Duke. Silence that fellow: I would he had
some cause 18

1

0 prattle for himself.

Lucio. Well, my lord.

Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne’er was'mar-
- ried;

nd I confess besides I am no maid

:

have known my husband
;
yet my husband

nows not that ever he knew me.
Lucio. He was drunk then my lord: it can
; no better.

Dtike. For the benefit of silence, would thou
ert so too ! 191
Lucio. Well, my lord.

Duke. This is no witness for Lord Angelo.
Mari. Now I come to’t, my.lord:
le that accuses him of fornication,

1 self-same manner doth accuse my husband,
nd charges him, my lord, with such a time
'hen I ’ll depose I had him in mine arms
r
ith all the effedt of love.

A ng. Charges she more than me ?

Mari. • Not that I know. 200
Dtike. No? you say your husband.
Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo,
rho thinks he knows that he ne’erknewmy body,
at knows he thinks that he knows Isabel’s.

Ang. This is a strange abuse. Let’s see thy
face.

Mari. My husband bids me; now I will

unmask. [ Unveiling,

,

his is that face, thou cruel Angelo,
r

hich once thou sworest was worth the look-
ing on;

his is the hand which, with a vow’d contract,
r

as fast belock’d in thine ; this is the body 210
aat took away the match from Isabel,

ad did supply thee at thy garden-house
t her imagined person.
Duke. Know you this woman ?

Lucio. Carnally, she says.

Duke. Sirrah, no more

!

Lucio. Enough, my lord.

Ang. My lord, I must confess I know this

woman

;

ad five years since there was some speech of
marriage

itwixt myself and her ; which was broke off,

irtly for that her promised proportions
ime short of composition, but in chief 220
)r that her reputation was disvalued
levity : since which time of five years
lever spake withher, sav/her, nor heard from her,
pon my faith and honour.
Mari. Noble prince,
i there comes light from heaven and words from

breath,
; there is sense in truth and truth in virtue,
1m affianced this man’s wife as strongly
> words could make upvows : and, my good lord,
at Tuesday night last gone in’s garden-house
e knew me as a wife. As this is true, 230
it me in safety raise me from my knees

;

Or else for ever be confixed here,
A marble monument 1

Ang. I did but smile till now:
Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice;
My patience here is touch’d. I do perceive
These poor informal women are no more
But instruments of some more mightier member
That sets them on : let me have way, my lord,
To find this practice out.

Duke.
*

Ay, with my heart

;

And punish them to your height of pleasure. 240
Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious woman,
Compact with her that’s gone, think’st thou thy

oaths,

Though they would swear down each particular
saint,

Were testimonies against his worth and credit
That’s seal’d in approbation? You, Lord Escalus,
Sit with my cousin ;

lend him your kind pains
To find out this abuse, whence ’tis derived.
There is another friar that set them on ;

Let him be sent for.

Fri. P. Would he were here, my lord ! for he
indeed 250

Hath set the women on to this complaint

:

Your provost knows the place where he abides
And he may fetch him.
Duke. Go do it instantly. [Exit Provost.

And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin.
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth,

Do with your injuries as seems you best,

In any chastisement : I for a while will leave you ;

But stir not you till you have well determined
Upon these slanderers.

Escal. My lord, we’ll do it throughly. 260
[Exit Duke.

Signior Lucio, did not you say you knew that
Friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person ?

Lucio. ‘ Cucullus non facit monachum :’ honest
in nothing but in his clothes ; and one that hath
spoke most villanous speeches of the duke.

Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here till

he come and enforce them against him : we shall
find this friar a notable fellow.

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word.
Escal. Call that same Isabel here once again

:

I would speak with her. \Exit an Attendant.]

Pray you, my lord, give me leave to question ;

you shall see how I’ll handle her.

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report.
Escal. Say you ?

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if you handled her
privately, she would sooner confess

:
perchance,

publicly, she’ll be ashamed.
Escal. I will go darkly to work with her.
Lucio. That’s the way; for women are light

at midnight. 281

Re-enter Officers with Isabella; and Pro-
vost with the Duke in his friar's habit.

Escal. Come on, mistress: here’s a gentle-
woman denies all that you have said.

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke
of; here with the provost.
Escal. In very good time: speak not you to

him till we call upon you.
Lucio. Mum.
Escal. Come, sir : did you set these women



9o MEASURE FOR MEASURE. [Act v,

on to slander Lord Angelo ? they have confessed

you did. 291

Duke. ’Tis false.

Escal. How ! know you where you are ?

Duke. Respedt to your great place ! and let

the devil

Be sometime honour’d for his burning throne !

Where is the duke?, ’tis he should hear me
speak.

Escal. The duke’s in us; and we will hear

you speak

:

Look you speak justly.

Duke. Boldly, at least. But, 0
,
poor souls,

Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox ? 300

Good night to your redress ! Is the duke gone?
Then is your cause gone too. The duke’s unjust,

Thus to retort your manifest appeal,

And put your trial in the villain’s mouth
Which here you come to accuse.

Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke of.

Escal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow’d

friar,

Is’t not enough thou hast suborn’d these women
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul mouth
And in the witness of his proper ear, 310

To call him villain ? and then to glance from him
To the duke himself, to tax him with injustice?

Take him hence; to the rack with' him! We’ll

touse you
Joint by joint, but we will know his purpose.

What, ‘unjust’!

Duke. Be not so hot ; the duke
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine than he
Dare rack his own : his subjedt am I not,

Nor here provincial. My business in this state

Made me a looker on here in Vienna,

Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble

Till it o’er-run the stew ; laws for all faults, 321

But faults so countenanced, that the strong sta-

tutes
‘ Stand like the forfeits in a barber’s shop,

As much in mock as mark.
Escal. Slander to the state ! Away with him

to prison

!

Ang. What can you vouch against him, Sig-

nior Lucio ?

Is this the man that you did tell us of?

Lucio. ’Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good-

man baldpate : do you know me ?

Dzike. I remember you, sir, by the sound of

your voice ; I metyou at the prison, in the absence

of the duke.
Lucio. 0, did you so? And do you remember

what you said of the duke ?

Duke. Most notedly, sir.

Lticio. Do you so, sir? And was the duke a

fleshmonger, a fool, and a coward, as you then

reported him to be ?

Duke. You must, sir, change persons with me,

ere you make that my report
:
you, indeed, spoke

so of him; and much more, much worse.
_

341

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I

pluck thee by the nose for thy speeches ?

Duke. I protest I love the duke as I love

myself.
Ang. Hark, how the villain would close now,

after his treasonable abuses !

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talked withal.

Away with him to prison ! Where is the provost?

Away with him to prison ! lay bolts enough upon
him : let him speak no more. Away with those

giglots ' too, and with the other confederate com-
panion !

Duke. [To Provost] Stay, sir; stay awhile.

Ang. What, resists he ? Help him, Lucio.

Lucio. Come, sir; come, sir; come, sir; foh,

sir ! Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal, you must
be hooded, must you ? Show your knave’s visage,

with a pox to you ! show your sheep-biting face,!

and be hanged an hour ! Will ’t not off? 36c

[Pulls off thefriar's hood,
and discover

i

the Duke.
Duke. Thou art the first knave that e’ex

madest a duke.
First, provost, let me bail these gentle three.

[To Lucio] Sneak not away, sir; for the friar and

you
Must have a word anon. Lay hold on hinn

Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging.

Duke. [To Escalus] What you have spoke I

pardon : sit you down

:

We’ll borrow place of him. [To Angelo] Sir, by*

your leave.

Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence.
That yet can do thee office? If thou hast,

Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 37c

And hold no longer out.

A ng. O my dread lord,

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness,

To think I can be undiscernible,

When I perceive your grace, like power divine,

Hath look’d upon my passes. Then, good prince,

Nq. longer session hold upon my shame,
But let my trial be mine own confession :

Immediate sentence then and sequent death

Is all the grace I beg.

Duke. Come hither, Mariana.

Say, wast thou e’er contradted to this woman? 38c

A ng. I was, my lord.

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry hei

instantly.

Do you the office, friar ; which consummate,
Return him here again. Go with him, provost.

[Exeunt Angelo, Mariana,
Friar Pete*
and Provost.

Escal. My lord, I am more amazed at hiss

dishonour
Than at the strangeness of it.

Duke. Come hither, Isabel.

Your friar is now your prince : as I was then

Advertising and holy to your business,
.

Not changing heart with habit, I am still

Attorney’! at your service.

Isab. • O, give me pardon,
^

39c

That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d

Your unknown sovereignty

!

Duke. You are pardon’d, Isabel

And now, dear maid, be you as free to 11s.

Your brother’s death, I know, sits at your heart;

And you may marvel why I obscured myself,

Labouring to save his life, and would not rathei

Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power
Than let him so be lost. 0 most kind maid.

It was the swift celerity of his death,

Which I did think with slower foot came on, 4a
That brain’d my purpose. But, peace be with

him !

That life is better life, past fearing death,

_L_



an that which lives to fear: make it your

comfort,

happy is your brother.
Tsab. I do, my lord.

\e-enter Angelo, Mariana, Friar Peter,
and Provost.

Duke. For this new-married man approach-

ing here,
. , t ,,

lose salt imagination yet hath wrong d

ur well defended honour, you must pardon

r Mariana’s sake: but as he adjudged your

brother,— >

ing criminal, in double violation

sacred chastity and of promise-breach 410

ereon dependent, for your brother’s life,

—

e very mercy of the law cries out

>st audible, even from his proper tongue,

n Angelo for Claudio, death for death 1
’

iste still pays haste, and leisure answers

leisure

;

ce doth quit like, and measure still for

MEASURE.
en, Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifested

;

lich, though thou wouldst deny, denies thee

vantage.

5 do condemn thee to the very block

lere Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like

haste. 42°

ray with him

!

Mari. O my most gracious lord,

ope you will not mock me with a husband.

Duke. It is your husband mock’d you with a

husband.
nsenting to the safeguard of your honour,

hought your marriage fit
;
else imputation,

.

r that he knew you, might reproach your life

d choke your good to come : for his pos-

sessions,

though by confiscation they are ours,

; do "instate and widow you withal,

buy you a better husband.

Mari. Q my dear lord, 430

rave no other, nor no better man.
Duke. Never crave him ;

we are definitive.

Mari. Gentle my liege,— {Kneeling.

Duke . You do but lose your labour,

ray with him to death ! [To Lucio] Now, sir,

to you.
Mari. O my good lord ! Sweet Isabel, take

my part

;

nd me your knees, and all my life to come
1 lend you all my life to do you service.

Duke. Against all sense you do importune

her

:

ould she kneel down in mercy of this fadl,

2r brother’s ghost his paved bed would break,

id take her hence in horror.

Mari. Isabel, 441
reet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me

;

dd up your hands, say nothing ; I’ 11 speak all.

ley say, best men are moulded out of faults ;

id, for the most, become much more the better

>r being a little bad : so may my husband.

Isabel, will you not lend a knee?
Duke. He dies for Claudio’s death.

Isab. Most bounteous sir, [.Kneeling.

iok, if it please you, on this man condemn’d,

> if my brother lived : I partly think 450

A due sincerity govern’d his deeds,

Till he did look on me : since it is so,

Let him not die. My brother had but justice,

In that he did the thing for which he died

:

For Angelo,
His a61 did not o’ertake his bad intent,

And must be buried but as an intent

That perish’d by the way: thoughts are no
subjects;

Intents but merely thoughts.

Mari. Merely, my lord.

Dtike. Your suit’s unprofitable ; stand up,

I say. 46°

I have bethought me of another fault.

Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded
At an unusual hour?
Prov. It was commanded so.

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the

deed?
Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private

message.
Dtike. For which I do discharge you of your

office:

Give up your keys.

Prov. Pardon me, noble lord

:

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not

;

Yet did repent me, after more adviqe :

For testimony whereof, one in the prison, 470
That should by private order else have died,

I have reserved alive.

Duke. What’s he?
Prov. His name is Barnardine.

Duke. I would thou hadst done so by Claudio.

Go fetch him hither ; let me look upon him.

[Exit Proz’ost.

Escal. I am sorry, one so learned and so

wise
As you, Lord Angelo, have still appear’d,

Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood.

And lack of temper’d judgement afterward.

Aug. I am sorry that such sorrow I pro-

cure :

And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart 480

That I crave death more willingly than mercy

;

’Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it.

Re-enter Provost, with Barnardine, Claudio
muffled, and Juliet.

Duke. Which is that Barnardine ?

Prov. This, my lord,

Duke. There was a friar told me of this man.

Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul,

That apprehends no further than this world,

And squarest thy life according. Thou’rt con-

demn’d :

But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all

;

And pray thee take this mercy to provide

.

For better times to come. Friar, advise him
; 490

I leave him to your hand. What muffled fellow ’s

that ?

Prov. This is another prisoner that I saved,

Who should have died when Claudio lost his head

;

As like almost to Claudio as himself.

[U?imtffles Claudio.

Duke. [To Isabella] If he be like your
brother, for his sake

Is he pardon’d ; and, for your lovely sake.

Give mo your hand and say you will be mine,



MEASURE FOR MEASURE. [Act

He is my brother too : but fitter time for that.

By this Lord Angelo perceives he ’s safe ;

Methinks I see a quickening in his eye. 500

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well:

Look that you love your wife ; her worth worth
yours.

I find an apt remission in myself

;

And yet here’s one in place I cannot pardon.

[To Lucio] You, sirrah, that knew me for a fool,

a coward,
One all of luxury, an ass, a madman

;

Wherein have I so deserved of you,
1 That you extol me thus ?

Lucio. ’Faith, my lord, I spoke it but ac-

I cording to the trick. If you will hang me for it,

|

you may ; but I had rather it would please you I

might be whipt.

Duke. Whipt first, sir, and hanged after.

Proclaim it, provost, round about the city,

Is any woman wrong’d by this lewd fellow,

As I have heard him swear himself there’s

one
Whom he begot with child, let her appear,

And he shall marry her : the nuptial finish’d,

Let him be whipt and hang’d.

Lucio. I beseech your highness, do not marry
me to a whore. Your highness said even now, I

made you a duke : good my lord, do not reed

pense me in making me a cuckold.

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry h

Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal

Remit thy other forfeits. Take him to prison

And see our pleasure herein executed.

LTicio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is press:

to death, whipping, and hanging.
Duke. Slandering a prince deserves.it.

J

[Exeunt Officers with Luc
She, Claudio, that you wrong’d, look you resto

Joy to you, Mariana ! Love her, Angelo :

I have confess’d her and I know her virtue.

Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much go<

ness :

There’s more behind that is more gratulate.

Thanks, provost, for thy care and secrecy

:

We shall employ thee in a worthier place.

Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home
The head of Ragozine for Claudio’s :

The offence pardons itself. Dear Isabel, '

I have a motion much imports your good

;

Whereto if you’ll a willing ear incline,

What’s mine is yours and what is yours is min
So, bring us to our palace ;

where we’ll show
What’s yet behind, that’s meet you all shoi

know. [Exem



THE COMEDY OF ERRORS.
I

DRAMATIS PERSONS.

!NUS, duke of Ephesus.

;eon, a merchant of Syracuse.
- t- -l ( twin brothers, and

tipholus of Ephesus, J sons tQ ^geon and
riPHOLDS of Syracuse,

| ^Emilia.

"twin brothers, and attend-

apts on the two Antipho-

x
luses.

.tkazar, a merchant.
jELO, a goldsmith.

;t Merchant, friend to Antipholus of Syracuse.

dmio of Ephesus,
dmio of Syracuse.

Second Merchant, to whom Angelo is a debtor.

Pinch, a schoolmaster.

.Emilia, wife to Egeon, an abbess at Ephesus.
Adriana, wife to Antipholus of Ephesus.
Luciana, her sister.

Luce, servant to Adriana.
A Courtezan.

Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants.

Scene : Ephesus.

ACT I.

Scene I. A hall in the Duke’s palace.

terDuKE, Egeon, Gaoler, Officers, andother

Attendants.

Ege. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall

1 by the doom of death end woes and all.

luke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more ;

n not partial to infringe our laws :

2 enmity and discord which of late

ung from the rancorous outrage of your duke
merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,

10 wanting guilders to redeem their lives

ve seal’d his rigorous statutes with their bloods,

dudes all pity from our threatening looks, io

•, since the mortal and intestine jars

nxt thy seditious countrymen and us,

lath in solemn synods been decreed,

:h by the Syracusians and ourselves,

a^mit no traffic to our adverse towns :

y, more,
my born at Ephesus be seen

.

any Syracusian marts and fairs ;

ain : if any Syracusian born
me to the bay of Ephesus, he dies, 20

5 goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose,

less a thousand marks be levied,

quit the penalty and to ransom him.

y substance, valued at the highest rate,

nnot amount unto a hundred marks ;

erefore by law thou art condemn’d to die.

Ege. Yet this my comfort : when your words
are done,

7 woes end likewise with the evening sun.

Duke. Well, Syracusian, say in brief the cause
ly thou departed’ st from thy native home 30
d for what cause thou earnest to Ephesus.
Ege. A heavier task could not have been

imposed
ian I to speak my griefs unspeakable :

t, that the world may witness that my end
as wrought by nature, not by vile offence,

11 utter what my sorrow gives me leave.

Syracusa was I born, and wed
ito a woman, happy but for me,
id by me, had not our hap been bad.

With her I lived in joy ; our wealth increased 40
By prosperous voyages I often made
To Epidamnum ; till my factor’s death
And the great care of goods at random left

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse

:

From whom my absence was not six months old

Before herself, almost at fainting under
The pleasing punishment that women bear.

Had made provision for her following me
And soon and safe arrived where I was.

There had she not been long but she became 50
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ;

'

And, which was strange the one so like the other

As could not be distinguish’d but by names.
That very hour and in the self-same inn

A meaner woman was delivered

Of such a burden, male twins, both alike :

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor,

I bought and brought up to attend my sons.

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys,

Made daily motions for our home return : 60
Unwilling I agreed ; alas ! too soon
We came aboard.
A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d,

Before the always wind-obeying deep
Gave any tragic instance of our harm

:

But longer did we not retain much hope

;

For what obscured light the heavens did grant

Did but convey unto our fearful minds
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ;

Which thoughmyselfwould gladly have embraced,
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 71

Weeping before for what she saw must come.
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes,

That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant what to fear.

Forced me to seek delays for them and me.
And this it was, for other means was none :

The sailors sought for safety by our boat.

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us :

My wife, more careful for the latter-born.

Had fasten’d him unto a small spare mast, 80

Such as seafaring men provide for storms ;

To him one of the other twins was bound.
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other

:

The children thus disposed, my wife and I,

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix’d,

Fasten’d ourselves at either end the mast

;



And floating straight, obedient to the stream,
Was carried towards Corinth, as we thought.

At length the sun, gazing upon the earth,

Dispersed those vapours that offended us
; 90

And, by the benefit of his wished light,

The seas wax’d calm, and we discovered
Two ships from far making amain to us,

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this

:

But ere they came,—O, let me say no more !

Gather the sequel by that went before.

Duke. Nay, forward, old man ; do not break
off so ;

For we may pity, though not pardon thee.

ALge. O, had the gods done so, I had not now
Worthily term’d them merciless to us ! 100
For, ere the ships could meetby twice five leagues,

We were encounter’d by a mighty rock

;

Which being violently borne upon,
Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst;
So that, in this unjust divorce of us,

Fortune had left to both of us alike

What to delight in, what to sorrow for.

Her part, poor soul ! seeming as burdened
With lesser weight but not with lesser woe,
Was carried with more speed before the wind; no
And in our sight they three were taken up
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought.

At length, another ship had seized on us

;

And, knowing whom it was their hap to save,

Gave healthful welcome to their shipwreck’d
guests

;

And would have reft the fishers of their prey,

Had not their bark been very slow of sail ;

And therefore homeward did they bend their

course.

Thus have you heard me sever’d from my bliss,

That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 120
To tell sad stories of my own mishaps.

Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrow-
est for,

Do me the favour to dilate at full

What hath befall’n of them and thee till now.
ALge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest

At eighteen years became inquisitive

After his brother : and importuned me
That his attendant—so his case was like,

Reft of his brother, but retain’d his name

—

Might bear him company in the quest of him

:

Whom whilst I labour’d of a love to see, 13

1

I hazarded the loss of whom I loved.

Five summers have I spent in furthest Greece,
Roaming clean through the bounds of Asia,
And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ;

Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought
Or that or any place that harbours men.
But here must end the story of my life ;

And happy were I in my timely death,
Could all my travels warrant me they live. 140
Duke. Hapless iEgeon, whom the fates have

mark’d
To bear the extremity of dire mishap !

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws,
Against my crown, my oath, my dignity,

Which princes, would they, may not disannul,
My soul should sue as advocate for thee.
But, though thou art adjudged to the death
And passed sentence may not be recall’d

But to our honour’s great disparagement,

Yet I will favour thee in what I can.
Therefore, merchant, I’ll limit thee this day
To seek thy life by beneficial help:
Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus

;

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum,
And live ; if no, then thou art doom’d to die.

Gaoler, take him to thy custody.
Gaol. I will, my lord.

ALge. Hopeless and helpless doth iEgeo
wend,

But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [Exeunt

Scene II. The Mart.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse, Dromio of
Syracuse, and First Merchant.

First Mer. Therefore give out you are <

Epidamnum,
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate.
This very day a Syracusian merchant
Is apprehended for arrival here

;

And not being able to buy out his life

According to the statute of the town
Dies ere the weary sun set in the west.
There is your money that I had to keep.
Ant. S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where w

host,

And stay there, Dromio, till I cohne to thee. 1

Within this hour it will be dinner-time

:

Till that, I ’ll view the manners of the town,
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings.
And then return and sleep within mine inn,

For with long travel I am stiff and weary.
Get thee away.
Dro. S. Many a man would take you at you

word,
And go indeed, having so good a mean. [Exi,
Ant. Y. A trusty villain, sir, that very oft.

When I am dull with care and melancholy.
Lightens my humour with his merry jests.

What, will you walk with me about the town,
And then go to my inn and dine with me?
First Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain mei

chants,

Ofwhom I hope to make much benefit

;

T crave your pardon. Soon at five o’clock,

Please you, I’ll meet with you upon the mart
And afterward consort you till bed-time :

My present business calls me from you now.
Ant. S. Farewell till then : I will go lose m>

self
. _

3
And wander up and down to view the city.

First Mer. Sir, I commend you to your ow
content. {Exix

A nt. S. He that commends me to mine ow
content

Commends me to the thing I cannot get.
I to the world am like a drop of water
That in the ocean seeks another drop,
Who, falling there to find his fellow forth,

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself:
So I, to find a mother and a brother,

In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus.

Here comes the almanac of my true date.

What now ? how chance thou art return’d so sooni

Dro. E. Return’d so soon ! rather approach’*

too late

:



tie capon burns, the pig falls from the spit,

hie clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell;

y mistress made it one upon my cheek:

le is so hot because the meat is cold

;

tie meat is cold because you come not home ;

Du come not home because you have no stomach

;

du have no stomach having broke your fast

;

at we that know what ’tis to fast and pray 51

re penitent for your default to-day.

Ant. S. Stop in your wind, sir: tell me this,

I pray:
here have you left the money that I gave you?

Dro. E. O,—sixpence, that I had o’ Wednes-
day last

pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper?

he saddler had it, sir ; I kept it not.

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour now

:

ell me, and dally not, where is the money?
e being strangers here, how darest thou trust

) great a charge from thine own custody ? 61

Dro . E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at

dinner

:

from my mistress come to you in post ;

I return, I shall be post indeed,

Dr she will score your fault upon my pate,

ethinks your maw, like mine, should be your
clock

nd strike you home without a messenger.

Ant. S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are

out of season

;

eserve them till a merrier hour than this.
r

here is the gold I gave in charge to thee? 70
Dro. E. To me, sir? why, you gave no gold

to me.
Ant. S. Come on, sir knave, have done your

foolishness

nd tell me how thou hast disposed thy charge.

Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from
the mart

ome to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner :

y mistress and her sister stays for you.

Ant. S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me
1 what safe place you have bestow’d my money,
r I shall break that merry sconce of yours
tiat stands on tricks when I am undisposed : 80

'here is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ?

Dro. E. I have some marks of yours upon my
pate,

>me of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders,

it not a thousand marks between you both.

I should pay your worship those again,

;rchance you will not bear them patiently.

Ant. S. Thy mistress’ marks? what mistress,

slave, hast thou?
Dro. E . Your worship’s wife, my mistress at

the Phoenix;
le that doth fast till you come home to dinner
nd prays that you will hie you home to dinner.

Ant. S, What, wilt thou flout me thus unto
my face,

.
91

flng forbid? There, take you that, sir knave.
Dro„ E. What mean you, sir? for God’s sake,

hold your hands 1

ay, an you will not, sir. I ’ll take my heels.

{Exit.
Ant. S. Upon my life, by some device or other
be villain is o’er-raught of all my money,
bey say this town is full of cozenage,
s, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye,

ACT II.

Scene I. The house ofAntipholus of Ephesus.

Enter Adriana and Lucian a.

A dr. Neither my husband nor the slave re-

turn’d,

That in such haste I sent to seek his master

!

Sure, Luciana, it is two o’clock.

Luc. Perhaps some merchant hath invited him
And from the mart he’s somewhere gone to

dinner.

Good sister, let us dine and never fret

:

A man is master of his liberty

:

Time is their master, and when they see time
They’ll go or come : if so, be patient, sister.

A dr. Why should their liberty than ours be
more?

.

10

Luc. Because their business still lies out o’

door.

A dr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it

ill.
.

Luc. O, know he is the bridle of your will.

Adr. There’s none but asses will be bridled so.

Luc. Why, headstrong liberty is lash’d with

woe.
There’s nothing situate under heaven’s eye
But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky

:

The beasts, the fishes and the winged fowls

Are their males’ subjedls and at their controls

:

Men, more divine, the masters of all these, 20
Lords of the wide world and wild watery seas,

Indued with intelledtual sense and souls,

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls,

Are masters to their females, and their lords

:

Then let your will attend on their accords.

Adr. This servitude makes you to keep unwed.
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed.
Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear

some sway.
Luc. Ere I learn love, I’ll pradlise to obey.

Adr. How if your husband start some other

where? 30
Luc. Till he come home again, I would for-

bear.

Adr. Patience unmoved! no marvel though
she pause ;

They can be meek that have no other cause.

A wretched soul, bruised with adversity,

We bid be quiet when we hear it cry;

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain,

As much or more we should ourselves complain

:

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee,

With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve me

;

But, if thou live to see like right bereft, 40
This fool-begg’d patience in thee will be left.

Luc. Well, I will marry one day, but to try.

Here comes your man ; now is your husband nigh.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus.

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand?
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Dro. E. Nay, he’s at two hands with me, and
that my two ears can witness.

A dr. Say, didst thou speak with him? know’st

thou his mind?
Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine

ear:

Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it.

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not

feel his meaning?
# 5 1

Dro. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could

too well feel his blows ; and withal so doubtfully

that I could scarce understand them.
Adr. But say, I prithee, is he coming home?

It seems he hath great care to please his wife.

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is

horn-mad.
Adr. Horn-mad, thou villain !

Dro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad

;

But, sure, he is stark mad.
When I desired him to come home to dinner, 60

He ask’d me for a thousand marks in gold :

‘’Tis dinner-time,’ quoth I; ‘My gold!’ quoth
he:

‘Your meat doth burn,’ quoth I; ‘My gold!’

quoth he

:

‘Will you come home?’ quoth I; ‘My gold!’

quoth he,

‘Where is the thousand marks I gave thee,

villain?’

‘The pig,’ quoth I, ‘is burn’d;’ ‘My gold!’

quoth he

:

‘ My mistress, sir,’ quoth I; ‘Hang up thy mis-

tress !

I know not thy mistress ; out on thy mistress !

’

Luc. Quoth who ?

Dro. E. Quoth my master
: .

70
‘ I know,’ quoth he, ‘ no house, no wife, no mis-

tress.’

So that my errand, due unto my tongue,
I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders

;

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there.

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch

him home.
Dro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten

home ?

For God’s sake, send some other messenger.
A dr. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate

across.

Dro. E. And he will bless that cross with
other beating :

Between you I shall have a holy head. 80

Adr. Hence, prating peasant ! fetch thy master
home.

Dro. E. Aril I so round with you as you with me,
That like a football you do spurn me thus ?

.

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither

:

If I last in this service, you must case me in

leather.
_ .

[Exit.

Luc. Fie, how impatience loureth in your
face !

A dr. His company must do his minions grace,

Whilst I at home starve for a merry look.

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took
From my poor cheek ? then he hath wasted it

: 90
Are my discourses dull? barren my wit ?

If voluble and sharp discourse be marr’d,

Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard :

Do their gay vestments his affections bait ?

1 That’s not my fault : he’s master of my state :

What ruins are in me that can be found.

By him not ruin’d? then is he the ground
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair

A sunny look of his would soon repair

:

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale ic

And feeds from home
;
poor I am but his stale.

Luc. Self-harming jealousy ! fie, beat it hence
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrong

dispense.

I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ;

Or else what lets it but he would be here?
Sister, you know he promised me a chain ;

Would that alone, alone he would detain.

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed !

I see the jewel best enamelled
Will lose his beauty; yet the gold bides still, 11

That others touch, and often touching will

f Wear gold : and no man that hath a name.
By falsehood and corruption doth it shame.
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye,

I’ll weep what’s left away, and weeping die.

Luc. How many fond fools serve mad jealous'V

[Exeun\

Scene II. A public filAce.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse.

Ant. S. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid u
Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful slave

Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out

By computation and mine host’s report.

I could not speak with Dromio since at first

I sent him from the mart. See, here he comes.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

How now, sir ! is your merry humour alter’d ?

As you love strokes, so jest with me again.

You know no Centaur ? you received no gold ?

Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner? 1

My house was at the Phoenix? Wast thou mac
That thus so madly thou didst answer me ?

Dro. S. What answer, sir ? when spake I sue

a word ?

Ant. S. Even now, even here, not half a

hour since.

Dro. S. I did not see you since you sent m;

hence,
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me
Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’

receipt

And told’st me of a mistress and a dinner

;

For which, I hope, thou felt’st I was displeased.

Dro. S. I am glad to see you in this merr
vein : 2

What means this jest? I pray you, master, te

me.
Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me i

the teeth ?

Think’st thou I jest? Hold, take thou that, an

that. [Beating hin
Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God’s sake! now yov

jest is earnest

:

Upon what bargain do you give it me?
Ant. S. Because that I familiarly sometime

Do use you for my fool and chat with you,

Your sauciness will jest upon my love

And iriake a common of my serious hours.

When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sport,
?\

But creep in crannies when he hides his beams.



Scene ii.]

[f you will jest with me, know my aspect

A.nd fashion your demeanour to my looks,

Or I will beat this method in your sconce.

Dro. S. Sconce call you it? so you would leave

battering, I had rather have it a head : an you

use these blows long, I must get a sconce for my
bead and insconce it too ;

or else I shall seek my
wit in my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I

beaten ? 4°

Ant. S. Dost thou not know?
Dro. S. Nothing, sir, but that I am beaten.

Ant. S. Shall I tell you why?
Dro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for they say

every why hath a wherefore.

Ant. S. Why, first,—for flouting me; and

then, wherefore,

—

For urging it the second time to me.

Dro. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten

out of season,

When in the why and the wherefore is neither

rhyme nor reason ?

Well, sir, I thank you. 5°

Ant. S. Thank me, sir ! for what?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something that

you gave me for nothing.

Ant. S. I’ll make you amends next, to give

you nothing for something. But say, sir, is it

dinner-time ?

Dro. S. No, sir : I think the meat wants that

I have.
Ant. S. In good time, sir ; what’s that?

Dro. S. Basting.

Ant. S. Well, sir, then ’twill be dry. 60

Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you, eat none of it.

Ant. S. Your reason?

Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric and pur-

chase me another dry basting.

Ant. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time :

there’s a time for all things.

Dro. S. I durst have denied that, before you

were so choleric.

A tit. S. By what rule, sir ?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the

plain bald pate of father Time himself.
|

71

Ant. S. Let’s hear it.

Dro. S. There’s no time for a man to recover

his hair that grows bald by nature.

Ant. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery?

Dro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig and
recover the lost hair of another man.
Ant. S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair,

being, as it is, so plentiful an excrement? 79
Dro. S. Because it is a blessing that he be-

stows on beasts ; iand what he hath scanted men
in hair he hath gi*ven them in wit.

j

Ant. S. Why, but there’s many a man hath

more hair than wit.

Dro. S. Not a man of those but he hath the

wit to lose his hair.

Ant. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men
plain dealers without wit.

Dro . 5. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost

:

yet he loseth it in a kind of jollity. 90
Ant. S. For what reason ?

Dro. S. For two ;
and sound ones too.

Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you.

Dro. S

.

Sure ones then.

Ant. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing.

Dro. S. Certain ones then.

Ant. S. Name them.

Dro. S. The one, to save the money that he

spends in trimming ;
the other, that at dinner

they should not drop in his porridge. 100

Ant. S. You would all this time have proved

there is no time for all things.

Dro. S. Marry, and did, sir; namely, no time

to recover hair lost by nature.

Ant. S. But your reason was not substantial,

why there is no time to recover.

Dro. S. Thus I mend it : Time himself is

bald and therefore to the world’s end will have
bald followers.

Ant. S. I knew ’twould be a bald conclusion :

But, soft ! who wafts us yonder? in

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and
frown :

Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspe<5ts ;

I am not Adriana nor thy wife.

The time was once when thou unurged wouldst

vow
That never words were music to thine ear,

That never object pleasing in thine eye,

That never touch well welcome to thy hand,

That never meat sweet-savour’d in thy taste,

Unless I spake, or look’d, or touch’d, or carved

to thee. 120

How comes it now, my husband, O, how comes it.

That thou art thus estranged from thyself?

Thyself I call it, being strange to me,
That, undividable, incorporate,

Am better than thy dear self’s better part.

Ah, do not tear away thyself from me !

For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall

A drop of water in the breaking gulf

And take unmingled thence that drop again,

Without addition or diminishing, 130

As take from me thyself and not me too.

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick,

Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious

And that this body, consecrate to thee,

By ruffian lust should be contaminate !

Wouldst thou not spit at me and spurn at me
And hurl the name of husband in my face

And tear the stain’d skin off my harlot-brow

And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 140

I know thou canst ; and therefore see thou do it.

I am possess’d with an adulterate blot

;

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust

:

For if we two be one and thou play false,

I do digest the poison of thy flesh,

Being strumpeted by thy contagion.

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed

;

I live unstain’d, thou undishonoured.

Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame? I know
you not

:

In Ephesus I am but two hours old, 150

As strange unto your town as to your talk

;

Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d,

Want wit in all one word to understand.

Luc. Fie, brother ! how the world is changed
with you !

When were you wont to use my sister thus ?

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner.

Ant. S. By Dromio?
Dro. S. By me ?
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Adr. By thee; and this thou didst return

from him,
That he did buffet thee and in his blows 160

Denied my house for his, me for his wife.
.

Ant. S. Did you converse, sir, with this gen-

tlewoman ?

What is the course and drift of your compadl
. ?

Dro. S. I, sir? I never saw her till this time.

Ant. S. Villain, thou best ; for even her very

words
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart.

Dro. S. I never spake with her in all my life.

Ant. S. How can she thus then call us by
our names,

Unless it be by inspiration.

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity 170
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave,

Abetting him to thwart me in my mood !

Be it my wrong you are from me exempt,
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt.
Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine :

Thou art an elm, my husband, I a vine,

Whose weakness married to thy stronger state

Makes me with thy strength to communicate :

1 f aught possess thee from me, it is dross,

Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss; 180

Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion

Infedt thy sap and live on thy confusion.

A nt. S. To me she speaks ; she moves me for

her theme

:

What, was 1 married to her in my dream ?

Or sleep I now and think I hear all this ?

What error drives our eyes and ears amiss?

Until I know this sure uncertainty,

I ’ll entertain the offer’d fallacy.

Luc. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for

dinner.

Dro. S. O, for my beads ! I cross me for a
sinner.

.

190
This is the fairy land : O spite of spites !

We talk with goblins, owls and sprites :

If we obey them not, this will ensue,

They’ll suck our breath or pinch us black and
blue.

Luc. Why pratest thou to thyself and an-

swer’st not?
Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou

sot

!

Dro. S. I am transformed, master, am I not?

Ant. S. I think thou art in m :nd, and so am I.

Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind and in my
shape.

Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form.

Dro. S. No, I am an ape. 200

Luc. If thou art changed to aught, ’tis to an
ass.

Dro. S. ’Tis true ; she rides me and I long

for grass.

’Tis so, I am an ass; else it could never be
But I should know her as well as she knows me.

A dr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool.

To put the finger in the eye and weep,
Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn.

Come, sir, to dinner. Dromio, keep the gate.

Husband, I’ll dine above with you to-day

And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks. 210

Sirrah, if any ask you for your master,

Say he dines forth and let no creature enter.

Come, sister. Dromio, play the porter well.

Ant. S. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell?.

Sleeping or waking? mad or well-advised?

Known unto these, and to myself disguised !

I ’ll say as they say and persever so

And in this mist at all adventures go.

Dro. S. Master, shall I be porter at the gate?

Adr. Ay ; and let none enter, lest I break your
pate. 220

Luc. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too i

late. [Exeunt. \

ACT III.

Scene I. Before the house ofAntipholus of

Ephesus.

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus, Dromio of

Ephesus, Angelo, and Balthazar.

Ant. E. Good Signior Angelo, you must ex-

cuse us all

;

My wife is shrewish when I keep not hours

:

Say that I linger’d with you at your shop
To see the making of her carcanet

And that to-morrow you will bring it home.
But here ’s a villain that would face me down
He met me on the mart and that I beat him
And charged him with a thousand marks in gold

And that I did deny my wife and house.

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by
this?

_
10

Dro. E. Say what you will, sir, but I know what
I know

;

That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand
to show

:

If the skin were parchment and the blows you
gave were ink,

Yourown handwritingwould tell you what I think.

A nt. E. I think thou art an ass.

Dro. E. Marry, so it doth appear
By the wrongs I suffer and the blows I bear.

I should kick, being kick’d ; and, being at that

pass,

You would keep from my heels and beware of

an ass.

A nt. E. You ’re sad, Signior Balthazar
:
pray

God our cheer
May answer my good will and your good wel-

come here.
.

20

Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your
welcome dear.

A tit. E. O, Signior Balthazar, either at flesh

or fish,

A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty

dish.

Bal. Good meat, sir, is common ; that every
churl affords.

Ant. E. And welcome more common; for

that’s nothing but words.

Bal. Small cheer and great welcome makes a

merry feast.

Ant. E. Ay to a niggardly host and more
sparing guest:

But though my cates be mean, take them in good
part

;

Better cheer may you have, but not with better

heart.

But, soft ! my door is lock’d. Go bid them let

us in. 3°



Scene i.] THE COMEDY

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gil-

lian, Ginn !

Dro. S. [ Within] Mome, malt-horse, capon,

coxcomb, idiot, patch

!

Either get thee from the door or sit down at the

hatch. ...

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call st

for such store,

When one is one too many? Go get thee from the

door.

Dro. E. What patch is made our porter? My
master stays in the street.

Dro. S. [ Within] Let him walk from whence

he came, lest he catch cold on’s feet.

Ant. E. Who talks within there? ho, open

the door!
, „

Dro, S. [ Within] Right, sir; I’ll tell you

when, an you ’ll tell me wherefore.

Ant. E. Wherefore? for my dinner: I have

not dined to-day. 4°

Dro. S. [ Within

]

Nor to-day here you must

not ;
come again when you may.

Ant . E. What art thou that keepest me out

from the house I owe?
Dro. S. [ Within] The porter for this time,

sir, and my name is Dromio.

Dro. E. O villain ! thou hast stolen both mine

office and my name.
The one ne’er gotme credit, the other mickle blame.

If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place,

Thou wouldst have changed thy face for a name
or thy name for an ass.

Luce. [ Within

]

What a coil is there, Dromio?
who are those at the gate ?

Dro. E. Let my master in, Luce.

Luce. [ Within] Faith, no; he comes too late

;

And so tell your master.

Dro. E. O Lord, I must laugh

!

H ave atyou with a proverb—Shall I set in my staff?

Luce. [ Within] Have at you with another;

that’s—When? can you tell?

Dro. S. [ Within

]

If thy name be call’d Luce,

—

Luce, thou hast answer’d him well.

Ant. E. Do you hear, you minion? you’ll let

us in, I hope?
Luce. [ Within] I thought to have ask d you.

Dro. S. [ Within] And you said no.

Dro. E. So, come, help : well struck ! there

was blow for blow.

Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in.

Luce. [ Within] Can you tell for whose sake?

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard.

Luce. [ Within] Let him knock till it ache.

Ant. E. Yop’ll cry for this, minion, if I beat

the door down.
Luce. [ Within] What needs all that, and a

pair of stocks in the town ? 60

A dr. [ Within ] Who is that at the door that

keeps all this noise?

Dn* S. [Within] By my troth, your town is

troubled with unruly boys.

A nt. E. Are you there, wife? you might

have come before.

A dr. [Within] Your wife, sir knave! go get

you from the door.

Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this

‘knave’ would go sore.

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome :

we would fain have either.

OF ERRORS. 99

Bal. In debating which was best, we shall

part with neither.

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master; bid

them welcome hither.

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that

we cannot get in.

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your

garments were thin. 7°

Your cake there is warm within; you stand here

in the cold

:

It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so

bought and sold.

Ant. E. Go fetch me something: I’ll break

ope the gate.

Dro. S. [ Within] Break any breaking here,

and I ’ll break your knave’s pate.

Dro. E. A man may break a word with you,

sir, and words are but wind,

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not

behind.
Dro. S. [Within] It seems thou want st

breaking : out upon thee, hind !

Dro. E. Here’s too much * out upon thee !’ I

pray thee, let me in.

Dro. S. [Within] Ay, when fowls have no

feathers and fish have no fin.

Ant. E. Well, I’ll break in : go borrow me a

crow. 8°

Dro. E. A crow without feather? Master,

mean you so?

For a fish without a fin, there ’s a fowl without a

feather

:

If a crow help us in, sirrah, we’ll pluck a crow

together.

Ant. E. Go get thee gone; fetch me an iron

crow.
Bal. Have patience, sir; O, let it not be so !

Herein you war against your reputation

And draw within the compass of suspedt

The unviolated honour of your wife.

Once this,—your long experience of her wisdom,

Her sober virtue, years and modesty, 90

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown

;

And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse

Why at this time the doors are made against you.

Be ruled, by me : depart in patience,

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner,

And about evening come yourself alone

To know the reason of this strange restraint

If by strong hand you pffer to break in

Now in the stirring passage of the day,

A vulgar comment will be made of it, 100

And that supposed by the com,mon rout

Against your yet ungalled estimation

That may with foul intrusion enter in

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead

;

For slander lives upon succession,

For ever housed where it gets possession.

Ant. E. You have prevail’d: I will depart

I

in quiet,

And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry.

I know a wench of excellent discourse,

Pretty and witty, wild and yet, too, gentle: no
There will we dine. This woman that I mean.

My wife—but, I protest, without desert

—

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal

:

To her will we to dinner. [To Ang.] Get you
home

And fetch the chain ; by this I know ’tis made

:

7
—‘2
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Bring it, I pray you, to the Porpentine ;

|
For there’s the house : that chain will I bestow

—

; Be it for nothing but to spite my wife

—

i

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste.

Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 120

! I’ll knock elsewhere, to see if they’ll disdain me.
1

Ang. I’ll meet you at that place some hour
hence.

Ant. E. Do so. This jest shall cost me some
expense. [Exeunt

.

Scene IT. The same.

Enter Luciana and Antipholus of Syracuse.

Luc. And may it be that you have quite

forgot

A husband’s office ? shall, A ntipholus,

Even* in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot?

Shall love, in building, grow so ruinous?
If you did wed my sister for her wealth,

Then for her wealth’s sake use her with more
kindness

:

Or if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ;

Muffle your false love with some show of
blindness

:

Let not my sister read, it in your eye ;

Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator; 10
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty;

Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger;
Bear a fair presence, though your heart be

tainted

;

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint

;

Be secret-false : what need she be acquainted?
What simple thief brags of his own attaint?

1 ’Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed

j

And let her read it in thy looks at board

:

Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed

;

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word. 20
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe,

Being compadl of credit, that you love us

;

Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve

;

We in your motion turn and you may move us.

Then, gentle brother, get you in again ;

Comfort my sister, cheer her, call her wife

:

’Tis holy sport to be a little vain,

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers
strife.

Ant. S. Sweet mistress,—what your name is

else, I know not,

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine,— 30
Less in your knowledge and your grace you

show not
Than our earth’s wonder, more than earth

divine.

!
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and

speak

;

i
Lay open to my earthy-gross conceit,

i Smother’d in errors, feeble, shallow, weak,

j

The folded meaning of your words’ deceit.

I

Against my soul’s pure truth why labour you
To'make it wander in an unknown field?

Are you a god ? would you create me new ?

Transform me then, and to your power I’ll

yield. 40
< But if that I am I, then well I know
! Your weeping sister is no wife of mine,
: Nor to her bed no homage do I owe :

(

Far more, far more to you do I decline.

O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note,

To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears

:

Sing, siren, for thyself and I will dote

:

Spread o’er the silver waves thy golden hairs,

And as a bed I ’ll take them and there lie,

And in that glorious supposition think 50
He gains by death that hath such means to die

:

Let Love, being light, be drowned if she
sink !

Luc. What, are you mad, that you do rea-

son so?
Ant. S. Not mad, but mated; how, I do not

know.
Luc. It is a fault that springeth from your eye.

Ant. S. For gazing on your beams, fair sun,

being by.

Luc. Gaze where you should, and that will

clear your sight.

A nt. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look

on night.

Luc. Why call you me love? call my sis-

ter so.

Ant. S. Thy sister’s sister.

Ltic. That’s my sister.

Ant. S. No ; 60
It is thyself, mine own self’s better part.

Mine eye’s clear eye, my dear heart’s dearer heart,

My food, my fortune and my sweet hope’s aim,
My sole earth’s heaven and my heaven’s claim.

Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be.

A?it. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, fori am thee.

Thee will I love and with thee lead my life

:

Thou hast no husband yet nor I no wife.

Give me thy hand.
Luc. O, soft, sir ! hold you still

:

I ’ll fetch my sister, to get her good will. [Exit. 70

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

A nt. S. Why, how now, Dromio ! where
runn’st thou so fast?

Dro. S. Do you know me, sir? am I Dromio?
am I your man? am I myself?
A nt. S. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man,

thou art thyself.

Dro . S. I am an ass, I am a woman’s man
and besides myself.

Ant. S. What woman’s man? and how besides

thyself ? 80
Dro. S

.

Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due
to a woman ; one that claims me, one that haunts
me, one that will have me.
Ant. S. What claim lays she to thee?
Dro. S

.

Marry, sir, such claim as you would
lay to your horse ; and she would have me as a

beast : not that, I being a beast, she would have
me ; but that she, being a very beastly creature,

lays claim to me.
Ant. S. What is she? 90
Dro. S. A very reverent body ; ay, such a

one as a man may not speak of without he say
‘ Sir-reverence.' I have but lean luck in the

match, and yet is she a wondrous fat marriage.

Ant. S. How dost thou mean a fat marriage ?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, she’s the kitchen wench
and all grease

;
and I know not what use to put

her to but to make a lamp of her and run from
her by her own light. I warrant, her rags and
the tallow in them will burn a Poland winter ; if

she lives till doomsday, she’ll bum a week longer

than the whole world.
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Ant. S. What complexion is she of?

Dro. S. Swart, like my shoe, but her face

nothing like so clean kept : for why, she sweats ;

a man may go over shoes in the grime of it.

Ant. S. That’s a fault that water will mend.

Dro. S. No, sir, ’tis in grain; Noah’s flood

could not do it.

Ant. S. What’s her name? 110

Dro. S. Nell, sir ;
but her name and three

quarters, that ’s an ell and three quarters, will not

measure her from hip to hip.

Ant. S. Then she bears some breadth?

Dro. S. No longer from head to foot than

from hip to hip : she is spherical, like a globe ;
I

could fipd out countries in her.

Ant. S. In what part of her body stands

Ireland?
. . , . T r .

Dro. S. Marry, sir, m her buttocks : 1 found

it out by the bogs. 121

Ant. S. Where Scotland?

Dro. S. I found it by the barrenness; hard

in the palm of the hand.

Ant. S. Where France?
Dro. S. In her forehead ;

armed and reverted,

making war against her heir.

Ant. S. Where England?
Dro. S. I looked for the chalky cliffs, but I

could find no whiteness in them ; but I guess it

stood in her chin, by the salt rheum that ran

between France and it.

Ant. S. Where Spain?
Dro. S. Faith, I saw it not ;

but I felt it hot

in her breath.

Ant. S. Where America, the Indies?

Dro. S. Oh, sir, upon her nose, all o’er em-

bellished with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, de-

clining their rich aspeCt to the hot breath of

Spain ; who sent whole armadoes of caracks to

be ballast at her nose. 14 1

Ant. S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands?

Dro. S. Oh, sir, I did not look so low.. To
conclude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to

me ;
called me Dromio ;

swore I was assured to

her ; told me what privy marks I had about me,

as, the mark of my shoulder, the mole in my
neck, the great wart on my left arm, that I

amazed ran from her as a witch :

And, I think, if my breast had not been made of

faith and my heart of steel, 150

She had transform’d me to a curtal dog and made
me turn i’ the wheel.

Ant. S % Go hie thee presently, post to the road

:

An if the wind blow any way from shore,

I will not harbour in this town to-night :

T f any bark put forth, come to the mart,

Where I will walk till thou return to me.

If every one knows us and we know none,

’Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone.

Dro. S. As from a bear a man would run for life,

So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit.

Ant. S. There’s none but witches do inhabit

here ;
161

And therefore ’tis high time that I were hence.

! She that doth call me husband, even my soul

Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair sister,

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace,

Of such enchanting presence and discourse,

Hath almost made me traitor to myself

:

But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong,

I’ll stop mine ears against the mermaid’s song.

j

Enter Angelo with the chain.

Ang. Master Antipholus,

—

Ant. S. Ay, that’s my name. 170 1

A ng. I know it well, sir ; lo, here is the chain,
j

I thought to have ta’en you at the Porpentine :

The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long.
.

|

Ant. S. What is your will that I shall do with
j

this ? i

A ng. What please yourself, sir : 1 have made
j

it for you.

Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it not.
j

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times

you have.
< #

,

Go home with it and please your wife withal
; j

And soon at supper-time I ’ll visit you
. j

And then receive my money for the chain. 180

A nt. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now.
For fear you ne’er see chain nor money more.

Ang. You are a merry man, sir : fare you well.

[Exit.

Ant. S. What I should think of this, I cannot •

tell

:

But this I think, there’s no man is so vain

That would refuse so fair an offer’d chain.

I see a man here needs not live by shifts,

When in the streets he meets such golden gifts.

I’ll to the mart and there for .Dromio stay :

If any ship put out, then straight away. [Exit.

ACT IY.

Scene I. A public place.

Enter Second Merchant, Angelo, and an
Officer.

Sec. Mer. You know since Pentecost the sum !

is due,

And since I have not much importuned you
; j

Nor now I had not, but that T am bound
To Persia and want guilders for my voyage

:

Therefore make present satisfaction,

Or I ’ll attach you by this officer.

Ang. Even just the sum that I do owe to you I

Is growing to me by Antipholus,

And in the instant that I met with you
He had of me a chain : at five o’clock 10

I shall receive the money for the same.

Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house,

I will discharge my bond and thank you too.
j

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and Dromio
j

of Ephesusfrom the courtezans.

Off. That labour may you save : see where he
j

comes.
Ant. E. While I go to the goldsmith’s house,

j

go thou
And buy a rope’s end : that will I bestow

Among my wife and her confederates,

For locking me out of my doors by day.

But, soft ! I see the goldsmith. Get thee gone ;

Buy thou a rope and bring it home to me. 20

Dro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year : I

buy a rope. [Exit.

Ant. E. A man is well holp up that trusts to

you;
I promised your presence and the chain ;

But neither chain nor goldsmith came to me.
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Belike you thought our love would last too long,

If it were chain’d together, and therefore came
not.

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s the

note
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat.

The fineness of the gold and chargeful fashion,

Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 30
Than I stand debted to this gentleman :

I pray you, see him presently discharged,
For he is bound to sea and stays but fhr it.

Ant. E. I am not furnish’d with 'the present
money

;

Besides, I have some business ffrthfc t‘6wn.

Good signior, take the stranger to my house
And with you take the chain and bid my wife
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof

:

Perchance I will be there as soon as you.
Ang. Then you will bring the chdin to hei

yourself? 40
Ant. E. No; bear it with you, lek I come

not time enough.
Ang. Well, sir, I will. Have you 'the chain

about you ?
_

Ant. E. An if I have not, sir, I hope ydu
have

;

Or else you may return without your money.
Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give ’’me

the chain

:

Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman,
And I, to blame, have held him here too long.

Ant. E. Good Lord! you use this dalliance

to excuse
Your breach of promise to the Porpdatine.
I should have chid you for not. bringing it, 50
But, like a shrew, ‘you first begin fo brav)l

Sec. Mer. The hour steals on; I pray you,
sir, dispatch.

Ang. You hear how he importunes rise;—the

chain ! .

Ant. E. 'Why, 'give it to my \vife and fetch

your money.
Ang. Come, come, you know I -gaVe it you

even now.
Either send the chain or £end me by some token.

Ant. E. Fie, now you fun this htimour out of
breathy

Come, where’s the chain? I'^ray'you, let me
see it.

Sec. Mer. My business cannot 1 brook this dalli-

ance.
Good sir,.sgy whether you’ll answer me or no ; 60
If not, I ’ll'leave him to the Officer.

Ant. E. I answer you ! what should I answer
you?

Ang. The money that you owe me for the

chain.

Ant. E. I owe you none till I receive the

chain.

A Jig. You know I gave it you half an hour
since.

Ant. E. You gave me none; you wrong me
much to say so.

Ang. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it

:

Consider how it stands upon my credit.

Sec. Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my sxiit.

Off. I do ; and charge you in the duke’s name
to obey me. 70

Either consent to pay this sum for me
Or I attach you by this officer.

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never
had!

Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou darest.
Ang. Here is thy fee; arrest him, officef.

I would not spare my brother in this case,
If he should scorn me so apparently.

Off. I do arrest you, sir
:
you hear the suit.

Ant. E. I -do obey thee till I give thee bail.

But, sirrah, you shall buy this ;sport as dear 81 1

As all ‘the metal rn Vour shop will answer.
A ng. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus,

To your notorious shame ; I ddubt it not.

«

Enter Dromio of Syracuse,from the bay.

Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum
That stays but till her owner comes aboard
And then, sir, she bears away. Our fraughtage,

sir,

I have convey’d aboard and I have bought
The oil, the balsamum and aqua-vitae.

The ship is in her trim
; the merry wind 90

Blows fair from land : they stay for nought at all
‘ But for their owner, master, and yourself.

Ant. E. How now ! a madman! Why, thou
peevish sheep,

What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ?

Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage.
Ant. E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for

a rope
And told thee to what purpose and what end.
Dro. S. You sent me for a rope’s end as soon

: j

You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark.
Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more 1

leisure 100
And teach yourears to list me with more heed.

jTo Adriana, villain, hie thee straight

:

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 1

That’s cover’d o’er with Turkish tapestry
There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it

;

Tell her I am arrested in the street

And that shall bail me : hie thee, slave, be gone !

On, officer, to “prison till it come.
[Exeunt Sec. Merchant, Angelo,

j

Officer,
and Ant. E.

j

Dro. S. To Adriana ! that is where we dined, 1

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband :
j

She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 111
j

Thither I must, although against my will,

For servants must their masters’ minds fulfil.

[Exit.

Scene II. The house of Antitholus of
Ephesus.

Enter Adriana and Lucian a.

A dr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so ?

Mightst thou perceive austerely in his eye
That he did plead in earnest? yea or no ?

Look’d he or red or pale, or sad or merrily ?

What observation madest thou in this case

Of his heart’s meteors tilting in his face?

Luc. First he denied you had in him no right.

A dr. He meant he did me none; the more
my spite.

Luc. Then swore he that he was a stranger
here.
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Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn

he were. 10

Luc. Then pleaded I for you.

Adr. ’And what said he ?

Luc. That love I begg’d for you he begg’d

of me.
.

*
,

Adr. With what persuasion did he tempt thy

love?
. . ,

Luc. With words that in an honest suit might

move.
,

irst he did praise my beauty, then my speech.

Adr. Didst speak him fair ?

Luc. Have patience, I beseech.

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still

;

Vfy tongue, though not my heart, shall have his

will.

He is deformed, crooked, old and sere,

[11-faced, worse bodied, shapeless everywhere; 20

Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind,

Stigmatical in making, worse in mind.

Ltic. Who would be jealous then of such a one ?

No evil lost is wail’d when it is gone.

Adr. Ah, but I think him better than I say,

And yet would herein others’ eyes were worse.

Far from her nest the lapwing cries away :

My heart prays for him, though my tongue do

curse.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Here ! go ; the desk, the purse !

sweet, now, make haste.

Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath ?

Dro. S. By running fast. 30

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio? is he

well ?

Dro. S. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worse than

helL
, v u-

t A devil in an everlasting garment hath him ;

One whose hard heart is button’d up with steel

;

A fiend, a fury, pitiless and rough

;

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff

;

A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that coun-

termands
The passages of alleys, creeks and narrow lands

;

A hound that runs counter and yet draws dry-foot

well

;

One that before the judgement carries poor souls

to hell.
#

4°

Adr. Why, man, what is the matter?

Dro. S. I do not know the matter: he is

’rested on the case.

Adr. What, is he arrested? Tell me at whose

suit.

Dro. S. I know not at whose suit he is ar-

rested well

;

But he’s in a suit of buff which ’rested him, that

can I tell.

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the

money in his desk ?

Adr. Go fetch it, sister. [Exit Luciana.}

This I wonder at,

That he, unknown to me, should be in debt.

Tell me, was he arrested on a band?
Dro. S. Not on a band, but on a stronger

thing ; 5°

A chain, a chain ! Do you not hear it ring ?

Adr. What, the chain?

Dro. S. No, no, the bell : ’tis time that I were
gone

:

It was two ere I left him, and now the clock

strikes one.

Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never

hear.

Dro. S. O, yes ; if any hour meet a sergeant,

a’ turns back for very fear.

Adr. As if Time were in debt ! how fondly

dost thou reason !

Dro. S. Time is a very bankrupt and owes

more than he’s worth to season.

Nay, he ’s a thief too : have you not heardmen say,

That Time comes stealing on by night and day ? 60

If Time be in debt and theft, and a sergeant in

the way.
Hath he not reason to turn back an hour in a day?

Re-enter Luciana with a purse.

Adr. Go, Dromio ;
there’s the money, bear it

straight,
.

And bring thy master home immediately.

Come, sister : I am press’d down with conceit—

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. {Exeunt.

Scene III. A public place.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse.

Ant. S. There’s not a man I meet but doth

salute me
As if I were their well-acquainted friend ;

And every one doth call me by my name.

Some tender money to me ; some invite me ;

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ;

Some offer me commodities to buy :

Even now a tailor call’d me in his shop

And show’d me silks that he had bought for me
And therewithal took measure of my body.

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles 10

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me
for. What, have you got the picture of old Adam
new-apparelled ?

Ant. S. What gold is this? what Adam dost

thou mean ?

Dro. S. Not that Adam that kept the Para-

dise, but that Adam that keeps the prison : he

that goes in the calf’s skin that was killed for the

Prodigal ; he that came behind you, sir, like an

evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty. 20
|

Ant. S. I understand thee not.

Dro. S. No ? why, ’tis a plain case : he that
I

went, like a bass-viol, in a case of leather ; the

man, sir, that, when gentlemen are tired, gives
j

them a sob and ’rests them ;
he, sir, that takes !

pity on decayed men and gives them suits of

durance ; he that sets up his rest to do more ex-

ploits with his mace than a morris-pike.

Ant. S. What, thou meanest an officer?

Dro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; he

that brings any man to answer it that breaks his

band ; one that thinks a man always going to bed

and says ‘ God give you good rest
!’

Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in your foolery.

Is there any ship puts forth to-night? may we be

gone?
Dro. S. Why, sir, I brought you word an

hour since that the bark Expedition put forth

to-night; and then were you hindered by the
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sergeant, to tarry for the hoy Delay. Here
are the angels that you sent for to deliver you.
Ant. S. The fellow is distradl, and so am I

;

And here we wander in illusions

:

Some blessed power deliver us from hence !

Enter a Courtezan.

Cour

.

Well met, well met, Master Anti-
pholus.

I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now

:

Is that the chain you promised me to-day?
Ant. S. Satan, avoid! I charge thee, tempt

me not.

Dro. S. Master, is this Mistress Satan?
Ant. S. It is the devil. 50
Dro. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil’s

dam ; and here she comes in the habit of a light

wench : and thereof comes that the wenches say
‘God damn me;’ that’s as much to say ‘God
make me a light wench.’ It is written, they
appear to men like angels of light: light is an
effe<5t of fire, and fire will burn; ergo, light

wenches will burn. Come not near her.

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous
merry, sir.

Will you go with me? We’ll mend our dinner
here ? 60

Dro. S. Master, if you do, expedl spoon-
meat ; or bespeak a long spoon.
Ant. S. Why, Dromio?
Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon

that must eat with the devil.

Ant. S. Avoid then, fiend! what tell’st thou
me of supping?

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress

:

I conjure thee to leave me and be gone.
Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at

dinner,

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promised, 70
And I ’ll be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
Dro. S. Some devils ask but the parings of

one’s nail,

A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin,

A nut, a cherry-stone

;

But she, more covetous, would have a chain.

Master, be wise : an if you give it her,

The devil will shake her chain and fright us
with it.

Cour. I pray you, sir, my ring, or else the
chain

:

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so.

Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, Dromio,
let us go. 80

Dro. S. ‘ Fly pride,’ says the peacock : mis-
tress, that you know.

{Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S.

Cour. Now, out of doubt Antipholus is mad,
Else would he never so demean himself.

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats,
And for the same he promised me a chain :

Both one and other he denies me now.
The reason that I gather he is mad,
Besides this present instance of his rage,

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner,

Of his own doors being shut against his entrance.

Belike his wife, acquainted with his fits, 91
On purpose shut the doors against his way.
My way is now to hie home to his house,
And tell his wife that, being lunatic,

He rush’d into my house and took perforce
My ring away. This course I fittest choose ;

For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Exit,
•

Scene IV. A street.

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and the Officer.

Ant. E. Fear me not, man ; I will not break
away:

I ’ll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money,
To warrant thee, as I am ’rested for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day,
And will not lightly trust the messenger.
That I should be attach’d in Ephesus,
I tell you, ’twill sound harshly in her ears.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus with a rope's-end.

Here comes my man; I think he brings the

money.
How now, sir! have you that I sent you for?

Dro. E. Here’s that, I warrant you, will pay
them all. 10

Ant. E. But where’s the money?
Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for

the rope.

Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for

a rope ?

Dro. E. I’ll serve you, sir, five hundred at

the rate.

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee
home?

Dro. E. To a rope’s-end, sir; and to that end
am I returned.

Ant. E. And to that end, sir, I will welcome
you. [Beatmg him.

Off. Good sir, be patient.

Dro. E. Nay, ’tis for me to be patient ; I am
in adversity. 21

Off. Good, now, hold thy tongue.
Dro. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold

his hands.
Ant. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain !

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that I

might not feel your blows.

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but
blows, and so is an ass.

Dro. E. I am an ass, indeed
;
you may prove

it by my long ears. I have served him from the

hour of my nativity to this instant, and have
nothing at his hands for my service but blows.
When I am cold, he heats me with beating;

when I am warm, he cools me with beating

:

I am waked with it when I sleep ; raised with
it when I sit ; driven out of doors with it when I

go from home ;
welcomed home with it when I

return : nay, I bear it on my shoulders, as a
beggar wont her brat; and, I think, when he
hath lamed me, I shall beg with it from door to

door.

A nt. E. Come, go along ; my wife is coming
yonder.

Enter Adriana, Luciana, the Courtezan,
and Pinch.

Dro. E. Mistress, ‘respice finem,’ respedl

your end ; or rather, f the prophecy like the

parrot, ‘beware the rope’s-end.’

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? [Beating him.
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Cotir. How say you now? is not your hus-

band mad ?

Adr. His incivility confirms no less,

rood Dodtor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 50

istablish him in his true sense again,

nd I will please you what you will demand.

Luc. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks !

Cour. Mark how he trembles in his ecstasy

!

Pinch. Give me your hand and let me feel

your pulse.

Ant. E. There is my hand, and let it feel

your ear. [Striking him.

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, housed within

this man,
*o yield possession to my holy prayers

.nd to thy state of darkness hie thee straight

:

conjure thee by all the saints in heaven ! 60

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ! I am
not mad.

Adr. O, that thou wert not, poor distressed

soul !

Ant. E. You minion, you, are these your

customers ?

»id this companion with the saffron face

evel and feast it at my house to-day,

/didst upon me the guilty doors were shut

nd I denied to enter in my house ?

Adr. O husband, God doth know you dined

at home

;

/here would you had remain’d until this time,

ree from these slanders and this open shame !

Ant. E. Dined at home ! Thou villain, what
sayestthou?

# 7 1

Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at

home.
Ant. E. Were not my doors lock’d up and I

shut out?
Dro . E. Perdie, your doors were lock’d and

you shut out.

Ant. E. And did not she herself revile me
there ?

Dro. E. Sans fable, she herself reviled you
there.

Ant. E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt

and scorn me ?

Dro. E. Certes, she did; the kitchen-vestal

scorn’d you.

Ant. E. And did not I in rage depart from
thence ?

Dro . E. In verity you did; my bones bear

witness, 80

hat since have felt the vigour of his rage.

Adr. Is’t good to soothe him in these con-

traries ?

Pinch. 1 1 is no shame : the fellow finds his vein

nd yielding to him humours well his frenzy.

Ant. E. Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to

arrest me.
Adr. Alas, I sent you money to redeem you,

y Dromio here, who came in haste for it.

Dro. E. Money by me ! heart and good-will

you might

;

ut surely, master, not a rag of money.
Ant. E. Went’st not thou to her for a purse

of ducats ? 90
Adr. He came to me and I deliver’d it.

Luc. And I am witness with her that she did.

Dro. E. God and the rope-maker bear me
witness

That I was sent for nothing but a rope !

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is pos-

sess’d ;

I know it by their pale and deadly looks

:

They must be bound and laid in some dark room.

Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me
forth to-day ?

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ?

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee
forth. 100

Dro. E. And, gentle master,- 1 received no
gold ;

But I confess, sir, that we were lock’d out.

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak’st false
,

in both.
A nt. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all

And art confederate with a damned pack
To make a loathsome abjedt scorn of me :

But with these nails I’ll pluck out these false eyes
That would behold in me this shameful sport.

Enter three orfour, and offer to bind him. He
strives.

Adr. O, bind him, bind him ! let him not
come near me.

Pinch. More company ! The fiend is strong
within him. no

Luc. Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he
looks

!

Ant. E. What, will you murder me ? Thou
gaoler, thou,

I am thy prisoner : wilt thou suffer them
To make a rescue ?

Off. Masters, let him go ;

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him.
Pinch. Go bind this man, for he is frantic too.

[ They offer to bind Dro. E.
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer?

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man
Do outrage and displeasure to himself ?

Off. He is my prisoner : if I let him go, 120
The debt he owes will be required of me.
Adr. I will discharge thee ere I go from thee

:

Bear me forthwith unto his creditor

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it.

Good master dodtor, see him safe convey’d
Home to my house. O most unhappy day !

Ant. E. O most unhappy strumpet

!

Dro. E. Master, I am here entered in bond
for you.

Ant. E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dost
thou mad me?

Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing? be
mad, good master: cry ‘The devil !’ 131
Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they

talk !

Adr. Go bear him hence. Sister, go you with '

me. [Exeunt all but Adriana, Luciana,
Officer and Courtezan.}

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at ?

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith : do you know
j

him?
Adr. I know the man. What is the sum he r

owes ?

Off. Two hundred ducats.
A dr. Say, how grows it due ?

1

Off. Due for a chain your husband had of him.
j

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had 1

it not.
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Cour. When as your husband all in rage to-day

Came to my house and took away my ring— 141

The ring I saw upon his finger now

—

Straight after did I meet him with a chain.

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it.
_

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is :

I long to know the truth hereof at large.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse 'with his rapier
drawn

,
and Dromio of Syracuse.

L.71C. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose again.

Adr. And come with naked swords.

Let’s call more help to have them bound again.

Off. Away! they’ll kill us. 150
[Exeunt all but Ant. S. and Dro. S.

Ant. S. I see these witches are afraid of

swords.
Dro. S. She that would be your tvife now ran

from you.
Ant. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our stuff

from thence :

I long that we were safe and sound aboard.

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night ;
they will

surely do us no harm
:
you saw they speak us

fair, give us gold : methinks the}'- are such a

gentle nation that, but for the mountain of mad
flesh that claims marriage of me, I could find in

my heart to stay here still and turn witch. 160

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the

town

;

Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard.
[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. A street before a Priory.

Enter Second Merchant and Angelo.

Ang. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you ;

But, I protest, he had the chain of me,

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it.

Sec. Mer. How is the man esteem’d here in

the city ?

Aug. Of very reverend reputation, sir,

Of credit infinite, highly beloved,

Second to none that lives here in the city :

His word might bear my wealth at any time.

See. Mer. Speak softly: yonder, as I think,

he walks.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse and Dromio
of Syracuse.

Ang. ’Tis so ; and that self chain about his

neck 10

Which he forswore most monstrously to have.

Good sir, draw near to me, I ’ll speak to him.

Signior Antipholus, I wonder much
That you would put me to this shame and trouble

;

And, not without some scandal to yourself,

With circumstance and oaths so to deny
This chain which now you wear so Openly

:

Beside the charge, the shame, imprisonment,

You have done wrong to this my honest friend,

Who, but for staying on our controversy, 20

Had hoisted sail and put to sea to-day

:

This chain you had of me; can you deny it?
.

Ant. S. I think I had ; I never did deny it.

Sec. Mer. Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore

it too.

A nt. S. Who heardme to deny it or forswear it

Sec. Mer. These ears of mine, thou know’ si

did hear thee.

Fie on thee, wretch ! ’tis pity that thou livest

To walk where any honest men resort.

Ant. S. Thou art a villain to impeach me thus

I’ll prove mine honour and mine honesty 3
Against thee presently, if thou darest stand.

Sec. Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain

[They drau

Enter Adriana, Luciana, the Courtezan, am
others.

Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God’s sake ! h
is mad.

Some get within him, take his sword away

:

Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house.

Dro. S. Run, master, run ;
for God’s sake

take a house !

This is some priory. In, or we are spoil’d !

[Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S. to the Priory

Enter the Lady Abbess.

Alb. Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng yoi

hither ?

Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husbam
hence.

Let us come in, that we may bind him fast 4'

And bear him home for his recovery.

Ang. I knew he was not in his perfect wits.

Sec. Mer

.

I am sorry now that I did draw oi

him.
Abb. How long hath this possession held th<

man ?

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad

And much different from -the man he was

;

But till this afternoon his passion

Ne’er brake into extremity 'of rage.

Abb. Hath he not lost much wealth by wrecl

of sea ?

Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his ey
Stray’d his affe&ion in unlawful love ? 5

A sin prevailing much in youthful men,
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing.

Which of these sorrows is he subjeCt to ?

Adr. To none of these, except it be the last

Namely, some love that drew him oft from home
A bb. You should for that have reprehended him

Adr. Why, so I did.

A bb. Ay, but not rough enough.

Adr. As roughly as my modesty would let me
Abb. Haply, in private.

Adr. And in assemblies too

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 6

Adr. It was the copy of our conference

:

In bed he slept not for my urging it ;

At board he fed not for my urging it

;

Alone, it was the subjeCt of my theme ;

In company I often glanced it

;

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad.

Abb. And thereof came it that the man wa
mad:

The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poisons more deadly than a mad dog’s tooth. 7

It seems his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing,

And thereof comes it that his head is light.

Thou say’st his meat was sauced with thy up

braidings

:

Unquiet meals make ill digestions;



ereof the raging fire of fever bred ;

d what's a fever but a lit of madness ?

du say’ st his sportswere hinder’d by thy brawls :

eet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue

t moody and dull melancholy,

isman to grim and comfortless despair, 80

d at her heels a huge infectious troop

pale distemperatures and foes to life ?

food, in sport and life-preserving rest

be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast

:

e consequence is then thy jealous fits

ve scared thy husband from the use of wits.

\uc. She never reprehended him but mildly,

tenhe demean’d himselfrough, rude and wildly,

ly bear, you these rebukes and answer not?

idr. She did betray me to my own reproof. 90

od people, enter and lay hold on him.

ibb. No, not a creature enters in my house.

Idr. Then let your servants bring my husband

forth.

ibb. Neither : he took this place for sanctuary,

d it shall privilege him from your hands
1 I have brought him to his wits again,

lose my labour in assaying it.

idr. I will attend my husband, be his nurse,

;t his sickness, for it is my office,

d will have no attorney but myself
; .

100

d therefore let me have him home with me.

ibb. Be patient ; for I will not let him stir

1 I have used the approved means I have,

th wholesome syrups, drugs and holy prayers,

make of him a formal man again

:

s a branch and parcel of mine oath,

charitable duty of my order,

erefore depart and leave him here with me.

idr. I will not hence and leave my husband
here

:

d ill it doth beseem your holiness no
separate the husband and the wife.

ibb. Be quiet and depart : thou shalt not have
him.

. .

[Exit,

'.tic. Complain unto the duke of this indignity.

idr. Come, go : I will fall prostrate at his feet

d never rise until my tears and prayers

ve won his grace to come in person hither

d take perforce my husband from the abbess.

yec. Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at

five :

on, I’m sure, the duke himself in person

mes this way to the melancholy vale, 120

e place of death and sorry execution,

hind the ditches of the abbey here.

ing. Upon what cause ?

>ec. Mer. To see a revefend 'Syracusian

merchant,
do put unluckily into this bay
ainst the laws and statutes of 'this town,
headed publicly for his offence.

4 tig. See where they corile : we will behold
his death.

Luc. Kneel to the duke before he pass the

abbey.

nter Duice, attended; ./Eceon bareheaded;

with the Headsman and other Officers.

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 130
any friend will pay the sum for him,
i shall not die ; so much we tender him.

A dr. Justice, most sacred duke, against the

abbess

!

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady :

It cannot be that she hath 'done thee wrong.

A dr. May it please your grace, Antipholus

my husband,
Whom I made lord of me and all I had,

At your important letters,—this ill day
A most outrageous fit of madness took him ;

That desperately he hurried through the street,

—

With him his bondman, all as mad as he,— 141

Doing displeasure to the citizens

By rushing in their houses, bearing thence

Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like.

Once did I get him bound and sent him home,
Whilst, to take order for the wrongs I went
That here and there his ftiry had committed.

Anon, I wot not by what strong escape,

He broke from those that had the guard of

him ;

And with his mad attendant and himself, 150

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords,

Met us again and madly bent on us

Chased us away, till raising of more aid

We came again to bind them. Then they fled

Into this abbey, whither we pursued them :

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us

And will not suffer us to fetch him out,

Nor send him forth that we may bear him hence.

Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy com-
mand

Let him be brought forth and borne hence for help.

Duke. Long since thy husband served me in

my wars, 16

1

And I to thee engaged a prince’s word,
When thou didst make him master of thy bed,

To do him all the grace and good I could.

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate
And bid the lady abbess come to me.
I will determine this before I stir.

Enter a Servant.

Serrn O mistress, mistress, shift and save
yourself

!

My master and his man are both broke loose,

Beaten the maids a-row and bound the doctor, 170

Whose beard they have singed off with brands
Of fire ;

And ever, as it blazed, they threw on him
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair:

My master preaches patience to him and the while

His man with scissors nicks him like a fool,

And sure, unless you send some present help,

Between them they will kill the conjurer.

A dr. Peace, fool ! thy master and his man are

here,

And that is false thou dost report to us.

Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ;

I have not breathed almost since I did see it. 181

He cries for yoU arid vows, if he can take you,

To scorch your face and to disfigure you.
[Cry within.

Hark, hark ! I hear him, mistress : fly, be gone !

Duke. Come, stand by me ; fear nothing.
Guard with halberds

!

A dr. Ay me, it is my husband ! Witness you,
That he is borne about invisible :

Even now we housed him in the abbey here

;

And now he’s there, past thought ofhuman reason.
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Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and Dromio of

Ephesus.

Ant. E. Justice, most gracious duke, 0 ,
grant

me justice ! .

I9°

Even for the service that long since I did thee,

When I bestrid thee in the wars and took

Deep scars to save thy life ;
even for the blood

That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice.

AEge. Unless the fear of death doth make me
dote,

I see my son Antipholus and Dromio.
Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that

woman there !

She whom thou gavest to me to be my wife,

That hath abused and dishonour’d me
Even in the strength and height of injury ! 200

•Beyond imagination is the wrong
That she this day hath shameless thrown on me.

Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me
just.

Ant. E. This day, great duke, she shut the

doors upon me,
While she with harlots feasted in my house.

Duke. A grievous fauljt ! Say, woman, didst

thou so ?

Adr. No, my good lord: myself, he and my
sister

To-day did dine together. So befall my soul

As this is false he burdens me withal !

Luc. Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on
night, 210

But she tells to your highness simple truth !

j

Ang. O perjured woman ! They are both

forsworn

:

In this the madman justly chargeth them.

Ant. E . My liege, I am advised what I say,

Neither disturbed with the effeCl of wine,

! Nor heady-rash, provoked with raging ire,

* Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad.
This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner

:

That goldsmith there, were he not pack’d with her,

!
Could witness it, for he was with me then ; 220

I Who parted with me to go fetch a chain,

i Promising to bring it to the Porpentine,

Where Balthazar and I did dine together.

|

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

}
I went to seek him : in the street I met him
And in his company that gentleman.

There did this perjured goldsmith swear me down
That I this day of him received the chain,

! Which, God he knows, I saw not : for the which

1
He did arrest me with an officer. 230

I did obey, and sent my peasant home
For certain ducats : he with none return’d.

;

Then fairly I bespoke the officer

i To go in person with me to my house.

;

By the way we met
! My wife, her sister, and a rabble more
i Of vile confederates. Along with them
They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-faced

villain,

A mere anatomy, a mountebank,

|

A threadbare juggler and a fortune-teller,

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 240

j

A living-dead man : this pernicious slave,

|

Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer,

i And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse,

And with no face, as ’twere, outfacing me,

Cries out, I was possess’d. Then all together ft

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence 1
And in a dark and dankish vault at home
There left me and my man, both bound togethe!

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunde
I gain’d my freedom and immediately 2-

Ran hither to your grace ;
whom I beseech

To give me ample satisfaction

For these deep shames and great indignities.

Ang. My lord, in truth, thus far I witness wit;

him,
That he dined not at home, but was lock’d out.

Duke. But had he such a chain of thee or nc

Ang. He had, my lord: and when he ran i

here,

These people saw the chain about his neck.

Sec. Mer. Besides, I will be sworn these ea;

of mine
Heard you confess you had the chain of him 2#
After you first forswore it on the mart :

And thereupon I drew my sword on you ;

And then you fled into this abbey here,

From whence, I think, you are come by miracle

Ant. E. I never came within these abbe)

walls,

Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me :

I never saw the chain, so help me Heaven !

And this is false you burden me withal.

Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach
this !

I think you all have drunk of Circe’s cup. 27

If here you housed him, here he would hav

been;
If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly:

You say he dined at home ;
the goldsmith here

Denies that saying. Sirrah, what say you?
Dro. E. Sir, he dined with her there, at th

Porpentine. 1

Cour. He did, and from my finger snatch’l

thatring.
. I

Ant. E. ’Tis true, my liege; this ring I hall

of her. H

Duke. Saw’st thou him enter at the abbelj

here ?

Coicr. As sure, my liege, as I do see yoi

grace.
'

Duke. Why, this is strange. Go call th

abbess hither. 28

I think you are all mated or stark mad.
[Exit one to the Abbes«

AEge. Most mighty duke, vouchsafe me spea

a word :

Haply I see a friend will save my life

And pay the sum that may deliver me.

Duke. Speak freely, Syracusian, what tho

wilt.

AEge. Is not your name, sir, call’d Ant
pholus?

And is not that your bondman, Dromio?
Dro. E. Within this hour I was his bondmarj

sir,

But he, I thank him, gnaw’d in two my cords: 1

Now am I Dromio and his man unbound. 29!

AEge. I am sure you both of you remembtl

me.
. I

Dro. E. Ourselves we do remember, sir, bl

you ;

For lately we were bound, as you are now.

You are not Pinch’s patient, are you, sir?



;ne i.] THE COMEDY OF ERRORS.

Ege. Why look you strange on me? you

know me well.

\nt. E. I never saw you in my life till now.

Ege. O, grief hath changed me since you

saw me last,

d careful hours with time’s deformed hand
written strange defeatures in my face :

t tell me yet, dost thou not know my voice?

Int. E. Neither. 301

Ege. Dromio, nor thou ?

~)ro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I.

_ I am sure thou dost.

~)ro. E. Ay, sir, but I am sure I do not; and

atsoever a man denies, you are now bound to

ieve him.
Ege, Not know my voice ! O time’s extre-

mity,

st thou so crack’d and splitted my poor tongue

seven short years, that here my Only son

ows not my feeble key of untuned cares? 310

ough now this grained face of mine be hid

sap-consuming winter’s drizzled snow
d all the conduits of my blood froze up,

t hath my night of life some memory,
wasting lamps some fading glimmer left,

’ dull deaf ears a little use to hear :

these old witnesses—I cannot err

—

1 me thou art my son Antipholus.

Int. E. I never saw my father in my life.

Ege. But seven years since, in Syracusa,

boy, 320

1 know’ st we parted : but perhaps, my son,

ou shamest to acknowledge me in misery.

Ini. E. The duke and all that know me in

the city

a witness with me that it is not so

:

e’er saw Syracusa in my life.

luke. I tell thee, Syracusian, twenty years
ve I been patron to Antipholus,
ring which time he ne’er saw Syracusa

:

je thy age and dangers make thee dote.

enter Abbess, ivith Antipholus of Syracuse
and Dromio of Syracuse.

\bb. Most mighty duke, behold a man much
wrong’d. [Allgather to see them. 330

\dr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes de-
ceive me.

luke . One of these men is Genius to the

other;
<

•

d so of these. Which is the natural man,
d which the spirit? who deciphers them?
Iro. S. I, sir, am Dromio: command him
away.

Dro. E . I, sir, am Dromio: pray, let me
stay.

int. S. Egeon art thou not? or 'else his

ghost?
~)ro. S. O, my old master! who hath bound
him here?

Ibb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his

bonds
d gain a husband by his liberty. 340
:ak, old Egeon, if thou be’st the man
at hadst a wife once call’d Emilia
at bore thee at a burden two fair sons

:

if thou be’st the same Egeon, speak,
d speak unto the same Emilia

!

/Ege. If I dream not, thou art .Emilia:

If thou art she, tell me where is that son

That floated with thee on the fatal raft?

Abb. By men of Epidamnum he and I

And the twin Dromio all were taken up
; 350

But by and by rude fishermen of Corinth
By force took Dromio and my son from them
And me they left with those of Epidamnum.
What then became of them I cannot tell;

I to this fortune that you see me in.

Duke. Why, here begins his morning story

right

:

These two Antipholuses, these two so like,

And these two Dromios, one in semblance,

—

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea,

—

These are the parents to these children, 360
Which accidentally are met together.

Antipholus, thou earnest from Corinth first?

Ant. S. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse.
*

Duke. Stay, stand apart; I know not which
is which.

Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most gra-

cious lord,

—

Dro. E. And I with him.
A fit. E. Brought to this town by that most

famous warrior,

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle.

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-

day?
Ant. S. I, gentle mistress.

A dr. And are not you my husband ?

Ant. E. No; I say nay to that. 371
Ant. S. And so do I ;

yet did she call me so :

And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here,

Did call me brother. [To Luc.] What I told

you then,

I hope I shall have leisure to make good

;

If this be not a dream I see and hear.

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you had
of me.

Ant. S. I think it be, sir; I deny it not.

Ant. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrest-

ed me.
^

380
A ng. I think I did, sir

;
I deny it not.

Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail.

By Dromio ; but I think he brought it not.

Dro. E . No, none by me.
Ant. S. This purse of ducats I received from

you
And Dromio my man did bring them me.
I see we still did meet each other’s man.
And I was ta’en for him, and he for me,
And thereupon these errors are arose.

Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my father

here.

Duke. It shall not need ; thy father hath his

life. 390
Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from

you.
Ant. E. There, take it; and much thanks for

my good cheer.

Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the

pains

To go with us into the abbey here
And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes :

And all that are assembled in this place,

That by this sympathized one day’s error

Have suffer’d wrong, go keep us company,
And we shall make full satisfaction.



Thirty-three years have I but gone in travail 400

Of you, my sons ;
and till this present hour

My heavy burthen ne’er delivered.

The duke, my husband and ray children both.

And you the calendars of their nativity,

Go to a gossips’ feast, and go with me

;

After so long grief, such festivity 1

Duke. With all ipy heart, I’ll gossip at this

feast. [.Exeunt all but A nt. S.
,
Ant. E.,

Dro. S., and Dro. E.
Dro. S. Master, sha,U I fetch you? stuff from

shipboard ?

Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou

embark’d ?

Dro. S. Your goods that lay at host, sir, in

the Centaur. 4 10

Ant. S. He speaks to me. I am your master,

Dromio

:

Come, go with us ;
we ’ll look to that anon :

Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him. ;

[Exeunt Ant. S. and Ant. 1

Dro. S. There is a fat friend at your mastei

house,
That kitchen’d me for you to-day at dinner

:

She now shall be my sister, not my wife.

Dro. E. Methinks you are my glass, and n

my brother

:

I see by you I am a sweet-faced youth.

Will you walk in to see their gossiping?

Dro. Sf Not I, sir; you are my elder. 4:

Dro. E. That’s a question : how shall v

try it?

Dro. S. We’ll draw cuts for the senior; t

then lead thou first.

Dro. E. Nay, then, thus :

We came into the world like brother and brothe:

And no\y let’s go hand in hand, not ope befo

another. [Exeun
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Don Pedro, prince of Arragon.
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ACT I.

Scene I. Before Leonato’s house

.

nter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice, with a
Messenger.

Leon. I learn in this letter that Don Peter of
-ragon comes this night to Messina.
Mess. He is very near by this: he was not
ree leagues off when I left him.
Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in

is adtion ?

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name.
Leon. A vidlory is twice itselfwhen the aehie-

r brings home full numbers. I find here that

on Peter hath bestowed much honour on a
ung Florentine called Claudio. n
Mess. Much deserved on his part and equally
nembered by Don Pedro : he hath borne him-
f beyond the promise of his age, doing, in the

ure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath in-

ed better bettered expectation than you must
pedt of me to tell you how.
Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will

very much glad of it.

Mess. I have already delivered him letters,

d there appears much joy in him; even so

ich thatjoy could not show itselfmodest enough
thout a badge of bitterness.

Leon. Did he break out into tears?

Mess. In great measure.
Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : there are
faces truer than those that are so washed,

ow much better is it to weep at joy than to joy
weeping

!

Beat. I pray you, is Signior Mountanto re-

ared from the wars or no ? 31
Mess. I know none of that name, lady: there
is none such in the army of any sort.

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece?
Hero. My cousin means Signior Benedick of
idua.

Mess. O, he’s returned; and as pleasant as
er he was.
Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina and
allenged Cupid at the flight ; and my uncle’s

Verges, a headborough.
A Sexton.
A Boy.

Hero, daughter to Leonato.
Beatrice, niece to Leonato.
Margaret, \ gentlewomen attending on
Ursula, 3 Hero.

Messengers, Watch, Attendants, &c.

Scene: Messina

.

fool, reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid,
and challenged him at the bird-bolt. I pray you,
how many hath he killed and eaten in these wars?
But how many hath he killed? for indeed I pro-

mised to eat all of his killing.

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benedick
too much; buthe ’ll be meet with you, I doubt it not.

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in

these wars.
Beat. You had musty vidhtal, and he hath

holp to eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man

;

he hath an excellent stomach.
Mess. And a good soldier too, lady.

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady : but what
is he to a lord?

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed

with all honourable virtues.

Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a
stuffed man: but for the stuffing,—well, we are

all mortal. 60
Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece.

There is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior
Benedick and her : they never meet but there’s a
skirmish of wit between them.
Beat. Alas ! he gets nothing by that. In our

last conflict four of his five wits went halting
off, and now is the whole man governed with one :

so that if he have v/it enough to keep himself
warm, let him bear it for a difference between
himself and his horse ; for it is all the wealth that

he hath left, to be known a reasonable creature.

Who is his companion now ? He hath every month
a new sworn brother.

Mess. I s ’t possible ?

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith

but as the fashion of his hat; it ever changes with
the next block.

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your
books.

Beat. No; an he were, I would burn my
study. But, I pray you, who is his companion ?

Is there no young squarer now that will make a
voyage with him to the devil?

Mess. He is most in the company of the right
noble Claudio.
Beat. O Lord, he will hang upon him like a

I

i



disease : he is sooner caught than the pestilence,

and the taker runs presently mad. God help the

noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick,

it will cost him a thousand pound ere a’ be cured.
.

Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 91

Beat. Do, good friend.

Leon. You will never run mad, niece.

Beat. No, not till a hot January.

Mess. Don Pedro is approached.

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Claudio,
Benedick, and Balthasar.

D. Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, you are

come to meet your trouble: the fashion of the

world is to avoid cost, and you encounter it.

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the

likeness of your grace: for trouble being gone,

comfort should remain ; but when you depart from

me, sorrow abides and happiness takes his leave.

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too wil-

lingly. I think this is your daughter.

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so.

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked

j

her?
Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then were

you a child.

D. Pedro. You have it full, Benedick: we
may guess by this what you are, being a man.

Truly, the lady fathers herself. Be happy, lady;

for you are like an honourable father.

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her father, she

would not have his head on her shoulders for all

Messina, as like him as she is.

Beat. I wonder that you will still be talking,

Signior Benedick : nobody marks you.

Bene. What, my dear Lady Disdain ! are you
yet living? 120

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die while

she hath such meet food to feed it as Signior Be-

nedick? Courtesy itself must convert to disdain,

if you come in her presence.

Bene. Then is courtesy a turncoat. But it is

certain I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted:

and I would I could find in my heart that I had
not a hard heart ; for, truly, I love none.

Beat. A dear happiness to women : they would

else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor.

I thank God and my cold blood, I am of your

humour for that : I had rather hear my dog bark

at a crow than a man swear he loves me.

Bene. God keep your ladyship stilly in that

mind ! so some gentleman or other shall ’scape a

predestinate scratched face.

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an

’twere such a face as yours were.

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a

beast of yours. 14 1

! Bene. I would my horse had the speed of

! your tongue, and so good a continuer. But keep

i
your way, i’ God’s name ; I have done.

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick : I

1 know you of old.

D. Pedro. That is the sum of all, Leonato.

j

Signior Claudio and Signior Benedick, my dear

i friend Leonato hath invited you all. I tell him

[
we shall stay here at the least a month ; and he I

heartily prays some occasion may detain us longer.

I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but prays fron

his heart.

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall no.

be forsworn. [To Don John] L.& t me bid yoi

welcome, my lord : being reconciled to the princ<
p

your brother, I owe you all duty.

D. John. I thank you : I am not of many
words, but I thank you.

Leon. Please it your grace lead on? 16c

D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato; we will gc

together.
t [

[Exeunt all except Benedick and Claudios lx

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter

of Signior Leonato?
Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her.

Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? I :

y

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest mai

should do, for my simple true judgement ; o

would you have me speak after my custom, asll

being a professed tyrant to their sex ?
_

17c 1

Claud. No ; I pray thee speak in sober judge

ment.
.

I
p

Bene. Why, i’ faith, methinks she’s too lovl

for a high praise, too brown for a fair praise ano, b

too little for a great praise : only this commendal aa

tion I can afford her, that were she other thaii|cl

she is, she were unhandsome ; and being no othe

but as she is, I do not like her. '
1

1

Claud. Thou thinkest I am in sport : I pray k

thee tell me truly how thou likest her.
.

i8< a

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire ?

after her ?

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ?

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. Bu
speak you this with a sad brow ? or do you pla?

the flouting Jack, to tell us Cupid is a good hare

finder and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, it

what key shall a man take you, to go in the song

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lad;,

that ever I looked on. *9
Bene. I can see yet without spectacles and ! t

see no such matter : there ’s her cousin, an sh«

were not possessed with a fury, exceeds her a

much in beauty as the first of May doth the las :

of December. But I hope you have no intent t<

turn husband, have you ?
j

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though
.j

had sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife

Bene. Is’t come to this? In faith, hath no

the world one man but he will wear his cap witl

suspicion? Shall I never see a bachelor of three

score again ? Go to, i’ faith ; an thou wilt need:

thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of i

and sigh away Sundays. Look ; Don Pedro i

returned to seek you.

Re-enter Don Pedro.

D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here I

that you followed not to Leonato’s ?

Bene. I would your grace would constrain m<

to tell.

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.

Bene. You hear, Count Claudio: I can bq

secret as a dumb man ; I would have you thinl

so ; but, on my allegiance, mark you this, on nu

allegiance. He is in love. With who ? now tha

is your grace’s part. Mark how short his answe

is ;—With Hero, Leonato’s short daughter.

Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered.



gene i.] MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. > 113 !

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: ‘it is not

>, nor 'twas not so, but, indeed, God forbid it

lould be so.’ 220

Clatid. If my passion change not shortly,

od forbid it should be otherwise.

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the

.dy is very well worthy.

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord.

D. Ped?'o. By my troth, I speak my thought.

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine.

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my
>rd, I spoke mine.

Clatjid. That I love her, I feel. 230

D. Pedro. That she is. worthy, I know.

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be

ived nor know how she should be worthy, is the

pinion that fire cannot melt out of me : I will

ie in it at the stake.

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic

t the despite of beauty.

Claud. And never could maintain his part but

1 the force of his will.

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank

er ; that she brought me up, I likewise give her

lost humble thanks : but that I will have a re-

peat winded in my forehead, or hang my bugle

1 an invisible baldrick, all women shall pardon

ie. Because I will not do them the wrong to

listrust any, I will do myself the right to trust

one ; and the fine is, for the which I may go the

ner, I will live a bachelor.

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look

ale with love.
_ %

250
Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with

anger, my lord, not with love : prove that ever

lose more blood with love than I will get again

iith drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad-

.aker’s pen and hang me up at the door of a

•othel-house for the sign of blind Cupid.

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from

lis faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat

id shoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him be

apped on the shoulder, and called Adam. 261

D. Pedro . Well, as time shall try :

[n time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.’

Bene. The savage bull may ;
but if ever the

insible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull’s

irns and set them in my forehead : and let me
; vilely painted, and in such great letters as they

rite ‘Here is good horse to hire,’ let them sig-

fy under my sign ‘ Here you may see Benedick

ie married man.’ 270

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou

ouldst be horn-mad.
D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his

liver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly.

Bene. I look for an earthquake too, then,

j

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the

ours. In the meantime, good Signior Benedick,

:pair to Leonato’s : commend me to him and
:11 him I will not fail him at supper ; for indeed
2 hath made great preparation. 280

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for

itch an embassage ; and so I commit you

—

Claud. To the tuition of God; From my
ouse, if I had it,—

'

D. Pedro. The sixth of July ; Your loving
lend, Benedick. * >

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. The body i

of your discourse is sometime guarded with frag-
j

ments, and the guards are but slightly basted on !

neither : ere you flout old ends any further,
j

examine your conscience ; and so I leave you.
[Exit. 291

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do
me good.

D. Pedro. My ldve is thine to teach : teach it

but how,
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn

Any hard lesson that may do thee good.

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord?

D. Pedro. No child but Hero; she’s his only

heir.

Dost thou affedt her, Claudio ?
'

Claud. 0 ,
my lord,

When you went onward on this ended adtion,

I look’d upon her with a soldier’s eye, 300
That liked, but had a rougher task in hand
Than to drive liking to the name of love

:

But nout I am return’d and that war-thoughts
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms

;

Come thronging soft and delicate desires,

All prompting me how fair young Hero is.

Saying, I liked her ere I went to wars.

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover pre-

sently
And tire the hearer with a book of words.
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 3x0

And I will break with her and with her father

And thou shalt have her. Was’ t not to this end 1

That thou began ’st to twist so fine a story ?
j

Claud. How sweetly you do minister to love, i

That know love’s grief by his complexion 1

But lest my liking might too sudden seem,
I would have salved it with a longer treatise.

D. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader i

than the flood ?

The fairest grant is the necessity.

Look, what will serve is fit: ’tis once, thou
lovest, 320

And I will fit thee with the remedy.
I know we shall have revelling to-night:

I will assume thy part in some disguise

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio,
And in her bosom I ’ll unclasp my heart
And take her hearing prisoner with the force

And strong encounter of my amorous tale ;

Then after to her father will I break

;

And the conclusion is, she shall be thine.

In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt. 330

Scene II. A rootn in Leonato’s house.

Enter Leonato and Antonio, meeting.

Leon. How now, brother ! Where is my
cousin, your son? hath he provided this music?

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother,

I can tell you strange news that you yet dreamt
not of.

Leon. Are they good?
A nt. As the event stamps them : but they !

have a good cover ; they show well outward.

The prince and Count Claudio, walking in a

thick-pleached alley in mine orchard, were thus

much overheard by a man of mine : the prince

discovered to Claudio that he loved my niece

your daughter and meant to acknowledge it

8
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this night in a dance ;
and if he found her ac-

cordant, he meant to take the present time

by the top and instantly break with you of it.

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you
this?

Ant. A good sharp fellow: I will send for

him ; and question him yourself.
_

20

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream till

it appear itself : but I will acquaint my daughter

withal, that she may be the better prepared for

an answer, if peradventure this be true. Go you
and tell her of it. [Enter attendants.] Cou-
sins, you know what you have to do. O, I cry

you mercy, friend
;
go you with me, and I will

use your skill. Good cousin, have a care this

busy time. \Exeunt.

Scene III. The same.

Enter Don John and Conrade.

Con . What the good-year, my lord ! why are

you thus out of measure sad ?

D. John . There is no measure in the occa-

sion that breeds ; therefore the sadness is with-

out limit.

Con. You should hear reason.

D. John. And when I have heard it, what
blessing brings it?

Con. If not a present remedy, at least a

patient sufferance. 10

D. John. I wonder that thou, being, as thou

sayest thou art, born under Saturn, goest about

to apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mis-

chief. I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad

when I have cause and smile at no man’s jests,

eat when I have stomach and wait for no man’s

leisure, sleep when I am drowsy and tend on no

man’s business, laugh when I am merry and claw

no man in his humour.
Con. Yea, but you must not make the full

show of this till you may do it without con-

trolment. You have of late stood out against

your brother, and he hath ta’en you newly into

his grace ;
where it is impossible you should take

true root but by the fair weather that you make
yourself : it is needful that you frame the season

for your own harvest.

D. John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge
than a rose in his grace, and it better fits my
blood to be disdained of all than to fashion a

carriage to rob love from any : in this, though I

cannot be said to be a flattering honest man, it

must not be denied but I am a plain-dealing

villain. I am trusted with a muzzle and en-

franchised with a clog ; therefore I have decreed
not to sing in my cage. If I had my mouth, I

would bite ;
if I had my liberty, I would do my

liking : in the meantime let me be that I am and
seek not to alter me.

Con. Can you make no use of your discon-

tent? 40
D. John. I make all use of it, for I use it

only.

Who comes here?

Enter Borachio.

What news, Borachio ?

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper

:

the prince your brother is royally entertained by

[Act ii. i

Leonato ;
and I can give you intelligence of an

intended marriage.
<

iL.

D. John. Will it serve for any model to build

mischief on? What is he for a fool that betroths L
himself to unquietness? 50

Bora. Marry, it is your brother’s right hand,
i

;

D. Joh7i. Who? the most exquisite Claudio?

Bora. Even he.

D. John. A proper squire ! And who, and

who ? which way looks he ?

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and'

heir of Leonato. 1 :

D. John. A very forward March-chick ! How
came you to this?

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I

was smoking a musty room, comes me thel

j

prince and Claudio, hand in hand, in sad confer-jjr

ence: I whipt me behind the arras; and there 1

heard it agreed upon that the prince should woo I-

Hero for himself, and having obtained her, give

her to Count Claudio.
_

Kto

D. John. Come, come, let us thither : this
|

may prove food to my displeasure. That young 1

start-up hath all the glory of my overthrow : if I

can cross him any way, I bless myself every

way. You are both sure, and will assist me? 71

C071. To the death, my lord.
^

||il

D. Joh7i. Let us to the great supper : their

cheer is the greater that I am subdued. Wouldi!

the cook were of my mind ! Shall we go prove

what’s to be done?
Bora. We’ll wait upon your lordship.

[Exeimt.

ACT II.

Scene I. A hall hi Leonato’s house. b

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, jr

a7id others.

Leon. Was not Count John here at supper?
j|

Ant. I saw him not. ly

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I

never can see him but I am heart-burned an

hour after.
#

- §)
Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition.

Beat. He were an excellent man that were*

made just in the midway between him and Bene-ji

dick: the one is too like an image and saysjj

nothing, and the other too like my lady’s eldest!
j ;

son, evermore tattling. IX
j

i

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick’s tonguej)

in Count John’s mouth, and half Count John’s;,

melancholy in Signior Benedick’s face,— 11 :

Beat. With a good leg and a good foot, uncle, i

and money enough in his purse, such a manM
would win any woman in the world, if a’ could*

get her good-will.

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never]

get thee a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy

tongue.
Ant. In faith, she’s too curst.

Beat. Too curst is more than curst: I shall;:

lessen God’s sending that way ;
for it is said.!

j

‘God sends a curst cow short horns;’ but to a

cow too curst he sends none.
j

I

Leo7i. So, by being too curst, God will send:
j

you no horns.

Beat. Just, if he send me no husband; for
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lie which blessing I am at him upon my knees

very morning and evening. Lord, I could not

ndure a husband with a beard on his face : I

.ad rather lie in the woollen.

Leon. You may light on a husband that hath

0 beard.

Beat. What should I do with him? dress him
1 my apparel and make him my waiting-gentle-

/oman? He that hath a beard is more than a

outh, and he that hath no beard is less than a

ian : and he that is more than a youth is not for

tie, and he that is less than a man, I am not for

am: therefore I will even take sixpence in ear-

nest of the bear-ward, and lead his apes into hell.

Leon. Well, then, go you into hell?

Beat. No, but to the gate; and there will

he devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with

torns on his head, and say ‘ Get you to heaven,

Beatrice, get you to heaven; here’s no place for

mu maids so deliver I up my apes, and away
o Saint Peter for the heavens ; he shows me
vhere the bachelors sit, and there live we as

nerry as the day is long.

Ant. [To Hero\ Well, niece, I trust you will

>e ruled by your father.

Beat. Yes, faith; it is my cousin’s duty to

lake curtsy and say ‘Father, as it. please

ou.’ But yet for all that, cousin, let him be a

landsome fellow, or else make another curtsy

nd say ‘Father, as it please me.’

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day
Lted with a husband. 61

Beat. Not till God make men of some other

letal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman
o be overmastered with a piece of valiant dust?

o make an account of her life to a clod of way-
ward marl? No, uncle, I’ll none: Adam’s sons

re my brethren ; and, truly, I hold it a sin to

latch in my kindred.
Leon. Daughter, remember what I told

ou : if the prince do solicit you in that kind,

ou know your answer. 71

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin,
7 you be not wooed in good time : if the prince

e too important, tell him there is measure in

very thing and so dance out the answer. For,

ear me, Hero : wooing, wedding, and repenting,

; as a Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque pace

:

^ie first suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig,

nd full as fantastical; the wedding, mannerly-
lodest, as a measure, full of state and ancientry;

nd then comes repentance and, with his bad legs,

ills into the cinque pace faster and faster, till

e sink into his grave.
Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly.
Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a
hurch by daylight.

Leon. The revellers are entering, brother :

lake good room. [Allput on their masks.

Inter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Bal-
thasar, Don John, Borachio, Mar-
garet, Ursula, and others, masked.

'D. Pedro . Lady, will you walk about with
our friend ? go
Hero. So you walk softly and look sweetly
nd say nothing, I am yours for the walk ; and
specially when I walk away.
D. Pedro. With me in your company?

115

Hero. I may say so, when I please.

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so ?

Hero. When I like your favour; for God
defend the lute should be like the case

!

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon’s roof; with-

in the house is Jove. 100

Hero. Why, then, your visor should be
thatched.
D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love.

[Drawing her aside.

Balth. Well, I would you did like me.
Marg. So would not I, for your own sake

;

for I have many ill qualities.

Balth. Which is one?
Marg. 1 say my prayers aloud.

Balth. I love you the better: the hearers

may cry, Amen.
.

no
Marg. God match me with a good dancer

!

Balth. Amen.
Marg. And God keep him out of my sight

when the dance is done ! Answer, clerk.

Balth. No more words : the clerk is answei-ed.

Urs. I know you well enough
;
you are Sig-

nior Antonio.
Ant. At a word, I am not.

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your
head. 120

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, un-

less you were the very man. Here’s his dry
hand up and down : you are he, you are he.

Ant. At a word, I am not.

Urs. Come, come, do you think I do not

know you by your excellent wit? can virtue hide

itself? Go to, mum, you are he: graces will

appear, and there’s an end.

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so?

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 131

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are?

Bene. Not now.
Beat. That I was disdainful, and that I had

my good wit out of the ‘ Hundred Merry Tales :

’

—well, this was Signior Benedick that said so.

Bene. What’s he?
Beat. I am sure you know him well enough.
Bene. Not I, believe me.
Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 140
Bene. I pray you, what is he?
Beat. Why, he is the prince’s jester : a very

dull fool ; only his gift is in devising impossible

slanders: none but libertines delight in him; and
the commendation is not in his wit, but in his

villany; for he both pleases men and angers

them, and then they laugh at him and beat him.

I am sure he is in the fleet: I would he had
boarded me.

Bene. When I know the gentleman. I’ll tell

him what you say. 151

Beat. Do, do: he’ll but break a comparison
or two on me; which, peradventure not marked
or not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy;
and then there’s a partridgeyving saved, for the

fool will eat no supper that night. [Music.
~\
We

must follow the leaders.

Bene. In every good thing.

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave

them at the next turning. 160

[Dance. Then exeunt all except Don
John, Borachio

,
and Claudio.
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D. John. Sure my brother is amorous on

"Hero and hath withdrawn her father to break

with him about it. The ladies follow her and

but one visor remains.

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by

his bearing.

D. John. Are not you Sigmor Benedick?

Claud

.

Yon know me well ; I am he.

D. John. Signior, you are very near my bro-

ther in his love: he is enamoured on Hero; I

pray you, dissuade him from her: she is no equal

for his birth: you may do the part of an honest

man in it.

Claud. How know you he loves her?

, D. John. I heard him swear his affedlion.

Bora. So did I too ;
and he swore he would

marry her to-night.

D. John. . Come, let us to the banquet.
*
[Exeunt Don John and Borachio.

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick,

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio.

'Tis certain so; the prince wooes for himself. 181

Friendship is constant in all other things

Save in the office and affairs cf love :

Therefore all hearts in love use their own tongues

;

Let every eye negotiate for itself

And trust no agent ; for beauty is a witch
*

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood.

This is an accident of hourly proof,
*

Which I mistrusted not. Farewell, therefore,

Hero!

Re-enter Benedick.

Bene. Count Claudio? *9°

Claud. Yea, the same.

Bene. Come, will you go with me?
dated. Whither?
Bene. Even to the next willow, about your

own business, county. What fashion will you

wear the garland of? about your neck, like an

usurer’s chain? or under your arm, like a lieute-

nant’s scarf? You must wear it one way, for the

prince hath got your Hero.
Claud. I wish him joy of her. 200

Bene. Why, that’s spoken like an honest dro-

vier : so they sell bullocks. But did you think

the prince would have served you thus ?

Claud. I pray you, leave me.

Bene. Ho ! now you strike like the blind man
’twas the boy that stole your meat, and you’ll

beat the post.

Claud. If it will not be, I ’ll leave you. [Exit.

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! now will he creep

into sedges. But that my Lady Beatrice should

know me, and not know me ! The prince’s fool

!

Ha? It may be I go under that title because I

am merry. Yea, but so I am apt to do myself

wrong; I am not so reputed: it is the base,

though bitter, disposition of Beatrice that puts

the world into her person, and so gives me out.

Well, I’ll be revenged as I may.

Re-enter Don Pedro.

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where’s the count?

did you see him?
Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part

of Lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy

as a lodge in a warren : I told him, and I think I

told him true, that your grace had got the good

will of this young lady ; and I offered him my
company to a willow-tree, either to make him a

garland, as being forsaken, or to bind him up a ji

rod, as being worthy to be whipped.

D. Pedro. To be whipped ! What’s his fault? I!

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy, I

who, being overjoyed with finding a birds’ nest, r

shows it his companion, and he steals it. 230

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a trans-

gression? The transgression is in the stealer.

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had

been made, and the garland too ; for the garland

he might have worn himself, and the rod he

might have bestowed on you, who, as I take it,

have stolen his birds’ nest.

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and

restore them to the owner.
#

240

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by

my faith, you say honestly.

D. Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel

to you : the gentleman that danced with her told

her she is much wronged by you.

Bene. O, she misused me past the endurance

of a block ! an oak but with one green leaf on it

would have answered her ; my very visor began

to assume life and scold with her. She told me,

not thinking I had been myself, that I was the

prince’s jester, that I was duller than a great

thaw; huddling jest upon jest with such impos-

sible conveyance upon me that I stood like a

man at a mark, with a whole army shooting at

me. She speaks poniards, and every word stabs

:

if her breath were as terrible as her terminations,

there were no living near her ; she would infect

to the north star. I would not marry her, though

she were endowed with all that Adam had left

him before he transgressed : she would have made
Hercules have turned spit, yea, and have cleft his

club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her

:

you shall find her the infernal Ate in good apparel.

I would to God some scholar would conjure her;

'

for certainly, while she is here, a man may live

as quiet in hell as in a sandtuary ;
and people sin

upon purpose, because they would go thither ; so;

indeed, all disquiet, horror and perturbation fol-

lows her.

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 270

Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Hero, and
Leonato.

Bene. Will your grace command me any ser-

vice to the world’s end? I will go on the slight-

est errand now to the Antipodes that you can

devise to send me on ; I will fetch you a tooth-

picker now from the furthest inch of Asia, bring

you the length of Prester John’s foot, fetch you a

hair off the great Cham’s beard, do you any em-

bassage to the Pigmies, rather than hold three

words’ conference with this harpy. You have no

employment for me? “ 280

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good

company.
Bene. O God, sir, here’s a dish I love not

:

I cannot endure my Lady Tongue. [Exit.

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come
;
you have lost

the heart of Signior Benedick.

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile

;

and I gave him use for it, a double heart for his

single one : marry, once before he won it of me
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vith false dice, therefore your grace may well

ay I have lost it.
. .

D. Pedro. You have put him down, lady,

mu have put him down.

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my
ord, lest I should prove the mother of fools. 1

lave brought Count Claudio, whom you sent me

°
pfpedro. Why, how now, count! wherefore

ire you sad ?

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 3°°

D. Pedro. How then? sick?

Claud. Neither, my lord.
.

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor

merry, nor well; but civil count, civil as an

orange, and something of that jealous com-

^Pedro. V faith, lady, l think your blazon

to be true'; though,. I’ll be sworn, if he be so, his

conceit is false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed, in

thy name, and fair Hero is won; I have broke

with her father, and his goodwill obtained . name

the day of marriage, and God give thee joy !

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and

with her my fortunes : his grace hath, made the

match, and. all grace say Amen to it.

Beat. Speak, count, ’tis your cue.

Clan. Silence is- the perfeaest herald, of joy:

I were but little happy, if I could say how much.

I .ady, as you are mine, I am yours : I give away

myself for you and dote upon the exchange. 320

Beat. Speak, cousin ; or,, if you cannot, stop

his mouth with a kiss, and. let not, hint' speak

neither.

D. Pedro

.

In faith, lady, you have a merry

heart.
, , . . . .

Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it

keeps on the windy side of care. My cousin

toils him in his ear that he is in her heart.

Claud. And so she doth, cousin.

Beat. Good Lord, for alliance! Thus goes

every one to the world but I, and. I am sun-

burnt ; I may sit in a corner and cry heigh-ho

for a husband

!

D. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one.

Beat. I would rather have one of your father s

getting. Hath your grace ne;er a brother like

you? Your father got excellent husbands, if a

maid could come by them.

D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ?

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have an-

other for working-days :
your grace is too costly

to wear every day. But, I beseech your grace,

pardon me : I was born to speak all mirth and no

matter.

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and

o be merry best becomes you ;
for, out of ques-

ion, you were born in a merry hour.

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried;

uit then there was a star danced, and under that

vas I born. Cousins, God give you joy ! 350

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I

old you of?

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. By your grace s

pardon. [Exit.

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited

lady.

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy ele-

ment in her, my lord : she is never sad but when

she sleeps, and not ever sad then ;
for I have

heard my daughter say, she hath often dreamed

of unhappiness and waked herself with laughing.

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a

husband. . .. ,

Leon. O, by no means: she mocks all her

wooers out of suit.

D. Pedro . She were an excellent wife for

Benedick.
Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a

week married, they would talk themselves mad.

D. Pedro. County Claudio, when mean you

to go to church?.
.

37 1

Claud. To-morrow, my lord: time goes on

crutches till love have all his rites.

Leon. Not till Monday, my dear son, which

is hence a just seven-night; and a time too brief,

too, to have all things answer my mind.

I). Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so

long a breathing: but, I warrant thee, Claudio,

the time shall not go dully by us. 1 will in the

interim undertake one of Hercules’ labours;

which is, to bring Signior Benedick and the

Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affedtion the

one with the other. I would fain have it a

match,, and I doubt not but to fashion it, if you

three will but minister such assistance as I shall

give you direction.

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost

me ten nights’ watchings.

Claud. And I, my lord.

D. Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero?
Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to

help my cousin to a good husband. 391

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhope-

fullest husband that I know. Thus far can I

praise him ;
he is of a noble strain, of approved

valour and confirmed honesty. I will teach you

how to humour your cousin, that she shall fall in

love with Benedick ;
and I, with your two helps,

will so pradtise on Benedick that, in despite of his

quick wit and his queasy stomach, he shall fall in

love with Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid is

no longer an archer : his glory shall be ours, for

we are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and

I will tell you my drift. [Exeunt.

Scene II. The same.

Eiiter Don John and Borachio.

D. John. It is so; the Count Claudio shall

marry the daughter of Leonato.

Bora. Yea, my lord; but I can cross it.

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impedi-

ment will be medicinable to me : I am sick in

displeasure to him, and whatsoever comes athwart

his affedtion ranges evenly with mine. How
canst thou cross this marriage?

Bora. Not honestly, my lord ;
but so co-

vertly that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 10

D. John. Show me briefly how.

Bora. I think I told your lordship a year

since, how much I am in the favour of Margaret,

the waiting gentlewoman to Hero.

D. John. I remember.
Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of

the night, appoint her to look out at her lady s

chamber window.
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D. John. What life is in that, to be the death

;

of this marriage ? 20
Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper.

I

Go you to the prince your brother ; spare not to

|

tell him that he hath wronged his honour in mar-
! rying the renowned Claudio—whose estimation

j
do you mightily hold up—to a contaminated

:

stale, such a one as Hero,

j

D. John. What proof shall I make of that?
Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to

I

vex Claudio, to undo Hero and kill Leonato.

|

Look you for any other issue ? 30
I D. John. Only to despite them, I will endea-
vour any thing.

Bora. Go, then ; find me a meet hour to draw
Don Pedro and the Count Claudio alone : tell

I them that you know that Hero loves me ; intend
! a kind of zeal both to the prince and Claudio, as,

!
—in love of your brother’s honour, who hath

;

made this match, and his friend’s reputation, who
is thus like to be cozened with the semblance of

a maid,—that you have discovered thus. They
will scarcely believe this without trial : offer them
instances; which shall bear no less likelihood

than to see me at her chamber-window, hear me
fcall Margaret Hero, hear Margaret term me

I
Claudio ; and bring them, to see this the very

!
night before the intended wedding,—for in the

j

meantime I will so fashion the matter that Hero
j,

shall be absent,—and there shall appear such

j

seeming truth of Hero’s disloyalty that jealousy
I shall be called assurance and all the preparation
|. overthrown. 51

D. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it

can, I will put it in practice. Be cunning in the

working this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats.

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and
my cunning shall not shame me.
D. John. I will presently go learn their day

of marriage. [Exeunt.

Scene III. Leonato’s orchard.

Enter Benedick.

Bene. Boy

!

Enter Boy.

Boy. Signior?
Bene. I11 my chamber-window lies a book:

bring it hither to me in the orchard.

;
Boy. I am here already, sir.

Bene. I know that; but I would have thee

;
hence, and here again, [jExit Boy.

]

I do much
;

wonder that one man, seeing how much another

!

man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviours to

|

love, will, after he hath laughed at such shallow

i
fpllies in others, become the argument of his own

i
scorn by falling in love : and such a man is

)
Claudio. I have known when there was no

j
music with him but the drum and the fife ; and

j

i now had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe
: j

i
I have known when he would have walked ten '

mile a-foot to see a good armour ; and now will i

! he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a
new doublet. He was wont to speak plain and

! to the purpose, like an honest man and a soldier

;

j

and now is he turned orthography ; his words are

;

a very fantastical banquet, just so many strange

dishes. May I be so converted and see with

these eyes? I cannot tell ; I think not: I will not
be sworn but love may transform me to an oys-
ter; but I’ll take my oath on it, till he have
made an oyster of me, he shall never make me
such a fool. One woman is fair, yet I am well

;

another is wise, yet I am well ; another virtuous,
yet I am well ; but till all graces be in one wo-
man, one woman shall not come in my grace.
Rich she shall be, that’s certain; wise, or I’ll

none
; virtuous, or I ’ll never cheapen her ; fair,

or I ’ll never look on her
;
mild, or come not near

me; noble, or not I for an angel; of good dis-

course, an excellent musician, and her hair shall

be of what colour it please God. Ha ! the prince
and Monsieur Love ! I will hide me in the arbour.

[ Withdraws.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato.
D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music?
Claud. Yea, my good lord. How still the

evening is, 40
As hush’d on purpose to grace harmony

!

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid
himself?

Claicd. O, very well, my lord : the music ended,
We’ll fit the kid-fox with a pennyworth.

E?iter Balthasar with Music.

D. Pedro. Come, Balthasar, we ’ll hear that
song again.

Balth. O, good my lord, tax not so bad avoice
To slander music any more than once.
D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency

To put a strange face on his own perfedtion.

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 50
Balth. Because you talk ofwooing, I will sing

;

Since many a wooer doth commence his suit

To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes,
Yet will he swear he loves.

D. Pedro. Now, pray thee, come

;

Or, jf thou wilt hold longer argument.
Do it in notes.

Balth. Note this before my notes

;

There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the
noting.

D. Pedro. Why, these are very crotchets
that he speaks;

Note, notes, forsooth, and nothing. [Air.
Bene. Now, divine air! now is his soul ra-

vished ! Is it not strange that sheeps’ guts should
hale souls out of men’s bodies? Weil, a horn for

my money, when all ’s done.

The Song.

Balth. Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more,
Men were deceivers ever,

One foot in sea and one on shore,
To one thing constant never

:

Then sigh not so, but let them go.
And be you blithe and bonny.

Converting all your sounds of woe 70
Into Hey nonny, nonny.

Sing no more ditties, sing no moe,
Of dumps so dull and heavy ;

The fraud of men was ever so,

Since summer first was leafy

:

Then sigh not so, &c.

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song.



Scene iii.] MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord.

D. Pedro. Ha, no, no, faith ;
thou singest well

:nough for a shift.
t _

80

Bene. An he had been a dog that should have

lowled thus, they would have hanged him : and

pray God his bad voice bode no mischief. I had

,s lief have heard the night-raven, come what

>lague could have come after it.

D. Pedro. Yea, marry, dost thou hear, Bal-

hasar? I pray thee, get us some excellent music

;

or to-morrow night we would have it at the Lady
iero’s chamber-window.
Balth. The best I can, my lord. 90

D. Pedro. Do so : farewell. [ExitBalthasar.]

]ome hither, Leonato. What was it you told me
,f to-day, that your niece Beatrice was in love

vith Signior Benedick ?

Claud. O, ay: stalk on, stalk on; the fowl

its. I did never think that lady would have

oved any man.
Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful

hat she should so dote on Signior Benedick, whom
he hath in all outward behaviours seemed ever

o abhor.
Bene. Is’t possible? Sits the wind in that

:orner ?

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what

o think of it but that she loves him with an en-

aged affedtion ; it is past the infinite of thought.

D. Pedro. May be she doth but counterfeit.

Clatid. Faith, like enough.

Leon. O God, counterfeit ! There was never

:ounterfeit of passion came so near the life of pas-

ion as she discovers it. m
D. Pedro. Why, what effecls of passion shows

he ?

Claud. Bait the hook well ;
this fish will bite.

Leon. What effects, my lord? She will sit

'ou, you heard my daughter tell you how.

Claud. She did, indeed.

D. Pedro. Flow, how, I pray you? You amaze
ne : I would have thought her spirit had been

nvincible against all assaults of affedtion. 120

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord;

ispecially against Benedick.

Bene. I should think this a gull, but that the

vhite-bearded fellow speaks it : knavery cannot,

ure, hide himself in such reverence.

Claiid. He hath ta’en the infection : hold it up.

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affedlion known
0 Benedick?
Leon. No ; and swears she never will : that’s

ler torment. 13°

Claud. ’Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter

,ays : ‘Shall I,’ says she, ‘that have so oft en-

:ountered him with scorn, write to him that I

ove him?’
Leon. This says she now when she is begin-

ling to write to him ; for she’ll be up twenty times

1 night, and there will she sit in her smock till

;he have writ a sheet of paper : my daughter tells

is all.

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I

•emember a pretty jest your daughter told us of.

Leon. O, when she had writ it and was read-

ng it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice be-

:ween the sheet?
Claud. That.
Leon. O, she tore the letter into a thousand

halfpence ; railed at herself, that she should be so

immodest to write to one that she knewwould flout

her ;
‘ I measure him,’ says she, ‘ by my own spirit

;

for I should flout him, if he writ to me
;
yea,

though I love him, I should.’ 15

1

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls,

weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays,

curses ;
‘ O sweet Benedick ! God give me pa-

tience !’

Leon. She doth indeed ;
my daughter says so :

and the ecstasy hath so much overborne her that

my daughter is sometime afeard she will do a
desperate outrage to herself : it is very true.

D. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew
of it by some other, if she will not discover it. 161

Clatid. To what end? He would make but a
sport of it and torment the poor lady worse.

D. Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to

hang him. She’s an excellent sweet lady ; and,
out of all suspicion, she is virtuous.

Claud. And she is exceeding wise.

D. Pedro. In every thing but in loving Bene-
dick.

Leon. O, my lord, wisdom and blood com-
bating in so tender a body, we have ten proofs to

one that blood hath the victory. I am sorry for

her, as I have just cause, being her uncle and her
guardian.
D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this do-

tage on me : I would have daffed all other respedls

and made her half myself. I pray you, tell Bene-
dick of it, and hear what a’ will say.

Leo7i. Were it good, think you?
Claud. Hero thinks surely she will die ;

for

she says she will die, if he love her not, and she
will die, ere she make her love known, and she
will die, if he woo her, rather than she will bate

one breath of her accustomed crossness.

D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make
tender of her love, ’tis very possible he’ll scorn it

;

for the man, as you know all, hath a contemptible
spirit.

Claud. He is a very proper man.
D. Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward

happiness. 191

Claud. Before God! and, in my mind, very wise.
D. Pedro. He doth indeed show some sparks

that are like wit.

Clatid. And I take him to be valiant.

D. Pedro. As Hedtor, I assure you : and in

the managing of quarrels you may say he is wise ;

for either he avoids them with great discretion,

or undertakes them with a most Christian-like

fear. 200

Leon. If he do fear God, a’ must necessarily

keep peace : if he break the peace, he ought to

enter into a quarrel with fear and trembling.

D. Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man doth
fear God, howsoever it seems not in him by some
large jests he will make. Well, I am sorry for

your niece. Shall we go seek Benedick, and tell

him of her love?
Claud. Never ^ell him, my lord : let her wear

it out with good counsel.

Leon. Nay, that’s impossible : she may wear
her heart out first. 210

D. Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by
your daughter: let it cool the while. I love

Benedick well ; and I could wish he would



modestly examine himself, to see how much he is

j

unworthy so good a lady.

J.con. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready.

Claud

.

If he do not dote on her upon this, I

will never trust my expectation. 220

j
D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread

;
for her ; and that must your daughter and her

j
gentlewomen carry. The sport will be, when
they hold one an opinion of another’s dotage,

I and no such matter : that’s the scene that I would
! see, which will be merely a dumb-show. Let us

i

send her to call him in to' dinner.

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio
,
a?idLeona to.

Bene. [Coming forward] This can be no
trick : the conference was sadly borne. They

i have the truth of this from Hero. They seem to

;

pity the lady: it seems her affections have their

i

full bent. Love me ! why, it must be requited.

! I hear how I am censured : they say I will bear
i
myself proudly, if I perceive the love come from
her ; they say too that she will rather die than

!
give any sign of affedtion. I did never think to

1 marry : I must not seem proud : happy are they

j

that hear their detractions and can put them to

j

mending. They say the lady is fair ; ’tis a truth,

I can bear them witness ; and virtuous
; ’tis so, I

!
cannot reprove it ; and wise, but for loving me

;

;

by my troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no
;

great argument of her folly, for I will be horribly

i
in love with her. I may chance have some odd

! quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, because

!

I have railed so long against marriage : but doth

|

not the appetite alter? a man loves the meat in

: Iris youth that he cannot endure in his age. Shall

quips and sentences and these paper bullets of the

I brain awe a man from the career of his humour ?

;

No, the world must be peopled. When I said I

j
w ould die a bachelor, I did not think I should

|

live till I were married. Here comes Beatrice.

I By this day! she’s a fair lady: I do spy some

j

marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Beat. Against my wrill I am sent to bid you
!
come in to dinner.

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains.

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks
than you take pains to thank me : if it had been
painful, I would not have come. 261

Bene. You take pleasure then in the message?
Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take

upon a knife’s point and choke a daw withal.

You have no stomach, signior: fare you well.

[Exit.
Bene. Ha !

‘ Against my will I am sent to bid

you come in to dinner ;
’ there ’s a double meaning

in that. ‘ I took no more pains for those thanks
than you took pains to thank me;’ that’s as

much as to say, Any pains that I take for you is

as easy as thanks. If I do not take pity of her, I

am a villain ;
if I do not love her, I am a Jew. I

will go get her picture. [Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I. Leonato’s garden.

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula.

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour ;

There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice

Proposing with the prince and Claudio :

Whisper her ear and tell her, I and Ursula
Walk in the orchard and our whole discourse

Is all of her ; say that thou overheard’st us

;

And bid her steal into the pleached bower,
Where honeysuckles, ripen’d by the sun,

Forbid the sun to enter, like favourites,

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride

Against that power that bred it: there will sh

hide her, 1

To listen our purpose. This is thy office ;

Bear thee well in it and leave us alone.

Marg. I’ll make her come, 1 warrant you
presently. [Exit

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come
As we do trace this alley up and down,
Our talk must only be of Benedick.
When I do name him, let it fie thy part

To praise him more than ever man did merit

:

My talk to thee must be how Benedick 2

Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter
Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made,
That only wounds by hearsay.

Enter Beatrice, behind.

Now begin;
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs
Close by the ground, to hear our conference.

Urs. The pleasant’st angling is to see the fish

Cut with her golden oars the silver stream,
And greedily devour the treacherous bait

:

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now
Is couched in the woodbine coverture. 3*

Fear you not my part of the dialogue.

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear los<

nothing
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it.

[Approaching the bower
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful;

I know her spirits are as coy and wild
As haggerds of the rock.

Urs. But are you sure
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ?

Hero. So says the prince and my new-trothe(

lord.

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it

madam?
Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it

But I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 4
To wish him wrestle with affedtion,

And never to let Beatrice know of it.

Urs. Why did you so? Doth not the gentlemai
Deserve as full as fortunate a bed
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ?

Hero. O god of love ! I know he doth deserv<

As much as may be yielded to a man

:

But Nature never framed a woman’s heart

Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice
; 5<

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes,

Misprising what they look on, and her wit
Values itself so highly that to her
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love,

Nor take no shape nor project of affedtion,

She is so self-endeared.

Urs. Sure, I think so ;

And therefore certainly it were not good
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it.

Hero. Why, you speak truth. I never ye
saw man.
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Low wise, how noble, young, how rarely fea-

tured, 60

ut she would spell him backward : if fair-faced,

he would swear the gentleman should be her

sister

;

f black, why, Nature, drawing of an antique,

{ade a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed

;

f low, an agate very vilely cut

;

f speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds;

f silent, why, a block moved with none,

o turns she every man the wrong side out

aid never gives to truth and virtue that

vhich simpleness and merit purchaseth. 70

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not com-
mendable.

Hero . No, not to be so odd and from all

fashions

Ls Beatrice is, cannot be commendable :

;ut who dare tell her so? If I should speak,

he would mock me into air ; O, she would laugh

me
hit of myself, press me to death with wit.

'herefore let Benedick, like cover’d fire,

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly ;

t were a better death than die with mocks,

Vhich is as bad as die with tickling.
#

80

Urs. Yet tell her of it : hear what she will say.

Hero. No; rather I will go to Benedick

md counsel him to fight against his passion,

tud, truly, I’ll devise some honest slanders

0 stain my cousin with : one doth not know
low much an ill word- may empoison liking.

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong,

he cannot be so much without true judgement

—

laving so swift and excellent a wit

us she is prized to have—as to refuse
_

90
o rare a gentleman as Signior Benedick.

Hero. He is the only man of Italy,

d ways excepted my dear Claudio.

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me,

madam,
peaking my fancy: Signior Benedick,

or shape, for bearing, argument and valour,

k>es foremost in report through Italy.

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good
name.

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it.

Vhen are you married, madam ? 100

Hero. Why, every day, to-morrow. Come,
go in

:

’ll show thee some attires, and have thy counsel

Vhich is the best to furnish me to-morrow.

Urs. She’s limed, I warrant you: we have
caught her, madam.

Hero. If it proves so, then loving goes by haps :

Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps.

[Exeunt Hero and Ursula.

Beat. [Comingforward ] What fire is in mine
ears? Can this be true?

Stand I condemn’d for pride and scorn so

much ?

Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu !

No glory lives behind the back of such. no
\nd, Benedick, love on ; I will requite thee,

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand

:

If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee

To bind our loves up in a holy band ;

For others say thou dost deserve, and I

Believe it better than reportingly. [Exit.

Scene II. A room in Leonato’s house.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedicic, and
Leonato.

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be

consummate, and then go I toward Arragon.

Claud. I’ll bring you thither, my lord, if

you’ll vouchsafe me.
D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil

in the new gloss of your marriage as to show a

child his new coat and forbid him to wear it.

I will only be bold with Benedick for his com-

pany; for, from the crown of his head to the

sole of his foot, he is all mirth : he hath twice or

thrice cut Cupid’s- bow-string and the little hang-

man dare not shoot at him ; he hath a heart as

sound as a bell and his tongue is the clapper, for

what his heart thinks his tongue speaks.

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been.

Leon. So say l : methinks you are sadder.

Claud. I hope he be in love.

IK Pedro. Hang him, truant ! there’s no true

drop of blood in him, to be truly touched with

love : if he be sad, he wants money. 20

Bene. I have the toothache.

D. Pedro. Draw it.
t

Bene. Hang it!

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it

afterwards.

D. Pedro. What ! sigh for the toothache ?

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm.
Bene. Well, every one can master a grief but

he that has it.

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. 30

D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in

him, unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange

disguises; as, to be a Dutchman to-day, a French-

man to-morrow, or in the shape of two countries

at once, as, a German from the waist downward,
all slops, and a Spaniard from the hip upward, no

doublet. Unless he have a fancy to this foolery,

as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as

you would have it appear he is.

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman,
there is no believing old signs : a’ brushes his hat

o’ mornings ; what should that bode?
.

42

D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the

barber’s?

Claud. No, but the barber’s man hath been

seen with him, and the old ornament of his cheek

hath already stuffed tennis-balls.

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did,

by the loss of a beard.

D\ Pedro. Nay, a’ rubs himself with civet:

can you smell him out by that ? 51

Claud. That’s as much as to say, the sweet

youth’s in love.

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melan-

choly.

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his

face?
D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the

which, I hear what they say of him.

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit; which is

now crept into a lute-string and now governed
by stops.

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for

him : conclude, conclude he is in love.

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him.



D. Pedro. That would I know too : I warrant,

!

one that knows him not.

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in de-

j
spite of all, dies for him.
D. Pedro . She shall be buried with her face

upwards. 71
Bene. Yet is this no charm for the toothache.

Old signior, walk aside with me : I have studied

eight or nine wise words to speak to you, which
these hobby-horses must not hear.

[jExeunt Benedick and Leonato.
D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him

about Beatrice.

Claud. ’Tis even so. Hero and Margaret

I

have by this played their parts with Beatrice ; and

j

then the two bears will not bite one another when
1 they meet. 81

Enter Don John.

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you!
D. Pedro. Good den, brother.

D. John. If your leisure served, I would
, speak with you.

D. Pedro. In private?

D. John. If it please you
:
yet Count Claudio

may hear ; for what I would speak of concerns

him.
D. Pedro. What’s the matter? 90
D. John. [ To Claudio\ Means your lordship

to be married to-morrow?
D. Pedro. You know he does.

D. John. I know not that, when he knows
what I know.

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray

|

you discover it.

j

D. John. You may think I love you not: let

i that appear hereafter, and aim better at me by
! that I now will manifest. For my brother, I

! think he holds you well, and in dearness of heart

|

hath holp to effe<5l your ensuing marriage;

—

i surely suit ill spent and labour ill bestowed,

j

D. Pedro. Why, what’s the matter?

D. John. I came hither to tell you ; and, cir-

cumstances shortened, for she has been too long

a talking of, the lady is disloyal.

Claud. Who, Hero?
D. John. Even she ; Leonato’s Hero, your

Hero, every man’s Hero. no
Claud. Disloyal ?

D. John. The word is too good to paint out

her wickedness; I could say she were worse:
think you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it.

:

Wonder not till further warrant: go but with me
i to-night, you shall see her chamber-window en-
i tered, even the night before her wedding-day : if

you love her then, to-morrow wed her; but it

would better fit your honour to change your mind.

Claud. May this be so? 120

! D. Pedro. I will not think it.

! D. John. If you dare not trust that you see,

j

confess not that you know : if you will follow me,

I will show you enough ; and when you have seen
: more and heard more, proceed accordingly.

Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I

j
should not marry her to-morrow, in the congre-

I gation, where I should wed, there will I shame her.

I D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain

! her, I will join with thee to disgrace her. 130

D. John. I will disparage her no farther till

you are my witnesses : bear it coldly but till mu
night, and let the issue show itself.

D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned! ,*.

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting!
D. John. O plague right well prevented ! 5

will you say when you have seen the sequel.

[Exeun

Scene III. A street.

Enter Dogberry and Verges with the Watci

Dog. Are you good men and true ?

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they shoul

suffer salvation, body and soul.

Dog. Nay, that were a punishment too goo
for them, if they should have any allegiance i

them, being chosen for the prince’s watch.
Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbor

Dogberry.
Dog. First, who think you the most desartle:

man to be constable ? 1

First Watch. Hugh Otecake, sir, or Georg
Seacole ; for they can write and read.

Dog. Come hither, neighbour Seacole. Go
hath blessed you with a good name : to be
well-favoured man is the gift of fortune ; but t

write and read comes by nature.

Sec. Watch. Both which, master constable,

-

Dog. You have: I knew it would be you
answer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, giv

God thanks, and make no boast of it; and fc

your writing and reading, let that appear whe
there is no need of such vanity. You are though

here to be the most senseless and fit man for th

constable of the watch; therefore bear you th

lantern. This is your charge
:
you shall compre

hend all vagrom men; you are to bid any ma
stand, in the prince’s name.

Sec. Watch. How if a’ will not stand ?

Dog. Why, then, take no note of him, but le

him go ; and presently call the rest of the watci

together and thank God you are rid of a knave.

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden

he is none of the prince’s subjects.

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with non
but the prince’s subjects. You shall also mak
no noise in the streets ; for for the watch to babbl

and to talk is most tolerable and not to be en

dured.
Watch. We will rather sleep than talk: w-

know what belongs to a watch.
_

4'

Dog. Why, you speak like an ancient an<

most quiet watchman ; for I cannot see how sleep

ing should offend: only, have a care that you
bills be not stolen. Well, you are to call at al

the ale-houses, and bid those that are drunk ge

them to bed.

Watch. How if they will not?

Dog. Why, then, let them alone till they ar<

sober: if they make you not then the bette

answer, you may say they are not the men yoi

took them for. 5:

Watch. Well, sir.

Dog. If you meet a thief, you may suspec

him, by virtue of your office, to be no true man
and, for such kind of men, the less you meddle o;

make with them, why, the more is foryourhonesty
Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shal

we not lay hands on him?
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Dog. Truly, by your office, you may ;
but I

nk they that touch pitch will be defiled : the

.st peaceable way for you, if you do take a

ef, is to let him show himself what he is and
al out of your company.
Verg. You have been always called a merciful

n, partner.

Dog. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my
1, much more a man who hath any honesty in

a.

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night,

.1 must call to the nurse and bid her still it. 70
Watch. How if the nurse be asleep and will

: hear us?
Dog. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the

Id wake her with crying ; for the ewe that will

: hear her lamb when it baes will never answer
alf when he bleats.

Verg . ’Tis very true.

Dog. This is the end of the charge :—you,
istable, are to present the prince's own person :

fou meet the prince in the night, you may
y him.

>
81

Verg. Nay, by’r our lady, that I think a’

mot.
Dog. Five shillings to one on’t, with any man
.t knows the statues, he may stay him : marry,
: without the prince be willing ; for, indeed,

: watch ought to offend no man ; and it is an
snce to stay a man against his will.

Verg. By’r lady, I think it be so.

Dog. Ha, ah, ha ! Well, masters, good night:
there be any matter of weight chances, call

me : keep your fellows’ counsels and your
11 ; and good night. Come, neighbour.
Vatch. Well, masters, we hear our charge:
us go sit here upon the church-bench till two,
l then all to bed.
Dog. One word more, honest neighbours. I

y you, watch about Signior Leonato’s door

;

the wedding being there to-morrow, there is a
at coil to-night. Adieu : be vigitant, I beseech
1., [Exeunt Dogberry and Verges. 101

Enter Borachio and Conrade.

lora. What, Conrade !

Vatch. [Aside] Peace ! stir not.

3ora. Conrade, I say !

ion. Here, man ; I am at thy elbow.
>ora. Mass, and my elbow itched ; I thought
re would a scab follow.

ion. I will owe thee an answer for that : and
v forward with thy tale.

3ora. Stand thee close, then, under this pent-
iise, for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true
tnkard, utter all to thee.

Vatch. [Aside] Some treason, masters: yet
ad close.

3ora. Therefore know I have earned of Don
m a thousand ducats.

ion. Is it possible that any villany should
so dear ?

3ora. Thou shouldst rather ask if it were
.sible any villany should be so rich ; for when
1 villains have need of poor ones, poor ones
y make what price they will.

ion. I wonder at it.

?ora. That shows thou art unconfirmed. Thou

123

knowest that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, :

or a cloak, is nothing to a man.
Con. Yes, it is apparel.

Bora. I mean, the fashion.

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion.

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say the fool’s the .

fool. But seest thou not what a deformed thief

this fashion is ?

Watch. [Aside] I know that Deformed; a’

has been a vile thief this seven year ; a’ goes
up and down like a gentleman : I remember his

name.
Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody ?

Con . No ; ’twas the vane on the house.
Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed

thief this fashion is ? how giddily a’ turns about
J

all the hot bloods between fourteen and five-and-

thirty ? sometimes fashioning them like Pharaoh’s
soldiers in the reeky painting, sometime like god
Bel’s priests in the old church-window, sometime
like the shaven Hercules in the smirched worm-
eaten tapestry, where his codpiece seems as
massy as his club ?

Con. All this I see ; and I see that the fashion
;

wears out more apparel than the man. But art ;

not thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that
|

thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me
of the fashion ?

Bora. Not so, neither : but know that I have
\

to-night wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero’s gen-
j

tlewoman, by the name of Hero : she leans me !

out at her mistress’ chamber-window, bids me a
j

thousand times good night,—I tell this tale vilely
: j—I should first tell thee how the prince, Claudio 1

and my master, planted and placed and possessed
by my master Don John, saw afar off in the
orchard this amiable encounter. 161

Con. And thought they Margaret was :

Hero ?

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and
j

Claudio ; but the devil my master knew she was
;

Margaret ; and partly by his oaths, which first
j

possessed them, partly by the dark night, which ;

did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany,

which did confirm any slander that Don John
had made, away went Claudio enraged ; swore

j

he would meet her, as he was appointed, next
morning at the temple, and there, before the
whole congregation, shame her with what he saw
o’er night and send her home again without a
husband.
First Watch. We charge you, in the prince’s

name, stand !

Sec. Watch. Call up the right master con-
|

stable. We have here recovered the most dan-
gerous piece of lechery that ever was known in i

the commonwealth. 181
First Watch. And one Deformed is one of

them : I know him ; a’ wears a lock.

Con. Masters, masters,

—

Sec. Watch. You’ll be made bring Deformed :

forth, I warrant you.
Con. Masters,—
First Watch. Never speak : we charge you

let us obey you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly com-
modity, being taken up of these men’s bills. 191

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant
you. Come, we’ll obey you. [Exeunt.



Scene IV. Hero’s apartment.

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula.

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice,

and desire her to rise.

Ui'S. I will, lady.

Hero. And bid her come hither.

Urs. Well. {Exit.

Marg. Troth, I think your other rabato were

better.

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I ’ll wear this.

Marg. By my troth, ’s not so good ;
and I

warrant your cousin will say so. io

Hero. My cousin’s a fool, and thou art ano-

ther : I ’ll wear none but this.

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently,

if the hair were a thought browner ; and your

gown’s a most rare fashion, i’ faith. I saw the

Duchess of Milan’s gown that they praise so.

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say.

Marg. By my troth, ’s but a night-gown in

respeCt of yours : cloth o’ gold, and* cuts, and

laced with silver, set with pearls, down sleeves,

side sleeves, and skirts, round underborne with a

bluish tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful and

excellent fashion, yours is worth ten on ’t.

Hero. God give me joy to wear it ! for my
heart is exceeding heavy.

_

Marg. ’Twill be heavier soon by the weight

of a man.
Hero. Fie upon thee ! art not ashamed?
Marg. Of what, lady? of speaking honour-

ably? Is not marriage honourable in a beggar?

Is not your lord honourable without marriage? I

think you would have me say, ‘ saving your rever-

ence, a husband :’ an bad thinking do not wrest

t rue speaking, I ’ll offend nobody : is there any

harm in ‘the heavier for a husband’? None, I

think, an it be the right husband and the right

wife ;
otherwise ’tis light, and not heavy : ask my

Lady Beatrice else ; here she comes.

Marg. A maid, and stuffed! there’s gooc

catching of cold.

Beat. O, God help me ! God help me! he

long have you professed apprehension?

Marg. Even since you left it. Doth not n

wit become me rarely?

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should we
it in your cap. By my troth, I am sick.

Marg. Get you soTne of this distilled Ce

duus Benedidtus, and lay it to your heart: it

the only thing for a qualm.
#

Hero. There thou prickest her with a thist.

Beat. Benediaus ! why Benediaus? you ha

some moral in this Benediaus.
Marg. Moral! no, by ray troth, I have

moral meaning ;
I meant, plain holy-thistte. Yi

may think perchance that I think you are

love: nay, by’r lady, I am not such a fool

think what 1 list, nor I list not. to think what

can, nor indeed I cannot think, if I would thii

my heart out of thinking, that you are in love

that you will be in love or that you can be

love. Yet Benedick was such another, and nc

is he become a man : he swore he would ney

marry, and yet now, in despite of his heart,

.

eats his meat without grudging : and how y
may be converted I know not, but methinks y
look with your eyes as other women do.

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keep

Marg. Not a false galiop.

Re-enter Ursula.

Urs. Madam, withdraw : the prince, the coin

Signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallar

of the town, are come to fetch you to church.

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Me
good Ursula. {Exew

Scene V. Another room in Leonato’s houst

Enter Beatrice.

Hero. Good morrow, coz.

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero.
.

4°

Hero. Why, how now? do you speak in the

sick tune?
Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks.

Marg. Clap’s into ‘ Light o’ love ;’ that goes

without a burden: do you sing it, and I’ll

dance it.

Beat. Ye light o’ love, with your heels ! then,

if your husband have stables enough, you’ll see

he shall lack no barns.

Marg. O illegitimate construction ! I scorn

that with my heels. 5 1

Beat. ’Tis almost five o’clock, cousin; ’tis-

time you were ready. By my troth, I am ex-

ceeding ill : heigh-ho

!

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband?

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H.

Marg. Well, an you be- not turned Turk,,

there’s no more sailing by the star.

Beat. What means the fool, trow ?

Marg. Nothing I; but God send every one

their heart’s desire !
61

Hero. These gloves the count sent me ;
they

are an excellent perfume.

Beat. I am stuffed, cousin ; I cannot smell.

Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Vergi

Leon. What would you with me, horn

neighbour?
Dog. Marry, sir, I would have some cor

dence with you that decerns you nearly.
. <

Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for you see it i:

busy time with me.
Dog. Marry, this it is, sir.

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir.
.

Leon. What is it, my good friends?

Dog. Goodman. Verges, sir, speaks a little

the matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are r

so blunt as, God help, I would desire they wer

but, in faith, honest as the skin between

brows.
Verg. .

Yes, I thank God I am as honest

any man living that is an old man and no 1

nester than I.

Dog. Comparisons are odorous :
palabr

neighbour Verges.

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious..

Dbg. It pleases your worship- to. say so, 1

we are the poor duke’s officers ; but truly,

mine own part, if I were as tedious as a king

could find it in my heart to bestow it all of yt

worship.
Leon. All thy tediousness on me, ah?

Dog. Yea, an ’twere a thousand pound m<

than ’tis ; for I hear as good exclamation on y<
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>rship as of any man in the city ; and though I

but a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 30

Verg. And so am I.

Leon. I would fain know what you have to say.

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, except-

or your worship’s presence, ha’ ta’en a couple of

arrant knaves as any in Messina.

Dog. A good old man, sir ; he will be talking

:

they say, When the age is in, the wit is out

:

Dd help us ! it is a world to see. Well said, i’

ith, neighbour Verges: well, God’s a good

an ; an two men ride of a horse, one must ride

hind. An honest soul, i’ faith, sir; hy -my

ath he is, as ever broke bread ; but God is to be

Drshipped; all men are not alike; alas, good
:ighbour

!

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short

you.
Dog. Gifts that God gives.

Leon. I must leave you.

Dog. One word, sir: our watch, sir, have

deed comprehended two aspicious persons, and
2 would have them this morning examined he-

re your worship.

Leon. Take their examination yourself and
ing it me : I am now in great haste, as it may
>pear unto you.

Dog. It shall be suffigance.

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go: fare

>u well.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give

mr daughter to her husband. 60

Leon. I’ll wait upon them : I am ready.
{Exeunt Leonato and Messenger.

Dog. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis

iacole; bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to

e gaol: we are now to examination these men.
Verg. Arid we must do it wisely.

Dog. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you ;

:re’s that shall drive some of them to a non-
me : only get the learned writer to set down
ir excommunication and meet me at the gaol.

{Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I. A church.

nter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato,
Friar Francis, Claudio, Benedick, Hero,
Beatrice, and attendants.

Leon. Come, Friar Francis, be brief; only to

e plain form of marriage, and you shall recount
eir particular duties afterwards.

Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry
is lady.

Claud. No.
Leon. To be married to her: friar, you come
marry her.

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married
this count. 10
Hero. I do.

Friar. If either of you know any inward
ipediment why you should not be conjoined, I

large you, on your souls, to utter it.

Claud. Know you any, Hero?
Hero. None, my lord.

Friar. Know you any, count?

Leon. I dare make his answer, none.

Claud. O, what men dare do! what men
may do ! what men daily do, not knowing what

they do
! ... 21

Bene. How now! interje<5lions? Why, then,

some be of laughing, as, ah, ha, he

!

Claud. Stand thee by, friar. Father, by
your leave

:

Will you with free and unconstrained soul

Give me this maid, your daughter ?

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me.

Claud. And what have I to give you back,

whose worth
May counterpoise this rich and .precious gift?

D. Pedro. Nothing, unless you, render her

again. 3°

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble

thankfulness.

There, Leonato, take her back again :

Give not this rotten orange to your friend ;

She ’s but the sign and semblance of her honour.

Behold how like a maid she blushes here!

O, what authority and show of truth

Can cunning sin cover itself withal

!

Comes not that blood as modest evidence

To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear,

All you that see her, that she were a maid, 40
By these exterior shows ? But she is none

:

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed

;

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.

Leon. What do you mean, my lord?

Claud. Not to be married,

Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton.

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own
proof,

Have vanquish’d the resistance of her youth,

And made defeat of her virginity,—

Claud. I know what you would say : if I have
known her,

You will say she did embrace me as a husband,

And so extenuate the ’forehand sin : 51

No, Leonato,
I never tempted her with word too large

;

But, as a brother to his sister, show’d
Bashful sincerity and comely love.

Hero. And seem’d I ever otherwise to you ?

Claud. Out on thee! Seeming! I will write

against it

:

You seem to me as Dian in her orb,

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ;

But you are more intemperate in your blood 60

Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals

That rage in savage sensuality.

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak

so wide?
Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you?
D. Pedro. What should I speak ?

I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about

To link my dear friend to a common stale.

Leon. Are these things spoken, or do I but

dream?
D. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these

things are true.

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial.

Hero. True ! O God

!

Claud. Leonato, stand I here? 70
Is this the prince? is this the prince’s brother?

Is this face Hero’s? are our eyes our own?
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Leon. All this is so : but what of this, my lord?

Claud. Let me but move one question to your
daughter ;

And, by that fatherly and kindly powrer

That you have in her, bid her answer truly.

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art

my child.

Hero. O, God defend me ! how am I beset

!

What kind of catechising call you this ?

Claud. To make you answer truly to your
name.

.
80

Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name
With any just reproach?

Claud. Marry, that can Hero;
Hero itself can blot out Hero’s virtue.

What man was he talk’d with you yesternight
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one?
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this.

Hero. I talk’d with no man at that hour,

my lord.

D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden.
Leonato,

I am sorry you must hear : upon mine honour,
Myself, my brother and this grieved count qo
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window

;

Who hath indeed, most like a liberal villain,

Confess’d the vile encounters they have had
A thousand times in secret.

D. John. Fie, fie ! they are not to be named,
my lord,

Not to be spoke of

;

There is not chastity enough in language
Without offence to utter them. Thus, pretty lady,

I am sorry for thy much misgovernment. ioo
Claud. O Hero, what a Hero hadst thou been,

If half thy outward graces had been placed
About thy thoughts and counsels of thy heart

!

But fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell,

Thou pure impiety and impious purity

!

For thee I ’ll lock up all the gates of love,

And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang,
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm,
And never shall it more be gracious.

Leon. Hath no man’s dagger here a point for

me? {Hero swoons, no
Beat. Why, how now, cousin ! wherefore sink

you down?
D. John. Come, let us go. These things,

come thus to light.

Smother her spirits up.

[.Exeunt Don Pedro
,
Don John ,

and Claudio.

Bene. How doth the lady?
Beat. Dead, I think. Help, uncle !

Hero ! why, Hero ! Uncle ! Signior Benedick

!

Friar

!

Leon. O Fate ! take not away thy heavy hand.

Death is the fairest cover for her shame
That may be wish’d for.

Beat. How now, cousin Hero

!

Friar. Have comfort, lady.

Leon. Dost thou look up ? 120

Friar. Yea, wherefore should she not?

Leon. Wherefore ! Why, doth not every earthly
thing

Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny
The story that is printed in her blood?

Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes

:

For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die,

Thought I thy spirits were stronger than tl
shames,

Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, I
Strike at thy life. Grieved I, I had but one? I
Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame?
O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one? I
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes?
Why had I not with charitable hand
Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates,
Who smirch’d thus and mired with infamy,
I might have said ‘ No part of it is mine

;

This shame derives itself from unknown loins’

But mine and mine I loved and mine I praised
And mine that I was proud on, mine so much
That I myself was to myself not mine, 1

Valuing of her,—why, she, O, she is fallen

Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again
And salt too little which may season give
To her foul-tainted flesh!

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient.
1

For my part, I am so attired in wonder,
I know not what to say.

Beat. O, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! I

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow h
night ?

Beat. No, truly not; although, until la

night, 1

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. I

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d ! O, that is strong!
made

Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron

!

Would the two princes lie, and Claudio lie,

Who loved her so, that, speaking of her foulner

Wash’d it with tears? Hence from her! let h
die.

Friar. Hear me a little ; for I have only bet

Silent so long and given way unto
fThis course of fortune ....
By noting of the lady I have mark’d i(

A thousand blushing apparitions

To start into her face, a thousand innocent sham<
In angel whiteness beat away those blushes;
And in her eye there hath appear’d a fire,

To burn the errors that these princes hold
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool ; ?

Trust not my reading nor my observations,
Which with experimental seal doth warrant
The tenour of it^ book ; trust not my age,
My reverence, calling, nor divinit}'-, 1

J

If this sWeet lady lie not guiltless here
Under some biting error.

Leon. Friar, it cannot be.

Thou seest that all the grace that she hath left

Is that she will not add to her damnation
A sin of perjury; she not denies it:

Why seek’st thou then to cover with excuse
That which appears in proper nakedness?
Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accuse

of?

Hero. They know that do accuse me ; I kno'

none

:

If I know more of any man alive 18

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant,

Let all my sins lack mercy ! O my father,

Prove you that any man with me conversed
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight
Maintain’d the change of words with any creaturt

Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death !
^
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Friar

.

There is some strange misprision in

the princes.

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of

honour;
id if their wisdoms be misled in this,

^e pradtice of it lives in John the bastard, 190

hose spirits toil in frame of villanies.

Leon. I know not. If they speak but truth

of her,

lese hands shall tear her; if they wrong her

honour,
le proudest of them shall well hear of it.,

me hath not yet so dried this blood of mine,

or age so eat up my invention,

or fortune made such havoc of my means,

or my bad life reft me so much of friends,

it they shall find, awaked in such a kind,

Dth strength of limb and policy of mind, 200

oility in means and choice of friends,

d quit me of them throughly.

Friar. Pause awhile,

nd let my counsel sway you in this case.

Dur daughter here the princes left for dead

:

et her awhile be secretly kept in,

nd publish it that she is dead indeed

;

aintain a mourning ostentation

nd on your family’s old monument
ang mournful epitaphs and do all rites

hat appertain unto a burial. 210

Leon. What shall become of this? what will

this do ?

Friar. Marry, this well carried shall on her

behalf
hange slander to remorse ; that is some good

:

lit not for that dream I on this strange course,

at on this travail look for greater birth,

le dying, as it must be so maintain’d,

non the instant that she was accused,

lall be lamented, pitied and excused

f every hearer : for it so falls out

hat what we have we prize not to the worth 220

'hiles we enjoy it, but being lack’d and lost,

hy, then we rack the value, then we find

he virtue that possession would not show us

hiles it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio :

hen he shall hear she died upon his words,

he idea of her life shall sweetly creep

ito his study of imagination,

nd every lovely organ of her life

lall come apparell’d in more precious habit,

ore moving-delicate and full of life, 230
ito the eye and prospedt of his soul,

han when she lived indeed ; then shall he mourn,
ever love had interest in his liver,

nd wish he had not so accused her,

0, though he thought his accusation true.

2t this be so, and doubt not but success
r

ill fashion the event in better shape
tian I can lay it down in likelihood.

at if all aim but this be levell’d false,

ne supposition of the lady’s death 240
'ill quench the wonder of her infamy :

nd if it sort not well, you may conceal her,

s best befits her wounded reputation,

i some reclusive and religious life,

ut of all eyes, tongues, minds and injuries.

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you

:

nd though you know my inwardness and love

. very much unto the prince and Claudio,

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this

As secretly and justly as your soul 250
Should with your body.
Leon. Being that I flow in grief,

The smallest twine may lead me.
Friar. ’Tis well consented

:
presently away ;

For to strange sores strangely they strain the

cure.

Come, lady, die to live : this wedding-day
Perhaps is but prolong’d: have patience and

endure.
[Exeunt all hut Benedick and Beatrice.

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this

while ?

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Bene. I will not desire that.

Beat. You have no reason ;
I do it freely. 260

Bene. Surely I do believe your fair cousin is

wronged.
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve

of me that would right her !

Bene. Is there anyway to show such friendship?
|

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend.
|

Bene. May a man do it?

Beat. It is a man’s office, but not yours. !

Bette. I do love nothing in the world so well

as you : is not that strange ? 270 :

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not. It ;

were as possible for me to say I loved nothing so
j

well as you : but believe me not ; and yet I lie

not ; I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing. I

am sorry for my cousin.

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me.

Beat. Do not swear, and eat it.

Bene. I will swear by it that you love me ; and
I will make him eat it that says I love not you.

Beat. Will you not eat your word?
_

280

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it.

I protest I love thee.

Beat. Why, then, God forgive me

!

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ?

Beat. You have stayed me in a happy hour : I

was about to protest I loved you.

Bene. And do it with all thy heart.

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart

that none is left to protest.

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 290

Beat. Kill Claudio.

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world.

Beat. You kill me to deny it. Farewell.

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice.

Beat. I am gone, though I am here : there Is

no love in you : nay, I pray you, let me go.

Bene. Beatrice,

—

Beat. In faith, I will go.

Bene. We’ll be friends first.

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me than

fight with mine enemy. sor
j

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ?

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain,
j

that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my
kinswoman ? O that I were a man ! What, bear

i

her in hand until they come to take hands ;
and

j

then, with public accusation, uncovered slander,
j

unmitigated rancour ,—

0

God, that I were a man 1
j

I would eat his heart in the market-place.

Bene. Plear me, Beatrice,— 310
Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ! A

proper saying

!
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Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice,

—

Beat. Sweet Hero ! She is wronged, she is

slandered, she is undone.
Bene. Beat—

•

Beat. Princes and counties ! Surely, aprincely

testimony, a goodly count, Count Comfedt ; a
sweet gallant, surely ! O that I were a man for

his sake ! or that I had any friend would be a

man for my sake ! But manhood is melted into

courtesies, valour into compliment, and men are

only turned into tongue, and trim ones too : he is

now as valiant as Hercules that only tells a lie

and swears k. I cannot be a man with wishing,

therefore I will die a woman with grieving.

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice. By this hand, I

love thee.

Beat. Use it for my love some otherway than

swearing by it. 33°
Bene . Think you in your soul the Count Claudio

hath wronged Hero?
Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a

soul.

Bene. Enough, I am engaged ; I will challenge

him. I will kiss your hand, and so I leave you.

By this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear

account. As you hear of me, so think of me. Go,
comfort your cousin : I must say she is dead : and
so, farewell. [Exeunt

.

340

: Scene II. A prison.

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in

gowns ; and the Watch, with Conrade and
Borachio.

Dog. Is our whole dissembly appeared ?

Verg. O, a stool and'a cushion for the sexton.

Sex. Which be the malefactors?

Dog. Marry, that am I and my partner.

Verg. Nay, that’s certain ; we have the exhi-

bition to examine.
Sex. But which are the offenders that are to

be examined ? let them come before master con-

stable.

Dog. Yea, marry, let them come before me.
What is your name, friend ? .

11

Bora. Borachio.
Dog. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours,

sirrah ?

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is

Conrade.
Dog. Write down, master gentleman Conrade.

Masters, do you serve God ?

I
^ea

’
s*r

>
we h°Pe *

Dog. Write down, that they hope they serve

God : and write God first ; for God defend but

God should go before such villains ! Masters, it

is proved already that you are little better than

false knaves ;
and it will go near to be thought so

shortly. IIow answer you for yourselves ?

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none.

Dog. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you

;

but I will go about with him. Come you hither,

sirrah ; a word in your ear : sir, I say to you, it

is thought you are false knaves. 30
Bora. Sir, I say to you we are none.

Dog. Well, stand aside. ’Fore God, they are

both in a tale. Plave you writ down, that they

are none ?

Sex. Master constable, you go not the wa
to examine : you must call forth the watch ths

are their accusers.

Dog. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way. Le
the watch come forth. Masters, I charge yoi

in the prince’s name, accuse these men. 4

First Watch. This man said, sir, that Do
John, the prince’s brother,,was a villain.

Dog. Write down Prince John a villain. Wh}
this is flat perjury, to call a prince’s brother villaii

Bora. Master constable,

—

Dog. Pray thee, fellow, peace : I do not lib

thy look, I promise thee.

Sex. What heard you him say else ?

Sec. Watch. Marry, that he had received

thousand ducats of Don John for accusing th

Lady Hero wrongfully.
# 5

Dog. Flat burglary as ever was committed.
Verg. Yea, by mass, that it is.

Sex. What else, fellow ?

First Watch. And that Count Claudio di !

mean, upon his words, to disgrace Hero befor l

the whole assembly, and not marry her.

Dog. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned int

everlasting redemption for this.

Sex. What else ? 6

Watch. This is all.

Sex. And this is more, masters, than you ca

deny. Prince John is this morning secret!

stolen away ; Hero was in this manner accused

in this very manner refused, and upon the grie

of this suddenly died. Master constable, le

these men be bound, and brought to Leonato’s

I will go before and show him their examination
[Exit

Dog. Come, let them be opinioned.

Verg. f Let them be in the hands—
• 7

Con. Off, coxcomb !

Dog. God’s my life, where ’s the sexton? le

him write down the prince’s officer coxcomt
Come, bind them. Thou naughty varlet

!

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass.

Dog. Dost thou not suspedt my place? dos

thou not suspedt my years ? O that he wer
here to write me down an ass ! But, masters

remember that I am an ass; though it be no

written down, 3^et forget not that I am an ass

No, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as shal

be proved upon thee by good witness. I am :

wise fellow, and, which is more, an officer, and
which is more, a householder, and, which is more
as pretty a piece of flesh as any is in Messina, ant

one that knows the law, go to ; and a rich fellov

enough, go to ; and a fellow that hath had losses

and one that hath two gowns and every thin$

handsome about him. Bring him away. O tha

I had been writ down an ass ! [Exeunt

.

9c

ACT V.

Scene I. Before Leonato’s hotcse.

Enter Leonato and Antonio.

A7it. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself

And ’tis not wisdom thus to second grief

Against yourself.

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel,

Which falls into mine ears as profitless

As water in a sieve : give not me counsel

;
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Dr let no comforter delight mine ear
it such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine,
ing me a father that so loved his child,

tiose joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine,
id bid him speak of patience ; io
sasure his woe the length and breadth of mine
id let it answer every strain for strain,

thus for thus and such a grief for such,
every lineament, branch, shape, and form :

such a one will smile and stroke his beard,
lid sorrow wag, cry ‘hem !’ when he should

groan,
tch grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk
th candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me,
d I of him will gather patience,
t there is no such man : for, brother, men 20
n counsel and speak comfort to that grief
lich they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it,

eir counsel turns to passion, which before
>uld give preceptial medicine to rage,
cter strong madness in a silken thread,
arm ache with air and agony with words :

,
no ; ’tis all men’s office to speak patience

those that wring under the load of sorrow,
t no man’s virtue nor sufficiency

be so moral when he shall endure 30
3 like himself. Therefore give me no counsel

:

griefs cry louder than advertisement.
bit

.

Therein do men from children nothing
differ.

'.eon. I pray thee, peace. I will be flesh
and blood

;

• there was never yet philosopher
it could endure the toothache patiently,
wever they have writ the style of gods
1 made a push at chance and sufferance.
int. Yet ben$ not all the harm upon yourself;
ke those that do offend you suffer too. 40
eon. There thou speak’ st reason ; nay, I
will do so.

soul doth tell me Hero is belied
;

l that shall Claudio know ; so shall the prince
l all of them that thus dishonour her.
?it. Here comes the prince and Claudio
hastily.

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. '

K Pedro. Good den, good den.
laud. Good day to both of you.
eon. Hear you, my lords,

—

*. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato.
eon. Some haste, my lord ! well, fare you
well, my lord :

you so hasty now ? well, all is one.
'. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good
old man. 50

nt. If he could right himself with quarrel-
ing,

te of us would lie low.
laud. Who wrongs him?
eon. Marry, thou dost wrong me ; thou dis-
sembler, thou:

—

r

, never lay thy hand upon thy sword ;

ir thee not.

laud.
_

Marry, beshrew my hand,
should give your age such cause of fear

:

lith, my hand meant nothing to my sword.
eon. Tush,, tush, man; never fleer and jest
at me

:

I speak not like a dotard nor a fooi,

As under privilege of age to brag
n
6o

What I have done being young, or what would do
Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head,
Thou hast so wrong’d mine innocent child and me
That I am forced to lay my reverence by
And, with grey hairs and bruise of many days,
Do challenge thee to trial of a man.
I say thou hast belied mine innocent child

;

Thy slander hath gone through and through her
heart,

And she lies buried with her ancestors

;

O, in a tomb where never scandal slept, 70
Save this of hers, framed by thy viilany

!

Claud. My viilany ?

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say.
D. Pedro. You say not right, old man.
Leon. My lord, my lord,

I’ll prove it on his body, if he dare,
Despite his nice fence and his adtive practice,
His May of youth and bloom of lustihood.
Claud. Away ! I will not have to do with you.
Leon. Canst thou so daff me? Thou hast

kill’d my child

:

If thou kill’st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man.
Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : (

But that’s no matter
;

let him kill one first; 81
Win me and wear me ; let him answer me.
Come, follow me, boy ; come, sir boy, come, fol-

low me

:

Sir boy, I’ll whip you from your foining fence ;

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon. Brother,

—

Ant. Content yourself. God knows I loved
my niece

;

And she is dead, slander’d to death by villains,

That dare as well answer a man indeed
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 90
Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops !

Leon. Brother Antony,

—

Ant. Hold you content. What, man ! I know
them, yea,

And what they weigh, even to the utmost
scruple,

—

Scambling, out-facing, fashion-monging boys,
That lie and cog and flout, deprave and slander,
Go anticly, show outward hideousness,
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words,
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst

;

And this is all.

Leon. But, brother Antony,

—

Ant. Come, ’tis no matter : 100
Do not you meddle

; let me deal in this.

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake
your patience.

My heart is sorry for your daughter’s death ;

But, on my honour, she was charged with nothing
But what was true and very full of proof.
Leon. My lord, my lord,

—

D. Pedro. I will not hear you.
Leon. No? Come, brother; away ! I will be

heard.
Ant. And shall, or some of us will smart for it.

[Exeunt Leonato and Antonio.
D. Pedro. See, see ; here comes the man we

went to seek. no

Enter Benedick.
Claud. Now, signior, what news?

9
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Bene. Good day, my lord.

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior
:
you are almost

come to part almost a fray.

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses

snapped off with two old men without teeth.

D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother. What
thinkest thou? Had we fought, I doubt we should

have been too young for them.

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour.

I ca'me to seek you both. 121

Claud. We have been up and down to seek

thee ;
for we are high-proofmelancholy and would

fain have it beaten away. Wilt thou use thy wit?

Bene. It is in my scabbard : shall I draw it?

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ?

Claud. Never any did so, though very many
have been beside their wit. I will bid thee draw,

as we do the minstrels ;
draw, to pleasure us.

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks

pale. Art thou sick, or angry ? *3*

Claud. What, courage, man ! What though

care killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee

to kill care.

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career,

an you charge it against me. I pray you choose

another subjedl.
#

Claud. Nay, then, give him another staff: this

last was broke cross.

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and

more : I think he be angry indeed. 141

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his

girdle.

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear?

Claud. God bless me from a challenge !

Bene. [Aside to Claudio\ You are a villain;

I jest not: I will make it good how you dare,

with what you dare, and when you dare. Dome
right, or I will protest your cowardice. You have

killed a sweet lady, and her death shall fall

heavy on you. Let me hear from you. 15 1

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have

good cheer.

D. Pedro. What, a feast, a feast ?

Claud. V faith, I thank him ;
he hath bid me

to a calf’s head and a capon ;
the which if I do

not carve most curiously, say my knife’s naught.

Shall I not find a woodcock too?

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily.

D. Pedro. I’ll tell thee how Beatrice praised

thy wit the other day. I said, thou hadst a fine

wit: ‘True,’ said she, ‘a fine little one.’ ‘ No,’

said I, ‘a great wit:’ ‘Right,’ says she, ‘a great

gross one.’ ‘ Nay,’ said I, ‘ a good wit: Just,

said she, ‘it hurts nobody.’
#

‘ Nay,’ said I, the

gentleman is wise
:’ ‘ Certain,’ said she, a wise

gentleman.’ ‘ Nay,’ said I, ‘ he hath the tongues

.

‘That I believe,’ said she, ‘for he swore a thing

to me on Monday night, which he forswore on

Tuesday morning; there’s a double tongue;

there’s two tongues.’ Thus did she, an hour

together, trans-shape thy particular virtues: yet

at last she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the

properest man in Italy.

Claud. For the which she wept heartily and

said she cared not.

D. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all

that, an if she did not hate him deadly, she would

love him dearly: the old man’s daughter told

1

us all.
l8c

Claud. All, all ; and, moreover, God saw hin

when he was hid in the garden.

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savag<

bull’s horns on the sensible Benedick’s head? !

Clatid. Yea, and text underneath, ‘Her!

dwells Benedick the married man’?
Bene. Fare you well, boy: you know m]

mind. I will leave you now to your gossip-lik

humour: you break jests as braggarts do thei

blades, which, God be thanked, hurt not. M]
lord, for your many courtesies I thank you:

must discontinue your company : your brothe 1

the bastard is fled from Messina
:
you hav 1

among you killed a sweet and innocent lady r

For my Lord Lackbeard there, he and I shal

meet : and, till then, peace be with him. [Exit :

,

D. Pedro. He is in earnest.

Claud. In most profound earnest; and, I’ll

warrant you, for the love of Beatrice.

D. Pedro. And hath challenged thee. 20

Claud. Most sincerely. I

L

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is whei •;

he goes in his doublet and hose and leaves ol<

his wit
! J

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape ;
but the:

‘

is an ape a dodtor to such a man. I
.

D. Pedro. But, soft you, let me be: pluclL

up, my heart, and be sad. Did he not say, m
brother was fled?

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the Watch,;

with Conrade and Borachio.

Dog. Come you, sir: if justice cannot tarn;

you, she shall ne’er weigh more reasons in he||

balance : nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite onctj

you must be looked to. j

D. Pedro. How now? two of my brother;
,

men bound ! Borachio one 1
1

1

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lore

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have thesn,

men done ? .

Dog. Marry, sir, they have committed fals

report; moreover, they have spoken untruths !

secondarily, they are slanders ; sixth and lastly

they have belied a lady ;
thirdly, they have ver

;

fied unjust things; and, to conclude, they ail

lying knaves.
J

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they ha\
j

done ; thirdly, I ask thee what’s their offence, i

sixth and lastly, why they are committed ;
anc|

1

to conclude, what you lay to their charge.

.

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his ow
division ; and, by my troth, there ’s one meanin

well suited.

D. Pedro. Who have you offended, masters

that you are thus bound to your answer? th

learned constable is too cunning to be unde

stood: what’s your offence?

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no farther 1

mine answer : do you hear me, and let th

count kill me. I have deceived even your ver

eyes: what your wisdoms could not discove

these shallow fools have brought to light ; who 1

the night overheard me confessing to this ma|

how Don John your brother incensed me 1

slander the Lady Hero, how you were brougl

into the orchard and saw me court Margaret)

Hero’s garments, how you disgraced her, whe

>
you should marry her: my villany they ha>
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lpon record ; which I had rather seal with my
leath than repeat over to my shame. The lady

s dead upon mine and my master’s false accusa-

ion; and, briefly, I desire nothing but the re-

vard of a villain.

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron

through your blood?

Claud. I have drunk poison whiles he ut-

ter’d it.

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on
to this?

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice

>f it.

D. Pedro. He is composed and framed of

treachery

:

\.nd fled he is upon this villany.

Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth
appear

n the rare semblance that I loved it first. 260

Dog-. Come, bring away the plaintiffs: by
his time our sexton hath reformed SigniOr Leo-
lato of the matter: and, masters, do not forget to

pecify, when time and place shall serve, that

am an ass.

Verg. Here, here comes master Signior Leo-
lato, and the sexton too.

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, •with the

Sexton.

Leon . Which is the villain ? let me see his eyes,

That, when I note another man like him, 270
may avoid him : which of these is he ?

Bora. If you would know your wronger,

look on me.
Leon. Art thou the slave that with thy breath

hast kill’d

dine innocent child?

Bora. Yea, even I alone.

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou beliest thyself

:

lere stand a pair of honourable men

;

L third is fled, that had a hand in it.

thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death

:

tecord it with your high and worthy deeds

:

Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience
;

ret I must speak. Choose your revenge yourself

;

mpose me to what penance your invention

'an lay upon my sin
:
yet sinn’d I not

hit in mistaking.

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I

:

Lnd yet, to satisfy this good old man,
would bend under any heavy weight
?hat he’ll enjoin me to.

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live ;

?hat were impossible : but, I pray you both,

’ossess the people in Messina here 290
low innocent she died ; and if your love

'an labour ought in sad invention,

lang her an epitaph upon her tomb
tnd sing it to her bones, sing it to-night

:

.'o-morrow morning come you to my house,
md since you could not be my son-in-law,

$e yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter,
llmost the copy of my child that’s dead,
^nd she alone is heir to both of us

:

iive her the right you should have given her
cousin, 300

And so dies my revenge.
Claud. O noble sir,

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me !

I do embrace your offer ; and dispose
For henceforth of poor Claudio.
Leon. To-morrow then I will expert your

coming

;

To-night I take my leave. This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret,
Who I believe was pack’d in all this wrong.
Hired to it by your brother.
Bora. No, by my soul, she was not,

Nor knew not what she did when she spoke to me,
But always hath been just and virtuous 31

1

In any thing that I do know by her.

Dog. Moreover, sir, which indeed is not under
white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender,
did call me ass : I beseech you, let it be remem-
bered in his punishment. And also, the watch
heard them talk of one Deformed : they say he
wears a key in his ear and a lock hanging by it,

and borrows money in God’s name, the which he
hath used so long and never paid that now men
grow hard-hearted and will lend nothing for God’s
sake

:
pray you, examine him upon that point.

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest
pains.

Dog. Your worship speaks like a most thankful
and reverend youth ;

and I praise God for you.
Leon. There’s for thy pains.

Dog. God save the foundation !

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner,
and I thank thee.

Dog. I leave an arrant knave with your wor-
ship; which I beseech your worship to corredl
yourself, for the example of others. God keep your
worship ! I wish your worship well ; God restore
you to health ! I humbly give you leave to depart

;

and if a merry meeting may be wished, God pro-
hibit it ! Come, neighbour.

[Exeunt Dogberry and Verges.
Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, fare-

well.

Ant. Farewell, my lords: we look for you
to-morrow.

D. Pedro. We will not fail.

Claud. To-night I’ll mourn with Hero.
Leon. [To the Watch] Bring you these fel-

lows on. We’ll talk with Margaret, 340
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow.

[Exeunt,
severally.

Scene II. Leonato’s garden.

Enter Benedick and Margaret, meeting.

Bene. Pray thee, sweet Mistress Margaret,
deserve well at my hands by helping me to the
speech of Beatrice.

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in

praise of my beauty ?

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no
man living shall come over it ; for, in most comely
truth, thou deservest it.

Marg. To have no man come over me ! why,
shall I always keep below stairs ? 10
Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound’s

mouth; it catches.

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s foils,

which hit, but hurt not.

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret; it will

9—2



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.
132

[Act v.

shall live no longer inmonument than the bell rings
not hurt a woman : and so, I pray thee, call Bea-

trice : I give thee the bucklers.

Marg. Give us the swords; we have bucklers

of our own.
Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must

put in the pikes with a vice ; and they are danger-

ous weapons for maids.

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who

I think hath legs.

Bene. And therefore will come.
[Exit Margaret.

ISmgs] The god of love.

That sits above,

And knows me, and knows me,

How pitiful I deserve,

—

I mean in singing ;
but in loving, Leander the good

swimmer,Troilus the first employer ofpanders, and

a whole bookful of these quondam carpet-mongers,

whose names yet run smoothly in the even road

of a blank verse, why, they were never so truly

turned over and over as my poor self in love.

Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ;
I have tried

:

I can find out no rhyme to ‘lady’ but ‘baby,’ an

innocent rhyme ;
for ‘ scorn,’ ‘ horn,’ a hard rhyme.

;

for school,’ ‘ fool,’ a babbling rhyme ; very onn-

nous endings ! no, I was not born under a rhyming

planet, nor I cannot woo in festival terms. 41

and the widow weeps.
Beat. And how long is that, think you?
Bene. Question : why, an hour in clamour and

a quarter in rheum : therefore is it most expedient

for the wise, if Don Worm, his conscience, find

no impediment to the contrary, to be the trumpet of

his own virtues, as I am to myself. So much for

praising myself, who, I myself will bear witness,

is praiseworthy ; and now tell me, how doth your

cousin? 9 1

Beat. Very ill.

Bene. And how do you ?

Beat. Very ill too.

Bene. Serve God, love me and mend. There

will I leave you too, for here comes one in haste.

Enter Ursula.

Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle. Si;

Yonder’s old coil at home : it is proved my Lady
Hero hath been falsely accused, the prince and

Claudio mightily abused; and Don John is the

author of all, who is fled and gone. Will you come
J

presently?
Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior?

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap

and be buried in thy £yes ; and moreover I will

go with thee to thy uncle’s. [Exeunt

.

j

Enter Beatrice.

Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called

Beat. Yea, signior, and departwhenyoubid me.

Bene. O, stay but till then !

Beat. ‘Then’ is spoken; fare you well now:

and yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came ;

which is, with knowing what hath passed between

you and Claudio.

Bene. Only foul words; and thereupon I will

kiss thee. 5 1

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and tout

wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is noisome

;

therefore I will depart unkissed.

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his

right sense, so forcible is thy wit. But I must tell

thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge;

and either I must shortly hear from him, or I will

subscribe him a coward. And, I pray thee now,

tell me for which of my bad parts didst thou first

fall in love with me?
. .

Beat. For them all together ;
which maintained

so politic a state of evil that they will not admit

any good part to intermingle with them. But for

which of my good parts did you first suffer love

^Bene. Suffer love ! a good epithet ! I do suffer

love indeed, for I love thee against my will.

Beat. In spite ofyour heart, I think; alas, poor

heart ! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it

for yours; for I will never love that which my
friend hates.

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peace-

^Beat. It appears not in this confession : there’s

not one wise man among twenty that will praise

himself. .

Bene. An,.old, an old instance, Beatrice, that

lived in the time of good neighbours. If a man do

not ere& in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he

Scene III. A church

.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and three orfour
•with tapers.

Clatid. Is this the monument of Leonato?

A Lord. It is, my lord.

Claud. [Reading out of a scroll]

Done to death by slanderous tongues

Was the Hero that here lies

:

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs,

Gives her fame which never dies.

So the life that died with shame
Lives in death with glorious fame.

Hang thou there upon the tomb,

Praising her when I am dumb. ic

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hymn.

Song.
Pardon, goddess of the nighty

Those that slew thy virgin knight

;

For the which, with songs of woe.

Round about her tomb they go.

Midnight, assist our moan

;

Help us to sigh and groan,

Heavily, heavily

:

Graves, yawn and yield your dead,

Till death be uttered, 2<

Heavily, heavily.

Claud. Now, unto thy bones good night

!

Yearly will I do this rite.

D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters; put youi

torches out

:

The wolves have prey’d ; and look, the gentle

day,
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about

Dapples the drowsy east with spots "of grey.

Thanks to you all, and leave us : fare you well.

Claud. Good morrow, masters : each his seve

ral way.
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D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on
other weeds

; .
30

And then to Leonato’s we will go.

7laud

.

And Hymen now with luckier issue

speed ’s

Than this for whom we render’d up this woe.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV. A room in Leonato’s house.

Inter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Bea-
trice, Margaret, Ursula, Friar Francis,

and Hero.

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent ?

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who
accused her

Jpon the error that you heard debated

:

$ut Margaret was in some fault for this,

although against her will, as it appears

n the true course of all the question.

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so

well.

Bene. And so am I, being else by faith en-

forced

'o call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen
all, 10

Vithdraw into a chamber by yourselves,

tnd when I send for you, come hither mask’d.
[Exeunt Ladies.

’he prince and Claudio promised by this hour
’o visit me. You know your office, brother

:

ou must be father to your brother’s daughter,

ind give her to young Claudio.

Ant. Which I will do with confirm’d coun-
tenance.

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I

think.

Friar. To do what, signior?

Bene. To bind me, or undo me ; one of them,
lignior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 21

'our niece regards me with an eye of favour.

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her: ’tis

most true.

Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite

her.

Leon. The sight whereof I think you had
from me,

'rom Claudio and the prince: but what’s your
will?

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical:
5ut, for my will, my will is your good will

day stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d
n the state of honourable marriage

: 30
n which, good friar, I shall desire your help.

Leon. My heart is with your liking.

Friar. And my help,

lere comes the prince and Claudio.

Inter Don Pedro and Claudio, and two or
three others.

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly.
Leo?i. Good morrow, prince; good morrow,

Claudio

:

Ve here attend you. Are you yet determined
"o-day to marry with my brother’s daughter?
Claud. I ’ll hold my mind, were she an Ethiope.
Leon. Call her forth, brother

;
here ’s the friar

ready. [Exit A ntonio.

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick. Why,
what’s the matter, 40

That you have such a February face,

So full of frost, of storm and cloudiness?

Claud. I think he thinks upon the savage
bull.

Tush, fear not, man; we’ll tip thy horns with
gold

And all Europa shall rejoice at thee,

As once Europa did at lusty Jove,
When he would play the noble beast in love.

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low ;

And some such strange bull leap’d your father’s

cow,
And got a calf in that same noble feat 50
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat.

Claud. For this I owe you : here comes other
reckonings.

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies masked.

Which is the lady I must seize upon ?

A nt. This same is she, and I do give you her.

Claud. Why, then she’s mine. Sweet, let

me see your face.

Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take
her hand

Before this friar and swear to marry her.

Claud. Give me your hand : before this holy
friar,

I am your husband, if you like of me.
Hero. And when I lived, I was your other

wife : [Unmasking. 60
And when you loved, you were my other husband.

Claud. Another Hero

!

Hero. Nothing certainer:

One Hero died defiled, but I do live.

And surely as I live, I am a maid.

D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is

dead

!

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slan-

der lived.

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify

;

When after that the holy rites are ended,
I’ll tell you largely of fair Hero’s death:
Meantime let wonder seem familiar, 70
And to the chapel let us presently.

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Which is Beatrice ?

Beat. [ Unmasking] I answer to that name.
What is your will?

Bene. Do not you love me?
Beat. Why, no; no more than reason.

Bene. Why, then your uncle and the prince
and Claudio

Have been deceived ; they swore you did.

Beat. Do not you love me?
Bene. Troth, no; no more than reason.

Beat. Why, then my cousin Margaret and
Ursula

Are much deceived; for they did swear you did.

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick

for me. 80
Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh

dead for me.
Bene. ’Tis no such matter. Then you do not

love me?
Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense.
Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the

gentleman.
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Claud. And I ’ll be sworn upon ’t that he loves

her

;

For here’s a paper written in his hand,

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain,

Fashion’d to Beatrice.

Hero. And here ’s another

Writ in my cousin’s hand, stolen from her pocket,

Containing her affection unto Benedick.
#
90

Bene

.

A miracle ! here ’s our own hands against

our hearts. Come, I will have thee ; but, by
this light, I take thee for pity.

Beat. 1 would not deny you; but,, by this

good day, I yield upon great persuasion; and
partly to save your life, for I was told you were

in a consumption.
Bene. Peace ! I will stop your mouth.

[.Kissing her.

D. Pedro. How dost thou. Benedick, the

married man ?
.

100

Bene , I ’ll tell thee what, prince ; a college of

wit-crackers cannot flout me out of my humour.

Dost thou think I care for a satire or an epigram?

No : if a man will be beaten with brains, a’ shall

wear nothing handsome about him.. In brief,

since I do purpose to marry, I will think nothing

to any purpose that the world can say against it

;

and therefore never flout at me for what I have

said against it ; for man is a giddy thing, and this

is my conclusion. For thy part, Claudio, I diet

think to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art

like to be my kinsman, live unbruised and love

my cousin.

Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldst have

denied Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled

thee out of thy single life, to make thee a double-

dealer; which, out of question, thou wilt be, ii|

my cousin do not look exceeding narrowly to thee.

Bene. Come, come, we are friends : let’s have

a dance ere we are married, that we may lighter

our own hearts and our wives’ heels. 1211

Leon. We’ll have dancing afterward.

Bene. First, of my word ;
therefore play, music.

Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, get thee a

wife: there is no staff more reverend than one

tipped with horn.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta’en in

flight?

And brought with armed men back to Messina.

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow: I’ll

devise thee brave punishments for him. Strike

up, pipers, \Dance. 13

{Exeunt.



LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST

DRAMATIS PERSONS.

Ferdinand, king of Navarre.
Biron,

)

Longaville, £ lords attending on the King.

Dumain, )

Boyet,
|
lords attending on the Princess

Mercade, } of France.

Don Adriano de Armado, a fantastical

Spaniard.
Sir Nathaniel,.a curate.

Holofernes, a schoolmaster.

Dull, a constable.

ACT I.

Scene I. The king ofNavarre’spark.

EtUer Ferdinand, king ofNavarre, Biron,
Longaville, and Dumain.

King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their

lives,

five register’d upon our brazen tombs
Jmd then grace us in the disgrace of death

;

Vhen, spite of cormorant devouring Time,
.'he endeavour of this present breath may buy
.'hat honour which shall bate his scythe’s keen

edge
tnd make us heirs of all eternity.

therefore, brave conquerors,—for so you are,

'hat war against your own affe6lions
_

uid the huge army of the world’s desires,— io

)ur late edi<5t shall strongly stand in force

:

lavarre shall be the wonder of the world;
)ur court shall be a little Academe,
Itill and contemplative in living art.
rou three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville,

lave sworn for three years’ term to live with me
Hy fellow-scholars and to keep those statutes

?hat are recorded in this schedule here

:

Tour oaths are pass’d; and now subscribe your
names,

.'hat his own hand may strike his honour down

.'hat violates the smallest branch herein : 21
f you are arm’d to do as sworn to do,

iubscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too.

Long. I am resolved; ’tis but a three years’

fast

:

'he mind shall banquet, though the body pine :

/'at paunches have lean pates, and dainty bits

/lake rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite the wits.

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified

:

'he grosser manner of these world’s delights
le throws upon the gross world’s baser slaves

:

.'o love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die
; 31

Vith all these living in philosophy.
Biron. I can but say their protestation over

;

>0 much, dear liege, I have already sworn,
.'hat is, to live and study here three years,
lut there are other strict observances

;

is, not to see a woman in that term,

Costard, a clown.
Moth, page to Armado.
A Forester.

The Princess of France.

M*aria*

N
|
ladies attending on the

Katharine, )
Princess.

Jaquenetta, a country wench.

Lords, Attendants, &c.

Scene: Navarre .

Which I hope well is not enrolled there ;

And one day in a week to touch no food
And but one meal on every day beside, 40
The which I hope is not enrolled there

;

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night,

And not be seen to wink of all the day

—

When I was wont to think no harm all night
And make a dark night too of half the day

—

Which I hope well is not enrolled there

:

O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep,
Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep !

King. Your oath is pass’d to pass away from
these.

Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you
please : 50

I only swore to study with your grace
And stay here in your court for three years’ space.

Long. You swore to that, Biron, and to

the rest.

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore
in jest.

What is the end of study? let me know.
King. Why, that to know, which else we

should not know.
Biron. Things hid and barr’d,. you mean,

from common sense?
King. Ay, that is study’s god-like recompense.
Biron. Come on, then ; I will swear to study so,

To know the thing I am forbid to know : 60
As thus,—to study where I well may dine,

When I to feast expressly am forbid

;

Or study where to meet some mistress fine,

When mistresses from common sense are hid

;

Or, having sworn too hard a keeping oath,

Study to break it and not break my troth.

If study’s gain be thus and this be so,

Study knows that which yet it doth not know

:

Swear me to this, and I will ne ’er say no.

King. These be the stops that hinder study
quite 70

And train our intellects to vain delight.

Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that

most vain,

Which with pain purchased doth inherit pain

:

As, painfully to pore upon a book
To seek the light of truth; while truth the

while
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Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look

:

Light seeking light doth light of light beguile

:

So, ere you find where light in darkness lies,

Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes.

Study me how to please the eye indeed 80

By fixing it upon a fairer eye,

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed
And give him light that it was blinded by.

Study is like the heaven’s glorious sun
That will not be deep-search’d with saucy looks

:

Small have continual plodders ever won
Save base authority from others’ books.

These earthly godfathers of heaven’s lights

That give a name to every fixed star

Have no more profit of their shining nights 90
Than those that walk and wot not what

they are.

Too much to know is to know nought but fame;
And every godfather can give a name.
King. How well he ’s read, to reason against

reading

!

Dum. Proceeded well, to stop all good pro-

ceeding !

Long. He weeds the corn and still lets grow
the weeding.

Biron. The spring is near when green geese

are a-breeding.

Dum. How follows that ?

Biron. Fit in his place and time.

Dum. In reason nothing.

Biro?i. Something then in rhyme.
King. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost

That bites the first-born infants of

the spring. 101

Biron. Well, say I am; why should proud
summer boast

Before the birds have any cause to

sing?

Why should I joy in any abortive birth?

At Christmas I no more desire a rose

Than wish a snow in May’s new-fangled mirth

;

But like of each thing that in season grows.

So you, to study now it is too late,

Climb o’er the house to unlock the little gate.

King. Well, sit you out
;
go home, Biron

:

adieu. no
Biron. No, my good lord; I have sworn to

stay with you

:

And though I have for barbarism spoke more
Than for that angel knowledge you can say,

Yet confident I’ll keep what I have swore

And bide the penance of each three years’ day.

Give me the paper ;
let me read the same

;

And to the stridl’st decrees I ’ll write my name.
King. How well this yielding rescues thee

from shame

!

Biron [reads\.
1 Item, That no woman shall

come within a mile of my court :’ Hath this been

proclaimed? 121

Long. Four days ago.

Biron. Let’s see the penalty. [Reads] ‘ On
pain of losing her tongue.’ Who devised this

penalty ?

Long. Marry, that did I.

Biron. Sweet lord, and why?
Long. To fright them hence with that dread

penalty.

Biron. A dangerous law against gentility

!

[Reads] * Item, If any man be seen to talk

with a woman within the term of three years,

shall endure such public shame as the rest of

court can possibly devise.’

This article, my liege, yourself must break

;

For well you know here comes in embassy
The French king’s daughter with yourself

speak

—

A maid of grace and complete majesty

—

About surrender up of Aquitaine
To her decrepit, sick and bedrid father:

Therefore this article is made in vain, i.l

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither.l

King. What say you, lords? why, this w
quite forgot.

Biron. So study evermore is overshot

:

While it doth study to have what it would
It doth forget to do the thing it should,

And when it hath the thing it hunteth most,
’Tis won as towns with fire, so won, so lost.

King. We must of force dispense with th

decree

;

She must lie here on mere necessity.

Biron. Necessity will make us all forsworn
Three thousand times within this three year

space; i‘

For every man with his affedls is born,

Not by might master’d but by special grace

:

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me

;

I am forsworn on ‘ mere necessity.’

So to the laws at large I write my name

:

[Subscribe

And he that breaks them in the least degree
Stands in attainder of eternal shame

:

Suggestions are to other as to me

;

But I believe, although I seem so loath, 16

I am the last that will last keep his oath.

But is there no quick recreation granted ?

King. Ay, that there is. Our court, you knov
is haunted

With a refined traveller of Spain

;

A man in all the world’s new fashion planted,

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain ;

One whom the music of his own vain tongue
Doth ravish like enchanting harmony

;

A man of complements, whom right and wrong
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 17

This child of fancy that Armado hight

For interim to our studies shall relate

In high-born words the worth of many a knight

From tawny Spain lost in the world’s debate.

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I

;

But, I protest, I love to hear him lie

And I will use him for my minstrelsy.

Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fashion’s own knight.

Long. Costard the swain and he shall be oul

sport ;

' 181

And so to study, three years is but short.

Enter Dull with a letter
,
and Costard. I

Dull. Which is the duke’s own person ?

Biron. This, fellow : what wouldst ?

Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, fc

I am his grace’s tharborough : but I would see hi

own person in flesh and blood.

Biron. This is he.

Dull. Signior Arme—Arine—commends yoi

There’s villany abroad : this letter will tell yo

more. IS
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Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touch-

1g me.
King. A letter from the magnificent Armado.
Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope in

rod for high words.

Long. A high hope for a low heaven : God
rant us patience !

Biron. To hear ? or forbear laughing ?

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh

moderately ; or to forbear both. 200

Biron. Well, sir, be it as the style shall give

is cause to climb in the merriness.

Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning

aquenetta. The manner of it is, I was taken

ith the manner.
Biron. In what manner ?

Cost. In manner and form following, sir ;
all those

hree : I was seen with her in the manor-house,

itting with her upon the form, and taken follow-

ag her into the park ;
which, put together, is in

manner and form following. Now, sir, for the

manner,—it is the manner of a man to speak to a

oman : for the form,—in some form.

Biron. For the following, sir?

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction : and
3od defend the right !

King. Will you hear this letter with attention?

Biron . As we would hear an oracle.

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken

fter the flesh. 220

King [reads]. ‘Great deputy, the welkin’s

icegerent and sole dominator of Navarre, my
oul’s earth’s god, and body’s fostering patron.’

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet.

King [reads]. ‘ So it is,’

—

Cost. It may be so : but if he say it is so, he

>, in telling true, but so.

King. Peace I

Cost. Be to me and every man that dares not

ght ! 230
King. No words !

Cost. Of other men’s secrets, I beseech you.

King [reads]. ‘ So it is, besieged with sable-

oloured melancholy, I did commend the black-

ppressing humour to the most wholesome physic

f thy health-giving air ; and, as I am a gentle-

man, betook myself to walk. The time when.
U)out the sixth hour ; when beasts most graze,

>irds best peck, and men sit down to that nourish-

ment which is called supper : so much for the

imewhen. Now for the ground which ;
which,

mean, I walked upon : it is ycleped thy park.

Then for the place where ; where, I mean, I did

ncounter that obscene and most preposterous

:vent, that draweth from my snow-white pen the

:bon-coloured ink, which here thou viewest,

meholdest, surveyest, or seest : but to the place

vhere ; it standeth north-north-east and by east

rom the west corner of thy curious-knotted

garden: there did I see that low-spirited swain,

hat base minnow of thy mirth,’— 251
Cost. Me ?

King [reads]. * that unlettered small-knowing
Loul,’

—

!

Cost. Me ?

King [reads]. * that shallow vassal,’

—

Cost. Still me ?

King [reads], ‘which, as I remember, bight

Costard,

—

Cost. O, me ! 260

King [reads]. ‘ sorted and consorted, contrary

to thy established proclaimed edi<5t and continent

canon, which with,—O, with—but with this I

passion to say wherewith,

—

Cost. With a wench.
King [reads], ‘ with a child of our grandmother

Eve, a female ; or, for thy more sweet under-

standing, a woman. Him I, as my ever-esteemed

duty pricks me on, have sent to thee, to receive

the meed of punishment, by thy sweet grace’s

officer, Anthony Dull ; a man of good repute,

carriage, bearing, and estimation.’

Dull. Me, an ’t shall please you ; I am Anthony
Dull.

King [reads]. * For Jaquenetta,—so is the

weaker vessel called which I apprehended with

the aforesaid swain,—I keep her as a vessel of

thy law’s fury
;
and shall, at the least of thy sweet

notice, bring her to trial. Thine, in all compli-

ments of devoted and heart-burning heat of duty.

Don Adriano de Armado.’
Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but

the best that ever I heard.
King. Ay, the best for the worst. But, sirrah,

what say you to this ?

Cost. ' Sir, I confess the wench.
King. Did you hear the proclamation?

Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but
little of the marking of it.

King. It was proclaimed a year’s imprison-

ment, to be taken with a wench. 290
Cost. I was taken with none, sir : I was taken

with a damsel.
King. Well, it was proclaimed ‘damsel.’

Cost. This was no damsel neither, sir ; she

was a virgin.

King. It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed
‘virgin.’

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity : I was
taken with a maid.
King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir.

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 301
King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence :

you shall fast a week with bran and water.

Cost. I had rather pray a month with mutton
and porridge.

King. And Don Armado shall be your keeper.

My Lord Biron, see him deliver’d o’er :

And go we, lords, to put in pradlice that

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn.

[Exeu?it King, Longaville, and Dumain.
Biron. I ’ll lay my head to any good, man’s hat,

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn.

Sirrah, come on.

Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir ; for true it is,

I was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a
true girl

; and therefore welcome the sour cup of

prosperity ! Affliction may one day smile again ;

and till then, sit thee down, sorrow ! [Exeunt.

Scene II. The same.

Enter Arm.a.t>o and Moth.
Arm. Boy, what sign is it when a man of

great spirit grows melancholy ?

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad.

A rm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same
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Moth. No, no ; O Lord, sir, no.
Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melan-

choly, my tender juvenal ?

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the
working, my tough senior. 10

A rm. Why tough senior ? why tough senior ?

Moth. Why tender juvenal? why tender ju-

venal ?

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a con-

gruent epitheton appertaining to thy young days,
which we may nominate tender.
Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent

title to your old time, which we may name tough.
Arm. Pretty and apt.

Moth. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and
my saying apt ? or I apt, and my saying pretty ?

Arm. Thou pretty, because little.

Moth. Little pretty, because little. Wherefore
apt?
Arm. And therefore apt, because quick.

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master ?

Arm. In thy condign praise.

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise.

A rm. What, that an eel is ingenious ?

Moth. That an eel is quick. 30
Arm. I do say thou art quick in answers :

thou heatest my blood.

Moth. I am answered, sir.

A rm. I love not to be crossed.
Moth. [Aside] He speaks the mere contrary

;

crosses love not him.
Arm. I have promised to study three years

with the duke.
Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir.

Arm. Impossible. 40
Moth. How many is one thrice told ?

A rm. I am ill at reckoning ; it fitteth the
spirit of a tapster.

Moth. You are a gentleman and a gamester,
sir.

A rm. I confess both : they are both the var-
nish of a complete man.
Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much

the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to.

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two.

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three.

Arm. True.
Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ?

Now here is three studied, ere ye’ll thrice wink :

and how easy it is to put ‘years’ to the word
‘ three,’ and study three years in two words, the
dancing horse will tell you.
A rm. A most fine figure !

Moth. To prove you a cipher. 59
A rm. I will hereupon confess I am in love :

and as it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in

love with a base wench. If drawing my sword
against the humour of affedtion would deliver me
from the reprobate thought of it, I would take De-
sire prisoner, and ransom him to any French cour-
tier for a new-devised courtesy. I think scorn to

sigh : methinks I should outswear Cupid. Com-
fort me, boy : what great men have been in love ?

Moth. Hercules, master.
A rm. Most sweet Hercules ! More authority,

dear boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let

them be men of good repute and carriage.

Moth. Samson, master : he was a man of
good carriage, great carriage, for he carried the

town-gates on his back like a porter : and he w;
in love.

Arm. O well-knit Samson! strong-jointe

Samson ! I do excel thee in my rapier as much i

thou didst me in carrying gates. I am ‘in lo>

too. Who was Samson’s love, my dear Moth ?

Moth. A woman, master. i

A rm. Of what complexion ?

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or tl

two, or one of the four.

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexioi
Moth

.

Of the sea-water green, sir.

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions ?

Moth. As I have read, sir ; and the best
them too.

Arm. Green indeed is the colour of lovers

but to have a love of that colour, methinks San
son had small reason for it. He surely affedte

her for her wit.

Moth. It was so, sir ; for she had a green wi
A rm. My love is most immaculate white an

red.

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, ai

masked under such colours.

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth. My father’s wit and my mother
tongue, assist me ! ic

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; mos
pretty and pathetical

!

Moth. If she be made of white and red,

Her faults will ne’er be known,
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred
And fears by pale white shown :

Then if she fear, or be to blame,
By this you shall not know,

For still her cheeks possess the same
Which native she doth owe. it

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reaso
of white and red.

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the Kin
and the Beggar ?

Moth. The world was very guilty of such
ballad some three ages since : but I think no’

’tis not to be found ; or, if it were, it woul
neither serve for the writing nor the tune.

Arm. I will have that subjedt newly writ o’ei

that I may example my digression by som
mighty precedent. Boy, I do love that countr;
girl that I took in the park with the rational him
Costard : she deserves well.

Moth. [Aside] To be whipped ; and yet :

better love than my master.
A rm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love
Moth. And that’s great marvel, loving a ligh

wench.
Arm. I say, sing. 13*

Moth. Forbear till this company be past.

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta.
Dull. Sir, the duke’s pleasure is, that yoi

keep Costard safe : and you must suffer him t(

take no delight nor no penance ; but a’ must fas

three days a week. For this damsel, I musi
keep her at the park : she is allowed for the day
woman. Fare you well.

Arm. I do betray myselfwith blushing. Maid
Jaq. Man ?

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 14c

Jaq. That’s hereby.
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Arvi. I know where it is situate.

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are !

A rm. I will tell thee wonders.

Jag. With that face?

Arm . I love thee.

Jaq . So I heard you say.

Arm. And so, farewell.

Jaq. Fair weather after you !

Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away ! 150

{Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta.

Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences

re thou be pardoned.
Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall

0 it on a full stomach.

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished.

Cost. I am more bound to you than your fel-

.ws, for they are but lightly rewarded.

A rm. Take away this villain ;
shut him up.

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away

!

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir : I will fast,

sing loose.

Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose : thou

lalt to prison.

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of

isolation that I have seen, some shall see.

Moth. What shall some see ?

Cost. Nay, nothing, Master Moth, but what
iey look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too

lent in their words; and therefore I will say

3thing : I thank God I have as little patience as

lother man ; and therefore I can be quiet. 171

[.Exeunt Moth and Costard.

Arm. I do affedt the very ground, which is

ise, where her shoe, which is baser, guided by
sr foot, which is basest, doth tread. I shall be

rsworn, which is a great argument of falsehood,

1 love. And how can that be true love which
falsely attempted? Love is a familiar; Love is

devil: there is no evil angel but Love. Yet
as Samson so tempted, and he had an excellent

rength; yet was Solomon so seduced, and he

id a very good wit. Cupid’s butt-shaft is too

ird for Hercules’ club ;
and therefore too much

Ms for a Spaniard’s rapier. The first and se-

)nd cause will not serve my turn ; the passado

2 respedts not, the duello he regards not: his

isgrace is to be called boy ; but his glory is to

lbdue men. Adieu, valour
!.

rust, rapier! be

ill, drum ! for your manager is in love
;
yea, he

veth. Assist me, some extemporal god of

lyme, for I am sure I shall turn sonnet. De-
se, wit ; write, pen ; for I am for whole volumes

1 folio. {Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I. The same.

nter the Princess of France, Rosaline, Maria,
Katharine, Boyet, Lords, and other At-

tendants.

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dear-

est spirits

:

onsider who the king your father sends,

o whom he sends, and what’s his embassy:
ourself, held precious in the world’s esteem,
o parley with the sole inheritor

'f all perfedtions that a man may owe,
latchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight

T39
|

i

Than Aquitaine, a dowry for a queen.

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace
As Nature was in making graces dear 10

When she did starve the general world beside

And prodigally gave them all to you.

Prin. Good Lord Boyet, my beauty, though
but mean,

Needs not the painted flourish of your praise

:

Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye,

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues:

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth
Than you much willing to be counted wise

In spending your wit in the praise of mine.

But now to task the tasker
:
good Boyet, 20

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow.
Till painful study shall outwear three years.

No woman may approach his silent court:

Therefore to’s seemeth it a needful course.

Before we enter his forbidden gates,

To know his pleasure; and in that behalf.

Bold of your worthiness, we single you
As our best-moving fair solicitor.

Tell him, the daughter of the King of France, 30
On serious business, craving quick dispatch,

Importunes personal conference with his grace

:

Haste, signify so much; while we attend,

Like humble-visaged suitors, his high will.

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go.

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours

is so. {Exit Boyet.

Who are the votaries, my loving lords,

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke?
First Lord. Lord Longaville is one.

Prin. Know you the man?
Mar. I know him, madam: at a marriage-

feast, 40
Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir

Of Jaques Falconbridge, solemnized
In Normandy, saw I this Longaville:

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d

;

Well fitted in arts, glorious in arms:
Nothing becomes him ill that he would well.

The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss,

If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil,

Is a sharp wit match’d with too blunt a will

;

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still

wills 50
It should none spare that come within his power.
Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike

;

is’t so?
Mar. They say so most that most his hu-

mours know.
Prin. Such short-lived wits do wither as

they grow.
Who are the rest?

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accom-
plished youth,

Of all that virtue love for virtue loved

:

Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill

;

For he hath wit to make an ill shape good,
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 60
I saw him at the Duke Alengon’s once

;

And much too little of that good I saw
Is my report to his great worthiness.

Ros. Another of these students at that time
Was there with him, if I have heard a truth.

Biron they call him ; but a merrier man.
Within the limit of becoming mirth,
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I never spent an hour’s talk withal

:

His eye begets occasion for his wit

;

For every object that the one doth catch 70
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest,

Which his fair tongue, conceit’s expositor,

Delivers in such apt and gracious words
That aged ears play truant at his tales

And younger hearings are quite ravished

;

So sweet and voluble is his discourse.

Prin. God bless my ladies ! are they all in

love,

That every one her own hath garnished
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ?

First Lord. Here comes Boyet.

Re-enter Boyet.

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord? 80
Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair ap-

proach ;

And he and his competitors in oath
Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady,

Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt

:

He rather means to lodge you in the field,

Like one that comes here to besiege his court,

Than seek a dispensation for his oath,

To let you enter his unpeopled house.
Here comes Navarre.

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron,
and Attendants.

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of
Navarre. 90

Prin. ‘Fair’ I give you back again; and
‘ welcome ’ I have not yet : the roof of this court
is too high to be yours ; and welcome to the wide
fields too base to be mine.
King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my

court.

Prin. I will be welcome, then : conduct me
thither.

King. Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an
oath.

Prin. Our Lady help my lord ! he ’ll be for-

sworn.
King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my

will.

Prin. Why, will shall break it ; will and no-
thing else. 100

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is.

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were
wise,

Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance.

I hear your grace hath sworn out house-keeping

:

’Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord,

And sin to break it.

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold ;

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me.
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming,
And suddenly resolve me in my suit. no
King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may.
Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away;

For you’ll prove perjured if you make me stay.

Biron. Did hot I dance with you in Brabant
once ?

Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabant
once ?

Biron. I know you did.

Ros. How needless was it then to ask the

question !

Biron. You must not be so quick.
Ros. ’Tis ’long of you that spur me with sucl

questions.
Biron. Your wit’s too hot, it speeds too fast

’twill tire. i 2<

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire.
Biron. What time o’ day ?

Ros. The hour that fools should ask.
Biron. Now fair befall your mask I

Ros. Fair fall the face it covers !

Biron . And send you many lovers !

Ros. Amen, so you be none.
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone.
King. Madam, your father here doth intimatf

The payment ofa hundred thousand crowns; 13c
Being but the one half of an entire sum
Disbursed by my father in his wars.
But say that he or we, as neither have.
Received that sum, yet there remains unpaid
A hundred thousand more; in surety of tht

which,
One part of Aquitaine is bound to us.
Although not valued to the money’s worth.
If then the king your father will restore
But that one half which is unsatisfied,
We will give up our right in Aquitaine, 14c
And hold fair friendship with his majesty.
But that, it seems, he little purposeth,
For here he doth demand to have repaid
A hundred thousand crowns

;
and not demands, 1

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns,
To have his title live in Aquitaine

;

Which we much rather had depart withal
And have the money by our father lent
Than Aquitaine so gelded as it is.

Dear princess, were not his requests so far 15c

From reason’s yielding, your fair self should make
A yielding ’gainst some reason in my breast
And go well satisfied to France again.
Prin. You do the king my father too mucl

wrong
And wrong the reputation of your name.
In so unseeming to confess receipt

I

Of that which hath so faithfully been paid.
King. I do protest I never heard of it

;

And if you prove it, I ’ll repay it back
Or yield up Aquitaine.
Prin. We arrest your word. i6t

Boyet, you can produce acquittances
For such a sum from special officers

Of Charles his father.

King. Satisfy me so.

Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is nol

come
Where that and other specialties are bound

:

To-morrow you shall have a sight of them.
King. It shall suffice me : at which interview

All liberal reason I will yield unto.
Meantime receive such welcome at my hand
As honour without breach of honour may 17c

Make tender of to thy true worthiness :

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates;
But here without you shall be so received
As you shall deem yourself lodged in my heart,

Though so denied fair harbour in my house.
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell

:

To-morrow shall we visit you again.

Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consorl

your grace !
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King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every

place !
[Exit.

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to mine

own heart. l8°

Ros. Pray you, do my commendations; 1

ould be glad to see it.

Biron. I would you heard it groan.

Ros. Is the fool sick ?

Biron. Sick at the heart.

Ros. Alack, let it blood.

Biron. Would that do it good?
Ros. My physic says ‘ ay.

’

Biron. Will you prick ’t with your eye ?

Ros. No point, with my knife. 190

Biron. Now, God save thy life !

Ros. And yours from long living !

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. [Retiring

\

Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word ; what lady is

that same ?

Boyet. The heir of Alengon, Katharine her

name.
Dum. A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare you

well.
.

IExit

.

Long. I beseech you a word : what is she in

the white ?

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her

in the light.

Long. Perchance light in the light. I desire

her name.
Boyet. She hath but one for herself; to desire

that were a shame. 200

Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter?

Boyet. Her mother’s, I have heard.

Long. God’s blessing on your beard

!

Boyet. Good sir, be not offended.,

he is an heir of Falconbridge.

Long. Nay, my choler is ended,
he is a most sweet lady.

Boyet. Not unlike, sir, that may be.

[Exit Long.
Biron. What’s her name in the cap ?

Boyet. Rosaline, by good hap. 210

Biron. Is she wedded or no?
Boyet. To her will, sir, or so.

Biron . You are welcome, sir: adieu.

Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to

you. [Exit Biron.

Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap
lord

:

Tot a word with him but a jest.

Boyet. And every jest but a word.
Prin. It was well done of you to take him at

his word.
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple as he was

to board.
Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry.
Boyet. And wherefore not ships ?

To sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your
lips. 220

Mar. You sheep, and I pasture: shall that

finish the jest?

Boyet. So you grant pasture for me.
[Offering to kiss her.

Mar. Not so, gentle beast

:

ly lips are no common, though several they be.

Boyet. Belonging to whom?
Mar. To my fortunes and me.
Prin. Good wits will bo jangling; but, gen-

tles, agree

:

This civil war of wits were much better used
On Navarre and his book-men; for here ’tis

abused.
Boyet. If my observation, which very seldom

lies,

By the heart’s still rhetoric disclosed with eyes,

Deceive me not now, Navarre is infedted. 230
Prin. With what ?

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle af-

fected.

Prin. Your reason ?

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their

retire

To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire

:

PI is heart, like an agate, with your print im-

press’d,

Proud with his form, in his eye pride express’d :

His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see,

Did stumble with haste in his eyesight to be ;

All senses to that sense did make their repair, 240
To feel only looking on fairest of fair:

Methought all his senses were lock’d in his eye,

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ;

Who, tendering their own worth from where they
were glass’d,

Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’d :

His face’s own margent did quote such amazes
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes.

I ’ll give you Aquitaine and all that is his.

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss.

Prin. Come to our pavilion : Boyet is disposed.

Boyet. But to speak that in words which his

eye hath disclosed. 250
I only have made a mouth of his eye.

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie.

Ros. Thou art an old love-monger and speakest

skilfully.

Mar. He is Cupid’s grandfather and learns

news of him.
Ros. Then was Venus like her mother, for her

father is but grim.

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ?

Mar. N o.

Boyet. What then, do you see ?

Ros. Ay, jour way to be gone.

Boyet. You are too hard for me.
[Exemit.

ACT III.

Scene I. The same.

Enter Armado and Moth.

Arm. Warble, child; make passionate my
sense of hearing.

Moth. Concolinel. [Singing.

Arm. Sweet air ! Go, tenderness of years ;

take this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring

him festinately hither : I must employ him in a

letter to my love.

Moth. Master, will you win your love with a
French brawl ?

A rm. How meanest thou ? brawling in French ?

Moth. No, my complete master : but to jig off

a tune at the tongue’s end, canary to it with your
feet, humour it with turning up your eyelids, sigh

a note and sing a note, sometime through the

throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love,

sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed up
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love by smelling love ;
with your hat penthouse-

like o’er the shop of your eyes ;
with your arms

crossed on your thin-belly doublet like a rabbit

on a spit ; or your hands in your pocket like a
man after the old painting; and keep not too long
in one tune, but a snip and away. These are

complements, these are humours; these betray

nice wenches, that would be betrayed without
these ; and make them men of note—do you note

me?—that most are affedted to these.

A rm. How hast thou purchased this experience ?

Moth. By my penny of observation.

Arm. But O,—but O,—
Moth. ‘ The hobby-horse is forgot.’ 30
A rm. Callest thou my love ‘ hobby-horse ’ ?

Moth. No, master ; the hobby-horse is but a

colt, and your love perhaps a hackney. Buthave
you forgot your love ?

Arm. Almost I had.
Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart.

Arm. By heart and in heart, boy.

Moth. And out of heart, master : all those

three I will prove.

Arm. What wilt thou prove ?
.

40
Moth. A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, and

without, upon the instant : by heart you love her,

because your heart cannot come by her ;
in heart

you love her, because your heart is in love with

her ; and out of heart you love her, being out of

heart that you cannot enjoy her.

Arm. I am all these three.

Moth. And three times as much more, and
yet nothing at all.

Arm. Fetch hither the swain : he must carry

me a letter. . 5 1

Moth. A message well sympathized ; a horse

to be ambassador for an ass.

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou?
Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon

the horse, for he is very slow-gaited. But I go.

Arm. The way is but short ; away !

Moth. As swift as lead, sir.

Arm. The meaning, pretty ingenious ?

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 60
Moth. Minime, honest master; or rather,

master, no.

A rm. I say lead is slow.

Moth. You are too swift, sir, to say so :

Is that lead slow which is fired from a gun ?

A rm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric !

He reputes me acannon; and the bullet, that’s he :

I shoot thee at the swain.

Moth. Thump then and I flee. \_Exit.

Arm. A most acute juvenal ; volable and free

of grace !

By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy

face :

Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.

My herald is return’d. 70

Re-enter Moth with Costard.

Moth. A wonder, master! here’s a costard

broken in a shin.

Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, thy
l’envoy ;

begin.

Cost. No egma, no riddle, nol’envoy; no salve

fin the mail, sir :0, sir, plantain, a plain plantain !

nol’envoy, nol’envoy; no salve, sir, butaplantain !

Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter ; thy

silly thought my spleen ; the heaving of my Iun
provokes me to ridiculous smiling. O, pard<
me, my stars ! Doth the inconsiderate take sal'

for l’envoy, and the word l’envoy for a salve ?

Moth. Do the wise think them other? is n
l’envoy a salve ?

Arm. No, page: it is an epilogue or discours
to make plain

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore be<

sain.

I will example it :

The fox, the ape and the humble-bee,
Were still at odds, being but three.

There’s the moral. Now the l’envoy.
Moth. I will add the l’envoy. Say the mor

again.
Arm. The fox, the ape, the humble-bee, <

Were still at odds, being but three.
Moth. Until the goose came out of door,

And stay’d the odds by adding four.
Now will I begin your moral, and do you folio

with my l’envoy.

The fox, the ape and the humble-bee,
Were still at odds, being but three.

Arm. Until the goose came out of door,
Staying the odds by adding four.

Moth. A good l’envoy, ending in the goos<
would you desire more ? i<

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goes
that’s flat.

Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fa

To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast ar

loose

:

Let me see ; a fat l’envoy; ay, that’s a fat goos
Arm. Come hither, come hither. How d>

this argument begin ?

Moth. By saying that a costard was broke
in a shin.

Then call’d you for the l’envoy.
Cost. True, and I for a plantain: thus can:

your argument in ;

Then the boy’s fat l’envoy, the goose that yc
bought; i]

And he ended the market.
A rm. But tell me ; how was there a costar

broken in a shin?
Moth. I will tell you sensibly.

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth : I wi
speak that l’envoy :

I Costard, running out, that was safely within
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin.

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter.
Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin.

A rm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thet

Cost. O, marry me to one Frances: I sme
some l’envoy, some goose, in this.

Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean setting the

at liberty, enfreedoming thy person : thou wei
immured, restrained, captivated, bound.

Cost. True, true ;
and now you will be mi

purgation and let me loose.

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee fror

durance ; and, in lieu thereof, impose on the

nothing but this : bear this significant [giving .

letter] to the country maid Jaquenetta : there i

remuneration ; for the best ward of mine honou
is rewardingmy dependents. Moth, follow. [Exit

Moth. Like the sequel, I. Signior Costard

adieu.
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Cost. My sweet ounce of man’s flesh! my
incony Jew !

{PxtlMoth.

Tow will I look to his remuneration. Remunera-

on ! O, that’s the Latin word for three farthings

:

iree farthings—remuneration.
—‘What’s the price

f this inkle?’—‘One penny.’—‘No, I’ll give you

remuneration :’ why, it carries it. Remunera-

on ! why, it is a fairer name than French crown,

will never buy and sell out of this word.

Enter Biron.

Biron. O, my good knave Costard ! exceed-

igly well met.
Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnationribbon

tay a man buy for a remuneration?

Biron. What is a remuneration ?

Cost. Marry, sir, halfpenny farthing. 149
Biron. Why, then, three-farthing worth of silk.

Cost. I thank your worship : God be wi’ you !

Biron. Stay, slave ; I must employ thee :

s thou wilt win my favour, good my knave,

>0 one thing for me that I shall entreat.

Cost. When would you have it done, sir?

Biron. This afternoon.

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir : fare you well.

Biron. Thou knowest not what it is.

Cost. I shall know, sir, when I have done it.

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. 160

Cost. I will come to your worship to-morrow
lorning.

Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark,
ave, it is but this

:

he princess comes to hunt here in the park,

.nd in her train there is a gentle lady;

/hen tongues speak sweetly, then they name her
name,

.nd Rosaline they call her ; ask for her

;

nd to her white hand see thou do commend 169
’his seal’d-up counsel. There’s thy guerdon

;
go.

[Giving hint a shilling.

Cost. Gardon, O sweet gardon! better than

ununeration, a’leven-pence farthing better : most
veet gardon ! I will do it, sir, in print. Gardon !

.enumeration !
{Exit.

Biron. And I, forsooth, in love ! I, that have
een love’s whip

;

. very beadle to a humorous sigh

;

. critic, nay, a night-watch constable;

. domineering pedant o’er the boy

;

'han whom no mortal so magnificent ! 180
'his whimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy

;

'his senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid

;

.egent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms,
he anointed sovereign of sighs and groans,
-iege of all loiterers and malcontents,

_

)read prince ofplackets, king of codpieces,
ole imperator and great general
)f trotting ’paritors :—O my little heart !—

*

md I to be a corporal of his field,

aid wear his colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 190
/hat, I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife !

l woman, that is like a German clock,
till a-repairing, ever out of frame,
md never going aright, being a watch,
>ut being watch’d that it may still go right

!

lay, to be perjured, which is worst of all

;

md, among three, to love the worst of all

;

t wightly wanton with a velvet brow,
Zith two pitch-balls stuck in her face for eyes

;

Ay, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed 200
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard

:

And 1 to sigh for her ! to watch for her

!

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague
That Cupid will impose for my neglecl

Of his almighty dreadful little might.
Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue and

groan

:

Some men must love my lady and some Joan.
{Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I. The same.

Enter the Princess, and her train
,
a Forester,

Boyet, Rosaline, Maria, and Katharine.

Prin. Was that the king, that spurred his

horse so hard
Against the steep uprising of the hill?

Boyet. I know not
;
but I think it was not he.

Prin. Whoe’er a’ was, a’ show’d a mounting
mind.

Well, lords, to-day we shall have our dispatch

:

On Saturday we will return to France.

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush
That we must stand and play the murderer in?

For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder cop-

pice ;

A stand where you may make the fairest shoot. 10

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot,

And thereupon thou speak’st the fairest shoot.

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so.

Prin. What, what? first praise me and again

say no?
O short-lived pride ! Not fair? alack for woe !

For. Yes, madam, fair.

Prin. Nay, never paint me now

:

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow.

Here, good my glass, take this for telling true

:

Fair payment for foul words is more than due.
_

For. Nothing but fair is that which you in-

herit. 20

Prin. See, see, my beauty will be saved by
merit

!

O heresy in fair, fit for these days

!

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.

But come, the bow : now mercy goes to kill,

And shooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot

:

Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t

;

If wounding, then it was to show my skill,

That more for praise than purpose meant to kill.

And out of question so it is sometimes, 30
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes,

When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward
part.

We bend to that the working of the heart

;

As I for praise alone now seek to spill

The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no
ill.

Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-

sovereignty
Only for praise sake, when they strive to be
Lords o’er their lords?

Prin. Only for praise: and praise we may
afford

To any lady that subdues a lord. 40
Boyet. Here comes a member of the common-

wealth.
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1

Enter Costard.

Cost. God dig-you-den all ! Pray you, which
is the head lady?

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the

rest that have no heads.

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest?

Prin. The thickest and the tallest.

Cost. The thickest and the tallest ! it is so

;

truth is truth.

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my
wit,

One o’ these maids’ girdles for your waist should
be fit.

.
50

Are not you the chief woman? you are the
thickest here.

Prin

.

What’s your will, sir? what’s your
will?

Cost. I have a letter from Monsieur Biron to

one Lady Rosaline.

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter! he’s a good
friend of mine

:

Stand aside, good bearer. Boyet, you can carve

;

Break up this capon.
Boyet. I am bound to serve.

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here

;

It is writ to Jaquenetta.
Prin. We will read it, I swear.

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give

ear. 59
Boyet [reads]. ‘By heaven, that thou art fair,

is most infallible
;
true, that thou art beauteous

;

truth itself, that thou art lovely. More fairer

than fair, beautiful than beauteous, truer than
truth itself, have commiseration on thy heroical

vassal ! The magnanimous and most illustrate

king Cophetua set eye upon the pernicious and
indubitate beggar Zenelophon; and he it was
that might rightly say, Veni, vidi, vici; which to

annothanize in the vulgar,—0 base and obscure
vulgar !—videlicet, He came, saw, and overcame :

he came, one ; saw, two ;
overcame, three. Who

came ? the king : why did he come ? to see : why
did he see? to overcome: to whom came he.? to

the beggar : what saw he ? the beggar : who over-

came he ? the beggar. The conclusion is victory

:

on whose side? the king’s. The captive is en-

riched : on whose side ? the beggar’s. The cata-

strophe is a nuptial : on whose side ? the king’s

:

no, on both in one, or one in both. I am. the

king
; for so stands the comparison : thou the

beggar ; for so witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I

command thy love ? I may : shall I enforce thy
love? I could: shall I entreat thy love? I will.

What shalt thou exchange for rags? robes; for

tittles? titles; for thyself? me. Thus, expedting
thy reply, I profane my lips on thy foot, my eyes
on thy pidture, and my heart on thy every part.

Thine, in the dearest design of industry,

Don Adriano de Armado.’
Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 90

’Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his

prey.
Submissive fall his princely feet before,

And he from forage will incline to play

:

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then ?

Food for his rage, repasture for his den.
Prin. What plume of feathers is he that in-

dited this letter?
,— .. • -

What vane? what weathercock? did you eve
hear better?

Boyet. I am much deceived but I remembe
the style.

Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o’e

it erewhile.
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keep

here in court ; 10
A phantasime, a Monarcho, and one that make

sport

To the prince and his bookmates.
Prin. Thou fellow, a word

Who gave thee this letter?

Cost. I told you r my lord.

Prin. To whom shouldst thou give it?

Cost. From my lord to my lady
Prin. From which lord to which lady?
Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master 0

mine,
To a lady of France that he call’d Rosaline.
Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come

lords, away.
[To Eos.] Here, sweet, put up this: ’twill b(

thine another day.
[Exeunt Princess and. train.

Boyet. Who is the suitor? who is the suitor

?

Eos. Shall I teach you to know? 11c

Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty.

Eos. Why, she that bears the bow.
Finely put off!

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns; but, ii

thou marry,
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year mis-

carry.

Finely put on !

Eos. Well, then, I am the shooter.

Boyet. And who is your deer ?

Eos. If we choose by the horns, yourself

come not near.

Finely put on, indeed !

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and
she strikes at the brow.

Boyet. But she herself is hit lower: have I

hit her now? 120

Eos. Shall I come upon thee with an old say-

ing, that was a man when King Pepin of France
was a little boy, as touching the hit it ?

Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as

old, that was a woman when Queen Guinover of

Britain was a little wench, as touching the hit it.

Eos. Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it,

Thou canst not hit it, my good man.
Boyet. An I cannot, cannot, cannot.

An I cannot, another can. 130
[Exeunt Eos. and Kath.

Cost. By my troth, most pleasant : how both
did fit it

!

Mar. A mark marvellous well shot, for they
both did hit it.

Boyet. A mark ! O, mark but that mark ! A
mark, says my lady !

Let the mark have a prick in’t, to mete at, if it

may be.

Mar. Wide 0’ the bow hand ! i’ faith, your
hand is out.

Cost. Indeed, a’ must shoot nearer, or he’ll

ne’er hit the clout.

Boyet. An if my hand be out, then belike

your hand is in.
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Cost. Then will she get the upshoot by cleav-

ing the pin.

Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily; your
lips grow foul.

Cost. She’s too hard for you at pricks, sir:

challenge her to bowl. 140
Boyet. I fear too much rubbing. Good night,

my good owl. {Exeunt Boyet and Maria.
Cost. By my soul, a swain ! a most simple

clown !

ird, Lord, how the ladies and I have put him
down

!

my troth, most sweet jests ! most incony vul-

gar wit

!

hen it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as
it were, so fit.

•mado o’ th’ one side,—O, a most dainty man !

> see him walk before a lady and to bear her fan !

> see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly
a’ will swear

!

id his page o’ t’ other side, that handful of wit

!

1, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit ! 150
la, sola ! [Shout within.

[Exit Costard\ running.

Scene II. The same.

Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, andDull.
Nath. Very reverend sport, truly; and done
the testimony of a good conscience.
Hoi. The deer was, as you know, sanguis, in

»od ; ripe as the pomewater, who now hangeth
e a jewel in the ear of caelo, the sky, the wel-
t, the heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab on
: face of terra, the soil, the land, the earth.

Nath. Truly, Master Holofernes, the epithets
: sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least

:

l, sir, I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head.
Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, haud credo. 11

Hull. ’Twas not a haud credo ; ’twas a pricket.

Hoi. Most barbarous intimation
!
yet a kind

insinuation, as it were, in via, in way, of expli-

ion ; facere, as it were, replication, or rather,

entare, to show, as it were, his inclination,

2r his undressed, unpolished, uneducated,
mined, untrained, or rather, unlettered, or
herest, unconfirmed fashion, to insert again
haud credo for a deer. 20
lull. I said the deer was not a haud credo

;

as a pricket.

Hoi. Twice-sod simplicity, bis cobtus !

thou monster Ignorance, how deformed dost
thou look !

Hath. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties
that are bred in a book ;

hath not eat paper, as it were ; he hath not
ink ink : his intellect is not replenished ; he is

y an animal, only sensible in the duller parts :

d such barren plants are set before us, that we
thankful should be,

lich we of taste and feeling are, for those parts
that do fructify in us more than he. 30

r as it would ill become me to be vain, indis-
creet, or a fool,

were there a patch set on learning, to see
him in a school

:

t omne bene, say I ; being of an old father’s
mind,

ny can brook the weather that love not the wind.

Dull. You two are book-men : can you tell me
by your wit

What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that ’s not
five weeks old as yet?

Hoi. Dictynna, goodman Dull ; Dictynna,
goodman Dull.

Dull. What is Dictynna ?

Nath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon.
Hoi. The moon was a month old when Adam

was no more, 40
And raught not to five weeks when he came to

five-score.

The allusion holds in the exchange.
Dull. ’Tis true indeed ; the collusion holds in

the exchange.
Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the

allusion holds in the exchange.
Dull. And I say, the pollusion holds in the

exchange; for the moon is never but a month
old : and I say beside that, ’twas a pricket that
the princess killed.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extem-
poral epitaph on the death of the deer ? And, to

humour the ignorant, call I the deer the princess
killed a pricket.

Nath. Perge, good Master Holofernes, perge

;

so it shall please you to abrogate scurrility.

Hoi. I will something affect the letter, for it

argues facility.

The preyful princess pierced and prick’d a pretty
pleasing pricket

;

Some say a sore ; but not a sore, till now made
sore with shooting.

The dogs did yell
:
put l to sore, then sorel jumps

from thicket ; 60
Or pricket sore, or else sorel ; the people fall

a-hooting.
If sore be sore, then l to sore makes fifty sores

one sorel.

Of one sore I an hundred make by adding but
one more l.

Nath. A rare talent !

Diill. [Aside] If a talent be a claw, look how
he claws him with a talent.

Hoi. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple ;

a foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures,

shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions,
revolutions : these are begot in the ventricle of
memory, nourished in the womb of pia mater,
and delivered upon the mellowing of occasion.

But the gift is good in those in whom it is acute,

and I am thankful for it.

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you : and so
may my parishioners ; for their sons are well
tutored by you, and their daughters profit very
greatly under you : you are a good member of
the commonwealth.
Hoi. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenuous,

they shall want no instruction ; if their daughters
be capable, I will put it to them : but vir sapit

qui pauca loquitur ; a soul feminine saluteth us.

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard.
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Hoi. Piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of

conceit in a tuft of earth ;
fire enough for a flint,

pearl enough for a swine : ’tis pretty ; it is well.

Jaq. Good master Parson, be so good as read

me this letter : it was given me by Costard, and

sentme from Don Armado : I beseech you, read it.

Hoi. Fauste, precor gelida quando pecus omne

sub umbra Ruminat,—and so forth. Ah, good

old Mantuan ! I may speak of thee as the tra-

veller doth of Venice

;

Venetia, Venetia,

Chi non ti vede non ti pretia. 100

Old Mantuan, old Mantuan ! who understandeth

thee not, loves thee not. Ut, re, sol, la, mi, fa.

Under pardon, sir, what are the contents ? or

rather, as Horace says in his—What, my soul,

verses ?

Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned.

HoL Let me hear a staff, a stanze, a verse ;

lege, domine.
Nath, [reads]

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to

love?
Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty

vow’d !
110

Though to myself forsworn, to thee I ’ll faithful

prove;
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like

osiers bow’d.

Study his bias leaves and makes his book thine

eyes,
, .

,

Where all those pleasures live that art would

comprehend :

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall

suffice

;

Well learned is that tongue that well can thee

commend,
All ignorant that soul that sees thee without

wonder

;

Which is to me some praise that I thy parts

admire:
Thy eye Jove’s lightning bears, thy voice his

dreadful thunder,

Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet

fire.
120

Celestial as thou art, O, pardon love this wrong,

That singfe heaven’s praise with such an earthly

tongue.
Hoi. You find not the apostraphas, and so

miss the accent : let me supervise the canzonet.

Here are only numbers ratified ;
but, for the

elegancy, facility, and golden cadence of poesy,

caret. Ovidius Naso was the man: and why,

indeed, Naso, but for smelling out the odoriferous

flowers of fancy, the jerks of invention? Imitan

is nothing : so doth the hound his master, the

ape his keeper, the tired horse his rider. But,

damosella virgin, was this diredted to you ?

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one

of the strange queen’s lords.
.

Hoi. I will overglance the superscript : 1 o

the snow-white hand of the most beauteous Lady

Rosaline.’ I will look again on the intellect of

the letter, for the nomination of the party writing

to the person written unto :
‘ Your ladyship’s, in

all desired employment, Biron.’ Sir Nathaniel,

this Biron is one of the votaries with the king ;

and here he hath framed a letter to a sequent of

the stranger queen’s, which accidentally, or by

the way of progression, hath miscarried. Tr

and go, my sweet ;
deliver this paper into tl

royal hand of the king : it may concern muc
Stay not thy compliment ; I forgive thy dut:

adieu.
. , ~ .

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me. Sir, God sa

your life
! #

1

Cost. Have with thee, my girl.

[Exeunt Cost, and Ja
Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear

God, very religiously ; and, as a certain fath

saith,

—

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father ; I do fe

colourable colours. But to return to the verse

did they please you, Sir N athaniel ?

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen.

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father’s of a ce

tain pupil of mine ;
where, if, before repast,

shall please you to gratify the table with a grac

I will, on my privilege I have with the parer

of the foresaid child or pupil, undertake yo

ben venuto ; where I will prove those verses to

very unlearned, neither savouring of poetry, «

nor invention : I beseech your society.

Nath. And thank you too ; for society, sai

the text, is the happiness of life.

Hoi. And, certes, the text most, mfallit

concludes it. [To Dull] Sir, I do invite y
too; you shall not say me nay: pauca vert

Away ! the gentles are at their game, and 1

will to our recreation. [Exew

Scene III. The same.

Enter Biron, with a paper.

Biron. The king he is hunting the deer ;
I

coursing myself : they have pitched a toil ;
I

toiling in a pitch,—pitch that defiles : defile

.

foul word. Well, set thee down, sorrow ! for

they say the fool said, and so say I, and I

fool : well proved, wit ! By the Lord, this lc

is as mad as Ajax : it kills sheep ;
it kills me,

sheep : well proved again o’ my side ! I will

love : if I do, hang me ;
i’ faith, I will not.

but her eye,—by this light, but for her eye,

would not love her; yes, for her two eyes. W<
I do nothing in the world but lie, and lie in 1

throat. By heaven, I db love : and it hath tau$

me to rhyme and to be melancholy ; and here

part of my rhyme, and here my melancho

Well, she hath one o’ my sonnets already:

clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the lady h;

it : sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweetest lac

By the world, I would not care a pin, if the ot

three were in. Here comes one with a pap

God give him grace to groan ! [Stands aside.

Enter the King, with apaper.

King. Ay me

!

Biron. [Aside] Shot, by heaven! Proce

sweet Cupid : thou hast thumped him with 1

bird-bolt under the left pap. In faith, secrets

King [reads].

So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives not

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose

As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays h:

smote
The night ofdew that on my cheeks down noi

Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright
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Through the transparent bosom of the deep,

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light

;

Thou shinest in every tear that I do weep

:

NTo drop but as a coach doth carry thee

;

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe.

Do but behold the tears that swell in me,
And they thy glory through my grief will show

:

But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep
VIy tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 40
3 queen of queens ! how far dost thou excel,

Mo thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell.

Tow shall she know my griefs? I’ll drop the

paper

:

Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here ?

[6*teps aside.

What, Longaville ! and reading ! listen, ear.

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool

appear

!

Enter Longaville, with a paper.

Long'. Ay me, I am forsworn !

Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure,

vearing papers.

King. In love, I hope: sweet fellowship in

shame

!

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the

name. 50
Long. Am I the first that have been per-

jured so?

Biron. I could put thee in comfort. Not by
two that I know

:

Thou makest the triumviry, the corner-cap of'

society,

"he shape of Love’s Tyburn that hangs up sim-

Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power
to move.

) sweet Maria, empress of my love !

?hese numbers will I tear, and write in prose.

Biron. O, rhymes are guards on wanton
Cupid’s hose

:

)isfigure not his slop.

Long. This same shall go. [Reads.
)id not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye, 60
’Gainst whom the world cannot hold argument,

’ersuade my heart to this false perjury?
Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment.

L woman I forswore ; but I will prove,
Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee

:

ly vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love

;

Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace in me.
rows are but breath, and breath a vapour is

:

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost
shine,

'Ixhalest this vapour-vow ; in thee it is
: 70

If broken then, it is no fault of mine

:

f by me broke, what fool is not so wise
"o lose an oath to win a paradise?
Biron. This is the liver-vein, which makes

flesh a deity,
t green goose a goddess

:
pure, pure idolatry,

lod amend us, God amend ! we are much out o’

the way.
Long. By whom shall I send this?—Com-

pany! stay.
_

[Steps aside.
Biron. All hid, all hid ; an old infant play,
ike a demigod here sit I in the sky,
tnd wretched fools’ secrets heedfully o’er-eye. 80

More sacks to the mill ! O heavens, I have my
wish

!

Enter Dumain, with a paper.

Dumain transform’d ! four woodcocks in a dish !

Dtim. O most divine Kate !

Biron. O most profane coxcomb !

Dum. By heaven, the wonder in a mortal eye !

Biron. By earth, she is not, corporal, there
you lie.

Dum. Her amber hair for foul hath amber
quoted.

Biron. An amber-colour’d raven was well
noted.

Dum. As upright as the cedar.
Biron.

_
Stoop, I say;

Her shoulder is with child.

Dum. As fair as day. 90
Biron. Ay, as some days ; but then no’ sun

must shine.

Dum. O that I had my wish

!

Long. And I had mine !

King. And I mine too, good Lord

!

Biron. Amen, so I had mine: is not that a
good word ?

Dtim. I would forget her ; but a fever she
Reigns in my blood and will remember’d be.

Biron. A fever in your blood! why, then
incision

Would let her out in saucers : sweet misprision !

Dum. Once more I’ll read the ode that I

have writ.

Biron. Once more I’ll mark how love can
vary wit. 100

Dum. [reads]
On a day—alack the day !

—

Love, whose month is ever May,
Spied a blossom passing fair

Playing in the wanton air

:

Through the velvet leaves the wind.
All unseen, can passage find

;

That the lover, sick to death,
Wish himself the heaven’s breath.

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow

;

Air, would I might triumph so ! no
But, alack, my hand is sworn
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn;
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet,
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet

!

Do not call it sin in me,
That I am forsworn for thee

;

Thou for whom Jove would swear
Juno but an Ethiope were;
And deny himself for Jove,
Turning mortal for thy love. 120

This will I send and something else more plain,

That shall express my true love’s fasting pain.

O, would the king, Biron, and Longaville,

Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill,

Would from my forehead wipe a perjured note

;

For none offend where all alike do dote.

Long, [advancing]. Dumain, thy love is far

from charity,

That in love’s grief desirest society

:

You may look pale, but I should blush, I know,
To be o’erheard and taken napping so. 130
King [advancing]. Come, sir, you blush ; as

his your case is such

;

You chide at him, offending twice as much;

10-
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You do not love Maria ;
Longaville

Did never sonnet for her sake compile.

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart

His loving bosom to keep down his heart.

I have been closely shrouded in this bush

And mark’d you both and for you both did blush

:

I heard your guilty rhymes, observed your fashion,

Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion

:

Ay me ! says one ; O Jove ! the other cries; 141

One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes

:

[To Long-.'] You would for paradise break faith

and troth

;

[To Dum.] And Jove, for your love, would in-

fringe an oath.

What will Biron say when that he shall hear

Faith so infringed, which such zeal did swear?

How will he scorn ! how will he spend his wit

!

How will he triumph, leap and laugh at it!

For all the wealth that ever I did see,

I would not have him know so much by me. 150

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy.
[Advancing.

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me !

Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove

These worms for loving, that art most in love ?

Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears

There is no certain princess that appears

;

You’ll not be perjured, ’tis a hateful thing;

Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting !

But are you not ashamed? nay, are you not,

All three of you, to be thus much o’ershot? 160

You found his mote ; the king your mote did see

;

But I a beam do find in each of three.

0, what a scene of foolery have I seen,

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow and of teen !

0 me, with what stridl patience have I sat,

To see a king transformed to a gnat

!

To see great Hercules whipping a gig.

And profound Solomon to tune a jig,

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys.

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 170

Where lies thy grief, O, tell me, good Dumain?
And, gentle Longaville’, where lies thy pain?

And where my liege’s? all about the breast

:

A caudle, ho

!

King. Too bitter is thy jest.
_

Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view?

Biron. Not you to me, but I betray’d by you

:

1, that am honest; I, that hold it sin

To break the vow I am engaged in ;

1 am betray’d, by keeping company

t With men like men of inconstancy. 180

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ?

Or groan for love ? or spend a minute’s time

In pruning me? When shall you hear that I

Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye,

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist,

A leg, a limb ?

King. Soft ! whither away so fast?

A true man or a thief that gallops so ?

Biron. I post from love
:
good lover, let_me go.

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard.

Jaq. God bless the king

!

King. What present hast thou there ?

Cost. Some certain treason.

King. What makes treason here ? 190

Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir.

King. If it mar nothing neither,

The treason and you go in peace away together.

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter

be read

:

Our parson misdoubts it ; ’twas treason, he said.

King. Biron, read it over.

[Giving him the paper.

Where hadst thou it?

Jaq. Of Costard.

King. Where hadst thou it?

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio.
[Biron tears the letter.

King. How now! what is in you? why dost

thou tear it? 200

Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy: your grace

needs not fear it.

Long. It did move him to passion, and there-

j

fore let’s hear it.

Dum. It is Biron’s writing, and here is hisj

name. [Gathering up the pieces. 1

Biron. [To Costard] Ah, you whoreson log-1

gerhead ! you were born to do me shame. 1

Guilty, my lord, guilty ! I confess, I confess.

King. What?
j

Biron. That you three fools lack’d me fool to 1

make up the mess

:

He, he, and you, and you, my liege, and I,
.

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 1

O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more.
|Dum. Now the number is even.

Biron. True, true ; we are four,
j

Will these turtles be gone?
King. Hence, sirs ; away !

Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the

traitors stay.

[Exeunt Costard and Jaquenetta.

Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O, let us

embrace

!

As true we are as flesh and blood can be

:

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face;j

Young blood doth not obey an old decree

:

We cannot cross the cause why we were born

;

Therefore of all hands must we be forsworn.

King. What, did these rent lines show some
love of thine? 220

Biron. Did they, quoth you ? Who sees the

heavenly Rosaline,

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde,

At the first opening of the gorgeous east,

Bows not his vassal head and strucken blind

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast?

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow,

That is not blinded by her majesty?
King. What zeal, what fury hath inspired thee

now?
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 230!

She an attending star, scarce seen a light.^

Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron

:

O, but for my love, day would turn to night
! |

Of all complexions the cull’d sovereignty

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek.

Where several worthies make one dignity, i

Where nothing wants that want itself doth seek.

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues,

—

Fie, painted rhetoric ! O, she needs it not

:

To things of sale a seller’s praise belongs, 240

She passes praise ;
then praise too short doth

blot.

A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn.
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Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye

:

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born,

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy

:

D, ’tis the sun that maketh all things shine.

King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony.

Biron. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine !

A wife of such wood were felicity.

D, who can give an oath? where is a book? 250

That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack,

[f that she learn not of her eye to look

:

No face is fair that is not full so black.

King. O paradox ! Black is the badge of hell,

The hue of dungeons and the suit of night

;

And beauty’s crest becomes the heavens well.

Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits

of light.

3, if in black my lady’s brows be deck’d,

It mourns that painting and usurping hair

should ravish doters with a false aspeCt; 260

And therefore is she born to make black fair.

Her favour turns the fashion of the days,

For native blood is counted painting now

;

\nd therefore red, that would avoid dispraise,

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow.

Dum. To look like her are chimney-sweepers
black.

Long. And since her time are colliers counted
bright.

King. And Ethiopes of their sweet complexion
crack.

Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is

light.

Biron. Your mistresses dare never come m rain,

For fear their colours should be wash’d away.
King. ’Twere good, yours did ; for, sir, to tell

you plain,

I ’ll find a fairer face not wash’d to-day.

3iron. I ’ll prove her fair, or talk till doomsday
here.

King. No devil will fright thee then so much
as she.

Dum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear.

Long. Look, here’s thy love : my foot and her
face see.

Biron. O, if the streets were paved with thine

eyes,
Her feet were much too dainty for such tread !

Dum. O vile 1 then, as she goes, what upward
lies 280

The street should see as she walk’d overhead.
King. But what of this? are we not all in love?

Biron. Nothing so sure; and thereby all for-

sworn.
King. Then leave this chat; and, good Biron,

now prove
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn.

Dum. Ay, marry, there ; some flattery for this

evil.

^
Long. O, some authority how to proceed

;

5ome tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil.

Dum. Some salve for perjury.
Biron. ’Tis more than need.

Have at you, then, affections men at arms. 290
Consider what you first did swear unto,
To fast, to study, and to see no woman;
Flat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth.
Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young;
And abstinence engenders maladies.
And where that you have vow’d to study, lords,

In that each of you have forsworn his book,
Can you still dream and pore and thereon look?
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you,
Have found the ground of study’s excellence 300
Without the beauty of a woman’s face?
[From women’s eyes this doCtrine I derive

;

They are the ground, the books, the academes
From whence doth spring the true Promethean

fire.]

Why, universal plodding poisons up
The nimble spirits in the arteries,

As motion and long-during a&ion tires

The sinewy vigour of the traveller.

Now, for not looking on a woman’s face.

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes 310
And study too, the causer of your vow;
For where is any author in the world
Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye ?

Learning is but an adjunCt to ourself

And where we are our learning likewise is

:

Then when .ourselves we see in ladies’ eyes,
Do we not likewise see our learning there?
O, we have made a vow to study, lords,

And in that vow we have forsworn our books.
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you,
In leaden contemplation have found out 321
Such fiery numbers as the prompting eyes
Of beauty’s tutors have enrich’d you with?
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain

;

And therefore, finding barren praClisers,

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil

:

But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes,

Lives not alone immured in the brain ;

But, with the motion of all elements,

Courses as swift as thought in every power, 330 j

And gives to every power a double power.
Above their functions and their offices.

It adds a precious seeing to the eye

;

A lover’s eyes will gaze an eagle blind

;

A lover’s ear will hear the lowest sound,
When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d

:

Love’s feeling is more soft and sensible

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails;

Love’s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in

taste

:

For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 340
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides?
Subtle as Sphinx ; as sweet and musical
As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair : I

And when Love speaks, the voice of all the 1

gods
Make heaven drowsy with the harmony.
Never durst poet touch a pen to write
Until his ink were temper’d with Love’s sighs;

O, then his lines would ravish savage ears
And plant in tyrants mild humility.

From women’s eyes this doCtrine I derive : 350
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ;

They are the books, the arts, the academes,
That show, contain and nourish all the world

:

Else none at all in ought proves excellent.

Then fools you were these women to forswear,
j

Or keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools,
j

For wisdom’s sake, a word that all men love,

Or for love’s sake, a word that loves all men, 1

Or for men’s sake, the authors of these women,
Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men, 360
Let us once lose our oaths to find ourselves,
Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths.
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It is religion to be thus forsworn,

For charity itself fulfils the law,

And who can sever love from charity ?

King. Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to the

field

!

Biron. Advance your standards, and upon
them, lords;

Pell-mell, down with them ! but be first advised,

In conflict that you get the sun of them.

Long. Now to plain-dealing; lay these glozesby

:

Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France ?

King. And win them too : therefore let us

devise
Some entertainment for them in their tents.

Biron. First, from the park let us conduct
them thither

;

Then homeward every man attach the hand
Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon

We will with some strange pastime solace them,

Such as the shortness of the time can shape ;

For revels, dances, masks and merry hours

Forerun fair Love, strewing her way with flowers.

King. Away, away ! no time shall be omitted

That will betime, and may by us be fitted.

Biron. Allons ! allons ! Sow’d cockle reap’d no
corn

;

And justice always whirls in equal measure :

Light wenches may prove plagues to men for-

sworn ;

If so, ouricopper buys no better treasure.

[Exeunt.

ACT y.

Scene I. The same.

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and
Dull.

Hoi. Satis quod sufficit.

Nath. I praise God for you, sir
:
your reasons

at dinner have been sharp and sententious

;

pleasant without scurrility, witty without affedlion,

audacious without impudency, learned without

opinion, and strange without heresy. I did con-

verse this quondam day with a companion of the

king’s, who is intituled, nominated, or called,

Don Adriano de Armado.
Hoi. Novi hominem tanquam te ; his humour

is lofty, his discourse peremptory,
_

his tongue

filed, his eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and
his general behaviour vain, ridiculous, and
thrasonical. He is too picked, too spruce, too

affected, too odd, as it were, too peregrinate, as

I may call it.

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet.

[Draws otit his table-book.

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his ver-

bosity finer than the staple of his argument. I

abhor such fanatical phantasimes, such insociable

and point-devise companions ; such rackers of

orthography, as to speak dout, fine, when he
should say doubt ; det, when he should pro-

nounce debt,—d, e, b, t, not d, e, t : he clepeth a

calf, cauf; half, hauf ;
neighbour vocatur nebour ;

neigh abbreviated ne. This is abhominable,

—

which he would call abbominable : it insinuateth

t me of insanie : anne intelligis, domine ? to make
frantic, lunatic.

Nath. Laus Deo, bene intelligo. 30

Hoi. Bon, bon, fort bon, Priscian ! a littk

scratched, ’twill serve.

Nath. Videsne quis venit?

Hoi. Video, et gaudeo.

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard.

Arm. Chirrah ! [To Moth.
Hoi. Quare chirrah, not sirrah ?

A rm. Men of peace, well encountered.
Hoi. Most military sir, salutation.

Moth. [Aside to Costard] They have been
at a great feast of languages, and stolen the scraps.

Cost. O, they have lived long on the alms-

basket of words. I marvel thy master hath not

eaten thee for a word ; for thou art not so long

by the head as honorificabilitudinitatibus : thoul

art easier swallowed than a flap-dragon.

Moth. Peace ! the peal begins.

Arm. [To HoL\ Monsieur, are you not

lettered?

Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn-

book. What is a, b, spelt backward, with the

horn on his head ? 51

Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added.

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep with a horn. You
hear his learning.

Hoi. Quis, quis, thou consonant?
Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you

repeat them ; or the fifth, if I.

Hoi. I will repeat them,—a, e, i,

—

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes
it,—o, u. 60

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediter-

raneum, a sweet touch, a quick venue of wit

!

snip, snap, quick and home ! it rejoiceth my
intellect : true wit

!

Moth. Offered by a child to an old man ; which
is wit-old.

Hoi. What is the figure ? what is the figure ?

Moth. Horns.
Hoi. Thou disputest like an infant

:
go, whip

thy gig. 70
Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and

I will whip about your infamy circum circa,—

a

gig of a cuckold’s horn.

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world,

thou shouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold,

there is the very remuneration I had of thy

master, thou halfpenny purse of wit, thou pigeon-

egg of discretion. O, an the heavens were so

pleased that thou wert but my bastard, what a
joyful father wouldst thou make me ! Go to

;

thou hast it ad dunghill, at the fingers’ ends, as

they say.

Hoi. O, I smell false Latin; dunghill for

unguem.
Arm. Arts-man, preambulate, we will be sin-

guled from the barbarous. Do you not educate

youth at the charge-house on the top of the

mountain ?

Hoi. Or mons, the hill.

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain.

Hoi. I do, sans question. 91 1

Arm. Sir, it is the king’s most sweet pleasure

and affedlion to congratulate the princess at her

pavilion in the posteriors of this day, which the
;

rude multitude call the afternoon.

Hoi. The posterior of the day. most generous
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r, is liable, congruent and measurable for the

"ternoon : the word is well culled, chose, sweet

id apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure.

A rm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman, and

y familiar, I do assure ye, very good friend:

r what is inward between us, let it pass. I do

sseech thee, remember thy courtesy ;
I beseech

lee, apparel thy head: and among other im-

ortant and most serious designs, and of great

nport indeed, too, but let that pass : for I must

11 thee, it will please his grace, by the world,

imetime to lean upon my poor shoulder, and

ith his royal finger, thus, dally with my excre-

lent, with my mustachio ;
but, sweet heart, let

lat pass. By the world, I recount no fable:

jme certain special honours it pleaseth his

reatness to impart to Armado, a soldier, a man
' travel, that hath seen the world ; but let that

ass. The very all of all is,—but, sweet heart, I

o implore secrecy,—that the king would have

e present the princess, sweet chuck, with some
elightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or

ntique, or firework. Now, understanding that

re curate and your sweet self are good at such

ruptions and sudden breaking out of mirth, as

were, I have acquainted you withal, to the end

crave your assistance.

Hoi. Sir, you shall present before her the Nine
7orthies. Sir, as concerning some entertainment
' time, some show in the posterior of this day,

be rendered by our assistants, at the king’s

Dmmand, and this most gallant, illustrate, and
earned gentleman, before the princess; I say

one so fit as to present the Nine Worthies. 130

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough

) present them ?

Hoi. fJoshua, yourself; myself and _ this gal-

mt gentleman, Judas Maccabseus ; this swain,

ecause of his great limb or joint, shall pass

’ompey the Great ; the page, Hercules,

—

Arm. Pardon, sir; error; he is not quantity

nough for that Worthy’s thumb : he is not so big

5 the end of his club.

Hoi. Shall I have audience ? he shall present

lercules in minority : his enter and exit shall be

wangling a snake
;
and I will have an apology

ir that purpose.
Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the

udience hiss, you may cry ‘Well done, Hercu-
:s ! now thou crushest the snake !’ that is the
ray to make an offence gracious, though few
ave the grace to do it.

Arm. For the rest of the Worthies?

—

Hoi. I will play three myself. 150

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman !

A rm. Shall I tell you a thing ?

Hoi. We attend.

Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an ant-

ique. I beseech you, follow.

Hoi. Via, goodman Dull! thou hast spoken
0 word all this while.

Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir.

Hoi. Allons ! we will employ thee.

Dull. I’ll make one in a dance, or so ; or I

will play 160

)n the tabor to the Worthies, and let them
dance the hay.

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull ! To our sport,

away !
[Exeunt.

Scene II. The same.

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline,
and Maria.

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we
depart,

If fairings come thus plentifully in :

A lady wall’d about with diamonds !

Look you what I have from the loving king.

Ros. Madame, came nothing else along with

that ?

Prin. Nothing but this ! yes, as much love in

rhyme
As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper,

Writ 0’ both sides the leaf, margent and all,

That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name.

Ros. That was the way to make his godhead
wax, 10

For he hath been five thousand years a boy.

Hath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too.

Ros. You’ll ne’er be friends with him ; a’ kill’d

your sister.

Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and
heavy

;

And so she died : had she been light, like you,

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit,

She might ha’ been a grandam ere she died

:

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long.

Ros. What’s your dark meaning, mouse, of this

light word ?

Hath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 20

Ros. We need more light to find your meaning
out.

Kath. You’ll mar the lightby taking it in snuff;

Therefore I’ll darkly end the argument.

Ros. Look, what you do, you do it still i’ the

dark.
Kath. So do not you, for you are a light wench.

Ros. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore

light.

Kath. You weigh me not ? 0
,
that’s you care

not for me.
Ros. Great reason ;

for ‘past cure is still past

care.’

Prin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well

play’d.

But, Rosaline, you have a favour too : 30
Who sent it ? and what is it ?

Ros. I would you knew :
1

An if my face were but as fair as yours,

My favour were as great ; be witness this.

Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron :

The numbers true ;
and, were the numbering too,

I were the fairest goddess on the ground

:

I am compared to twenty thousand fairs.

0, he hath drawn my pidture in his letter

!

Prin. Any thing like ?

Ros. Much in the letters ;
nothing in the praise.

Prin. Beauteous as ink
;
a good conclusion. 41

Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book.

Ros. ’Ware pencils, ho ! let me not die your
debtor,

My red dominical, my golden letter

:

0 that your face were not so full of O’s !

Kath. A pox of that jest ! and I beshrew all

shrows.
Prin. But, Katharine, what was sent to you

from fair Dumain ?

Kath. Madam, this glove.
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Prin

.

Did he not send you twain ?

Kath. Yes, madam, and moreover
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover, 50

A huge translation of hypocrisy,

Vilely compiled, profound simplicity.

Mar. This and these pearls to me sent Lon-
gaville >

The letter is too long by half a mile.

Prin. I think no less. Dost thou not wish in

heart
The chain were longer and the letter short ?

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never
part.

Prin. We are wise girls to mock our lovers so.

Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mock-
ing so.

That same Biron I ’ll torture ere I go : 60

0 that I knew he were but in by the week !

How I would make him fawn and beg and seek
And wait the season and observe the times

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes
And shape his service wholly to my hests

And make him proud to make me proud that jests

!

fSo perttaunt-like would I o’ersway his state

That he should be my fool and I his fate.

Prin. None are so surely caught, when they

are catch’d,

As wit turn’d fool : folly, in wisdom hatch’d, 70
Hath wisdom’s warrant and the help of school

And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool.

Ros. The blood ofyouth burns not with such
excess

As gravity’s revolt to wantonness.
Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note

As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote

;

Since all the power thereof it doth apply
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity.

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his

face.

Enter Boyet.

Boyet. O, I am stabb’d with laughter ! Where’s
her grace ? 80

Prin. Thy news, Boyet?
Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare

!

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are

Against your peace : Love doth approach dis-

guised,

Armed in arguments
;
you ’ll be surprised

:

Muster your wits ;
stand in your own defence

;

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence.

Prin. Saint Denis to Saint Cupid ! What are

they
That charge their breath against us ? say, scout,

say.

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sysamore
1 thought to close mine eyes some half an hour

;

When, lo ! to interrupt my purposed rest, 91

Toward that shade I might behold addrest

The king and his companions : warily

I stole into a neighbour thicket by,

And overheard what you shall overhear

;

That, by and by, disguised they will be here.

Their herald is a pretty knavish page,

That well by heart hath conn’d his embassage

:

Aftion and accent did they teach him there

;

‘ Thus must thou speak,’ and ‘ thus thy body bear
:’

And ever and anon they made a doubt xoi

Presence majestical would put him out

;

‘For,’ quoth the king, ‘an angel shalt thou see;,

Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously.’

The boy replied, ‘An angel is not evil

;

I should have fear’d her had she been a devil.’

With that, all laugh’d and clapp’d him on th<

shoulder,

Making the bold wag by their praises bolder

:

One rubb’d his elbow thus, and fleer’d and swore
A better speech was never spoke before ; 11c

Another, with his finger and his thumb,
Cried, ‘Via! we will do’t, come what will come;
The third he caper’d, and cried, ‘All goes well ;’

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he fell.

With that, they all did tumble on the ground,
With such a zealous laughter, so profound,

That in this spleen ridiculous appears,

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears.

Prin. But what, but what, come they to visit

us?
Boyet. They do, they do ; and are apparell’d

thus,
#

12c

Like Muscovites or Russians, as I guess.

Their purpose is to parle, to court and dance

;

And every one his love-feat will advance
Unto his several mistress, which they’ll know
By favours several which they did bestow.

Prin. And will they so ? the gallants shall be

task’d

;

For, ladies, we will every one be mask’d ;

And not a man of them shall have the grace,

Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face.

Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear, 130

And then the king will court thee for his dear

;

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine,

So shall Biron take me for Rosaline.

And change you favours too ;
so shall your loves

Woo contrary, deceived by these removes.

Ros. Come on, then ; wear the favours most
in sight.

Kath. But in this changing what is your intent?

Prin. The effedl of my intent is to cross theirs

:

They do it but in mocking merriment

;

And mock for mock is only my intent. 140

Their several counsels they unbosom shall

To loves mistook, and so be mock’d withal

Upon the next occasion that we meet,
With visages display’d, to talk and greet.

Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us to’t?

Prin. No, to the death, we will not move a foot

;

Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace,

But while ’tis spoke each turn away her face.

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speak-

er’s heart,

And quite divorce his memory from his part. 150

Prin. Therefore I do it ; and I make no doubt

The rest will ne’er come in, if he be out.

There’s no such sport as sport by sport o’erthrown,

To make theirs ours and ours none but our own

;

So shall we stay, mocking intended game,
And they, well mock’d, depart away with shame.

{Trumpets sound within.

Boyet. The trumpet sounds : be mask’d ;
the

maskers come. {The Ladies mask.

Enter Blackamoors with music'. Moth; the

King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain, in

Russian habits
,
and masked.

Moth. All hail, the richest beauties on the

earth !

—
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Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta.

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames. 160

[The Ladies ttirn their backs to him.

'hat ever turn’d their—backs—to mortal views

!

Biron. [Aside to Moth] Their eyes, villain,

their eyes.

Moth. That ever turn’d their eyes to mortal

views !—

.

)ut

—

Boyet. True ;
out indeed.

Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits,

vouchsafe
Tot to behold

—

Biron. [Aside to Moth] Once to behold, rogue.

Moth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed
eyes,—with your sun-beamed eyes

—

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet

;

ou were best call it ‘ daughter-beamed eyes.’ 171

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings

me out.

Biron. Is this your perfeaness? be gone, you
rogue !

[Exit Moth.
Ros. What would these strangers? know their

minds, Boyet

:

f they do speak our language, ’tis our will

hat some plain man recount their purposes

:

Inow what they would.
Boyet. What would you with the princess?

Biron. Nothing but peace and gentle visitation.

Ros. What would they, say they?
^

180

Boyet. Nothing but peace and gentle visitation.

Ros. Why, that they have ; and bid them so

be gone.
Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may be

gone.
King. Say to her, we have measured many

miles

o tread a measure with her on this grass.

Boyet. They say, that they have measured
many a mile

0 tread a measure with you on this grass.

Ros. It is not so. Ask them how many inches

> in one mile : if they have measured many,
he measure then of one is easily told. 190

Boyet. If to come hither you have measured
miles,

nd many miles, the princess bids you tell

low many inches doth fill up one mile.

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary
steps.

Boyet. She hears herself.

Ros. How many weary steps,

>f many weary miles you have o’ergone,

.re number’d in the travel of one mile ?

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for

you

:

>ur duty is so rich, so infinite,

'hat we may do it still without accompt. 200

ouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face,

hat we, like savages, may worship it.

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too.

King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds

do !

ouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to

shine,

'hose clouds removed, upon our watery eyne.

Ros. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter

;

'hou now request’st but moonshine in the water.

King. Then, in our measure do but vouchsafe
one change.

Thou bid’st me beg : this begging is not strange.

Ros. Play, music, then ! Nay, you must do
it soon. [Musicplays. 21

1

Not yet! no dance! Thus change I like the

moon.
King. Will you not dance? How come you

thus' estranged?
Ros. You took the moon at full, but now she’s

changed.
King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man.

The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it.

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it.

King. But your legs should do it.

Ros. Since you are strangers and come here
by chance,

We’ll not be nice: take hands. We will not
dance.

King. Why take we hands, then ?

Ros. Only to part friends : 220
Curtsy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends.

King. More measure of this measure ; be not
nice.

Ros. We can afford no more at such a price.

Ki?ig. Prize you yourselves : what buys your
company?

Ros. Your absence only.

King. That can never be.

Ros. Then cannot we be bought: and so,

adieu

;

Twice to your visor, and half once to you.
King. If you deny to dance, let’s hold more

chat.

Ros. In private, then.

King. I am best pleased with that.

[They converse apart.
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word

with thee. 230
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is

three.

Biron. Nay then, two treys, and if you grow
so nice,

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey : well run, dice !

There’s half-a-dozen sweets.

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu

:

Since you can cog, I ’ll play no more with you.
Biron. One word in secret.

Prin. Let it not be sweet.
Biron. Thou grievest my gall.

Prin. Gall! bitter.

Biron. Therefore meet.

[ They converse apart.
Dtim. Will you vouchsafe with me to change

a word?
Mar. Name it.

Dum. Fair lady,

—

Mar. Say you so? Fair lord,—

•

Take that for your fair lady.

Dum. Please it you, 240
As much in private, and I ’ll bid adieu.

[They converse apart.
Kath. What, was your vizard made without

a tongue ?

Long. I know the reason, lady, why you ask.

Kath. O for your reason ! quickly, sir ; I long.

Long. You have a double tongue within your
mask,

And would afford my speechless vizard half.
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Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman. Is not

‘veal* a calf?

Long. A calf, fair lady

!

Kath. No, a fair lord calf.

Long. Let’s part the word.

Kath. No, I’ll not be your half:

Take all, and wean it ;
it may prove an ox. 250

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these

sharp mocks

!

Will you give horns, chaste lady ? do not so. •

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do
grow.

Long. One word in private with you, ere I die.

Kath. Bleat softly then; the butcher hears

you cry. [ They converse apart.

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are

as keen
As is the razor’s edge invisible,

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen,

Above the sense of sense ;
so sensible

Seemeth their conference; their conceits have
wings 260

Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swift-

er things.

Ros. Not one word more, my maids; break

off, break off.

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure

scoff!

King. Farewell, mad wenches; you have
simple wits.

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovits.

[Exeunt King
,
Lords

,
and Blackamoors.

Are these the breed of wits so wonder’d at?

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet

breaths puff’d out.

Ros. Well-liking wits they have
;
gross, gross

;

fat, fat.

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly-poor flout

!

Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-

night ?
_

270
Or ever, but in vizards, show their faces ?

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite.

Ros. O, they were all in lamentable cases!

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word.
Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit.

Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword

:

No point, quoth I ; my servant straight was
mute.

Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o’er his

heart

;

And trow you what he called me ?

Prin. Qualm, perhaps.

Kath. Yes, in good faith.

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art ! 280

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain sta-

tute-caps.

But will you hear? the king is my love sworn.

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith

to me.
Kath. And Longaville was formy service born.

Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree.

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give

ear:
Immediately they will again be here

In their own shapes ;
for it can never be

They will digest this harsh indignity.

Prin. Will they return?

Boyet. They will, they will, God knows, 290

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows

:

Therefore change favours ; and, when they repair,

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air.

Prin. How blow? how blow? speak to be
understood.

Boyet. Fair ladies mask’d are roses in their

bud;
Dismask’d, their damask sweet commixture

shown,

fAre angels vailing clouds, or roses blown.

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do,

If they return in their own shapes to woo ?

Ros. Good madam, if by me you’ll be advised.

Let’s mock them still, as well known as disguised

:

Let us complain to them what fools were here,

Disguised like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ;

And wonder what they were and to what end
Their shallow shows and prologue vilely penn’d
And their rough carriage so ridiculous,

Should be presented at our tent to us.

Boyet. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at

hand.
Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o’er land.

[Exeunt Princess, Rosaline,
Katharine,

and
Maria.

Re-enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and
Dumain, in theirproper habits

.

King. Fair sir, God save you ! Where’s the

princess?
_

3 10

Boyet. Gone to her tent. Please it your
majesty

Command me any service to her thither ?

King. That she vouchsafe me audience for

one word.
Boyet. I will; and so will she, I know, my

. lord.
#

[Exit.

Biron. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeons

pease,

And utters it again when God doth please

:

He is wit’s pedler, and retails his wares
At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs

;

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know,

Have not the grace to grace it with such show.

This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve ; 321

Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve

;

A’ can carve too, and lisp : why, this is he
That kiss’d his hand away in courtesy

;

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice,

That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice

In honourable terms : nay, he can sing

A mean most meanly ;
and in ushering

Mend him who can : the ladies call him sweet

;

The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet

:

This is the flower that smiles on every one, 331

To show his teeth as white as whale’s bone
; ,

And consciences, that will not die in debt,

Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet.

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my
heart,

That put Armado’s page out of his part

!

Biron. See where it comes ! Behaviour, what
wert thou

Till this madman show’d thee? and what art thou

now?

Re-enter the Princess, ushered by Boyet ; Rosa-
line, Maria, and Katharine.

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of

day !
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'n. ‘ Fair ’ in ‘ all hail’ is foul, as I conceive.

tg. Construe my speeches better, if you may.

>rin. Then wish me better ; I will give you
leave.

Mg. We came to visit you, and purpose now
0 lead you to our court ;

vouchsafe it then.

n. This field shall hold me ; and so hold your

vow:
for God, nor I, delights in perjured men.
ig. Rebuke me not for that which you pro-

voke :

'he virtue of your eye must break my oath.

You nickname virtue ; vice you should

have spoke

;

or virtue’s office never breaks men’s troth,

w by my maiden honour, yet as pure 351

is the unsullied lily, I protest,

vurld of torments though I should endure,

would not yield to be your house’s guest

;

much I hate a breaking cause to be

heavenly oaths, vow’d with integrity.

Mg. O, you have lived in desolation here,

Jnseen, unvisited, much to our shame.
:n. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear;

Ve have had pastimes here and pleasant game

:

ness of Russians left us but of late. 361

Cing. How, madam ! Russians !

Vin. Ay, in truth, my lord

;

m gallants, full of courtship and of state.

'os. Madam, speak true. It is not so, my
lord

:

lady, to the manner of the days,

courtesy gives undeserving praise,

four indeed confronted were with four

Russian habit: here they stay’d an hour,

1 talk’d apace ; and in that hour, my lord,

;y did not bless us with one happy word. 370
ire not call them fools; but this I think,

ten they are thirsty, fools would fain have
drink.

Mron. This jest is dry to me. Fair gentle

sweet,
lr wit makes wise things foolish: when we
greet,

:h eyes best seeing, heaven’s fiery eye,

light we lose light
:
your capacity

>f that nature that to your huge store

>e things seem foolish and rich things but poor.

'.os. This proves you wise and rich, for in my
eye,

—

'iron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 380
'os. But that you take what doth to you
belong,

vere a fault to snatch words from my tongue.

'iron. O, I am yours, and all that I possess

!

'os. All the fool mine ?

'iron. I cannot give you less.

'os. Which of the vizards was it that you
wore?

'iron. Where? when? what vizard? why de-

mand you this?

'os. There, then, that vizard; that super-

fluous case
it hid the worse and show’d the better face.

.7ng. We are descried ; they’ll mock us now
downright.

'turn. Let us confess and turn it to a jest.

'rin. Amazed, my lord? why looks your high-

ness sad? 39 t

Ros. Help, hold his brows ! he’ll swoon

!

Why look you pale ?

Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy.
Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for

perjury.

Can any face of brass hold longer out?

Here stand I : lady, dart thy skill at me

;

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a
flout

;

Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my igno-

rance ;

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit

;

And I will wish thee never more to dance, 400
Nor never more in Russian habit wait.

O, never will I trust to speeches penn’d,

Nor to the motion of a schoolboy’s tongue,

Nor never come in vizard to my friend,

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper’s song !

Taffeta phrases, silken terms precise,

Three-piled hyperboles, spruce affedlation,

Figures pedantical ; these summer-flies

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation

:

I do forswear them ;
and I here protest, 410

By this white glove,—how white the hand,
God knows !

—

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express’d

In russet yeas and honest kersey noes:

And, to begin, wench,—so God hejp me, la !

—

My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw.

Ros. Sans sans, I pray you.
Biron. Yet I have a trick

Of the old rage : bear with me, I am sick

;

I ’ll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see

:

Write, ‘ Lord have mercy on us’ on those three

;

They are infebted ; in their hearts it lies
; 420

They have the plague, and caught it of your
eyes

;

These lords are visited
;
you are not free.

For the Lord’s tokens on you do I see.

Prin. No, they are free that gave these tokens
to us.

Biron. Our states are forfeit: seek not to

undo us.

Ros. It is not so ; for how can this be true,

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ?

Biron. Peace ! for I will not have to do with
you.

Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend.

Biron. Speak for yourselves ; my wit is at an
end. 430

King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude
transgression

Some fair excuse.
Prin. The fairest is confession.

Were not you here but even now disguised?

King. Madam, I was.
Prin. And were you well advised?
King. I was, fair madam.
Prin. When you then were here.

What did you whisper in your lady’s ear?

King. That more than all the world I did

respedl her.

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will

rejedt her.

King. Upon mine honour, no.
Prin. Peace, peace ! forbear

:

Your oath once broke, you force not to forswear.

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of

mine. 441
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Prin. I will : and therefore keep it. Rosaline,

What did the Russian whisper in your ear?

Ros. Madam, he swore that he did hold me
dear

As precious eyesight, and did value me
Above this world ;

adding thereto moreover
That he would wed me, or else die my lover.

Prin. God give thee joy of him ! the noble

lord

Most honourably doth uphold his word.

King. What mean you, madam? by my life,

my troth, 450
I never swore this lady such an oath.

Ros. By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it

plain,

You gave me this : but take it, sir, again.

King. My faith and this the princess I did

give:
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve.

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear

;

And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear.

What, will you have me, or your pearl again?

Biron. Neither of either; I remit both twain.

I see the trick on’t : here was a consent, 460
Knowing aforehand of our merriment,
To dash it like a Christmas comedy

:

Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight

zany,
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some

Dick,
That smiles his cheek in years and knows the trick

To make my lady laugh when she’s disposed,

Told our intents before ;
which once disclosed,

The ladies did change favours : and then we, *

Following the signs, woo’d but the sign of she.

Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 470
We are again forsworn, in will and error.

Much upon this it is : and might not you
[To Boyet

.

Forestall our sport, to make us thus untrue ?

Do not you know my lady’s foot by the squier.

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ?

And stand between her back, sir, and the fire,

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily?

You put our page out
:
go, you are allow’d

;

Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud.

You leer upon me, do you? there’s an eye 480
Wounds like a leaden sword.

Boyet. Full merrily

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run.

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight! Peace! I

have done.

Enter Costard.

Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray.

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know
.

Whether the three Worthies shall come in or no.

Biron. What, are there but three ?

Cost. No, sir; but it is vara fine,

For every one pursents three.

Biron. And three times thrice is nine.

Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I hope
it is not so.

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ;
we

know what we know
: 490

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir,

—

Biron. Is not nine.

Cost. Under corre<5tion, sir, we know where-

until it doth amount.

Biron. By Jove, I always took three thr,

for nine.

Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you should
j

your living by reckoning, sir.

Biron. How much is it?

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, 1

adtors, sir, will show whereuntil it doth amoui
for mine own part, I am, as they say, but

parfedt one man in one poor man, Pompion t

Great, sir.

Biron. Art thou one of the Worthies?
Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy

Pompion the Great : for mine own part, I kn
not the degree of the Worthy, but I am to sta

for him.
Biron. Go, bid them prepare.

Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir ;
we v

take some care. [Ex
King. Biron, they will shame us: let the

not approach.
Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord: a

’tis some policy

To have one show worse than the king’s and 1

company.
King. I say they shall not come.
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o’ern

you now

:

That sport best pleases that doth least know ho1

t Where zeal strives to content, and the conten

Dies in the zeal of that which it presents

;

Their form confounded makes most form in min
When great things labouring perish in their birl

Biron. A right description of our sport, r

lord.

Enter Armado.

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expen

of thy royal sweet breath as will utter a bra

of words.
[Converses apart with the King,

ai

delivers him apapt
Prin. Doth this man serve God?
Biron. Why ask you ?

Prin. He speaks not like a man of Got

making.
A rm. That is all one, my fair, sweet, hon<

monarch ; for, I protest, the schoolmaster is e

ceeding fantastical; too too vain, too too vai

but we wr
ill put it, as they say, to fortuna de

guerra. I wish you the peace of mind, me
royal couplement !

[Ex<

King. Here is like to be a good presence

Worthies. He presents Hedtor of Troy; t]

swain, Pompey the Great; the parish curat

Alexander ;
Armado’s page, Hercules ; the pedar

Judas Maccabseus:
.

5

And if these four Worthies in their first she

thrive,

These four will change habits, and present tl

other five.

Biron. There is five in the first show.

King. You are deceived ; ’tis not so.

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedg:

priest, the fool and the boy :

—

f Abate throw at novum, and the whole wor
again

Cannot pick out five such, take each one

his vein.



Enter Costard, for Pompey.

Cost. I Pompey am,

—

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 550

Cost. I Pompey am,

—

Boyet. With libbard’s head on knee.

Biron. Well said, old mocker : I must needs

be friends with thee.

Cost. I Pompey am, Pompey surnamed the

Big,—
Dum. The Great.

Cost. It is, ‘ Great/ sir :

—

Pompey surnamed the Great ;

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did

make my foe to sweat

:

And travelling along this coast, I here am
come by chance,

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet

lass of France.
your ladyship would say, ‘Thanks, Pompey/

I had done.

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 560

Cost. ’Tis not so much worth ; but I hope I

as perfedt : I made a little fault in ‘ Great/

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves

e best Worthy.

King-. The ship is under sail, and here she

comes amain.

Enter Sir Nathaniel,/*^ A lexander.

Nath. When in the world I lived, I was the

world’s commander

;

y east, west, north, and south, I spread my
conquering might

:

y scutcheon plain declares that I am Alisander,—-

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not; for it

stands too right.

Biron. Your nose smells ‘no’ in this, most
tender-smelling knight.

Prin. The conqueror is dismay’d. Proceed,

good Alexander.
_

57°

Nath. When in the world I lived, I was the

world’s commander,

—

Boyet. Most true, ’tis right
;
you were so,

Alisander.
Biron. Pompey the Great,

—

Cost. Your servant, and Costard.

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away
lisander.

Cost. [To Sir Nath. ] O, sir, you have over-

sown Alisander the conqueror ! You will be
;raped out of the painted cloth for this : your
on, that holds his poll-axe sitting on a close-

:ool, will be given to Ajax : he will be the ninth

/orthy. A conqueror, and afeard to speak ! run

way for shame, Alisander. [Nath, retires.']

'here, an’t shall please you ; a foolish mild man;
n honest man, look you, and soon dashed. He
a marvellous good neighbour, faith, and a very

ood bowler ; but, for Alisander,—alas, you see

ow ’tis,—a little o’erparted. But there are Wor-
ries a-coming will speak their mind in some
ther sort. 59°
Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey.

Whose club kill’d Cerberus, that three-headed

canis

;

And when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp,

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus.

Quoniam he seemeth in minority,

Ergo I come with this apology.

Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish.

[Moth retires.

Judas I am,

—

Dum. A Judas !
.

b°°

Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir.

Judas I am, ycliped Maccabaeus.

Du7ii. Judas Maccabaeus dipt is plain Judas.

Biron. A kissing traitor. How art thou proved

Judas?
Hoi. Judas I am,—

•

Dum. The more shame for you, Judas.

Hoi. What mean you, sir ?

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself.

Hoi. Begin, sir
;
you are my elder.

Biron. Well followed : Judas was hanged on

an elder. bio

Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance.

Biron. Because thou hast no face.

Hoi. What is this ?

Boyet. A cittern-head.

Dum. The head of a bodkin.

A Death’s face in a ring.

The face of an old Roman coin, scarce
Biron.
Long.

Boyet.
Dum.
Biron.
Dum.
Biron.

The pommel of Caesar’s falchion.

The carved-bone face on a flask.

Saint George’s half-cheek in a brooch.

Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 621

Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-

drawer.
And now forward ; for we have put thee in coun-

tenance.

Hoi. You have put me out of countenance.

Biron. False ; we have given thee faces.

Hoi. But you have out-faced them all.

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so.

Boyet. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go.

And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou

stay?
Dujn. For the latter end of his name. 630

Biro7i. For the ass to the Jude ;
give it him

Jud-as, away!
Hoi. This is not generous, not gentle, not

humble.
Boyet. A light for Monsieur Judas ! it grows

dark, he may stumble. [Hoi. retires.

Prin. Alas, poor Maccabaeus, how hath he

been baited !

Enter Holofernes, jfor Judas ; and Moth,
for Hercules.

Hoi. Great Hercules is presented by this imp,

Enter Armado, for HeSlor.

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles : here comes
Hedtor in arms.

Du7ii. Though my mocks come home by me,
I will now be merry.
King.

this.

Boyet.
King.

bered.
Long.
DU771.

Boyet.
Biron.

Hedtor was but a Troyan in respedt of

640
But is this Hedtor ?

I think Hedtor was not so clean-tim-

His leg is too big for Hedtor’s.

More calf, certain.

No ; he is best indued in the small.

This cannot be Hedtor.

:

| .

1
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Dum. He’s a god or a painter; for he makes
faces.

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of lances the
almighty, 650

Gave He6tor a gift,

—

Dtim. A gilt nutmeg.
Biron. A lemon.
Long. Stuck with cloves.

Dum. No, cloven.
Arm. Peace !

—

The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty,
Gave Hedtor a gift, the heir of Ilion ;

A man so breathed, that certain he would fight

;

yea
From morn till night, out of his pavilion. 660

I am that flower,

—

Dum. That mint.
Long. That columbine.
Arm. Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy tongue.
Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it

runs against Hedtor.
Dum. Ay, and Hedtor ’s a greyhound.
Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten ;

sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried :

when he breathed, he was a man. But I will

forward with my device. [To the Princess] Sweet
royalty, bestow on me the sense of hearing. 670
Prin. Speak, brave Hedtor : we are much

delighted.

A rtn. I do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper.

Boyet. [Aside to Dum.] Loves her by the
foot.

Dum. [Aside to Boyet] He may not by the
yard.

A rm. This Hedtor far surmounted Hannibal,

—

Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hedtor, she
is gone ; she is two months on her way.
A rm. What meanest thou ? 680
Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Troyan,

the poor wench is cast away: she’s quick ; the
child brags in her belly already : ’tis yours.
A rm. Dost thou infamonize me among poten-

tates ? thou shalt die.

Cost. Then shall Hedtor be whipped for Ja-
quenetta that is quick by him and hanged for
Pompey that is dead by him.
Dum. Most rare Pompey !

Boyet. Renowned Pompey ! 690
Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great

Pompey ! Pompey the Huge !

Dum. Hedtor trembles.
Biron. Pompey is moved. More Ates, more

Ates ! stir them on ! stir them on !

Dum. Hedtor will challenge him.
Biron. Ay, if a’ have no more man’s blood in ’s

belly than will sup a flea.

A rm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee.
Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a

northern man : I ’ll slash ; I ’ll do it by the sword.
I bepray you, let me borrow my arms again.
Dum. Room for the incensed Worthies 1

Cost. I’ll do it in my shirt.

Dum. Most resolute Pompey !

Moth. Master, let me take you a button-hole
lower. Do you not see Pompey is uncasing for
the combat? What mean you? You will lose
your reputation.
Arm. Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me;

I will not combat in my shirt. 711

Dum. You may not deny it: Pompey ha
made the challenge.
A rm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

Biron. What reason have you for ’t?

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have j
shirt ; I go woolward for penance.
Boyet. True, and it was enjoined him

Rome for want of linen : since when, I ’ll

sworn, he wore none but a dishclout of Jaqu
netta’s, and that a’ wears next his heart for
favour.

Enter Mercade.

Mer. God save you, madam!
Prin. Welcome, Mercade;

But that thou interrupt ’st our merriment.
Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I brir

Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father-
Prin. Dead, for my life !

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told.

Biron. Worthies, away ! the scene begins 1

cloud.
7

'

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe frt

breath. I have seen the day of wrong throug
the little hole of discretion, and I will right rm
self like a soldier. [Exeunt Worthie.
King. How fares your majesty ?

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night.
King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, sta}

Prin. Prepare, I say. I thank you, gracioi;

lords,

For all your fair endeavours
; and entreat, 74

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe
In your rich wisdom to excuse or hide
The liberal opposition of our spirits,

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves
In the converse of breath : your gentleness
Was guilty of it. Farewell, worthy lord

!

A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongue :

Excuse me so, coming too short of thanks
For my great suit so easily obtain’d.

King. fThe extreme parts of time extremel;
forms 75«

All causes to the purpose of his speed,
And often at his very loose decides
That which long process could not arbitrate

:

And though the mourning brow of progeny
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love
The holy suit which fain it would convince,
Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot,

Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it

From what it purposed
; since, to wail friends losl

Is not by much so wholesome-profitable 769
As to rejoice at friends but newly found.

Prin. I understand you not: my griefs ar<

double.
Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the

ear of grief

;

And by these badges understand the king.
For your fair sakes have we negledted time,
Play’d foul play with our oaths: your beauty

ladies.

Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours
Even to the opposed end of our intents

:

And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous,

—

As love is full of unbefitting strains, 770
All wanton as a Child, skipping and vain,
Form’d by the eye and therefore, like the eye,

j

Full of strange shapes, of habits and of forms,
I
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arying in subje<5ts as the eye doth roll

o every varied objedt in his glance

:

/"hich parti-coated presence of loose love

ut on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes,

[ave misbecomed our oaths and gravities,

hose heavenly eyes, that look into these faults,

uggested us to make. Therefore, ladies, 780

'ur love being yours, the error that love makes

; likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false,,

y being once false for ever to be true

'o those that make us both,—fair ladies, you :

,nd even that falsehood, in itself a sin,

hus purifies itself and turns to grace.

Prin. We have received your letters full of

love

;

our favours, the ambassadors of love

;

.nd, in our maiden council, rated them
t courtship, pleasant jest and courtesy, 790

ts bombast and as lining to the time

:

;ut more devout than this in our respedls

lave we not been ; and therefore met your loves

n their own fashion, like a merriment.

Dum. Our letters, madam, show’d much
more than jest.

Long. So did our looks.

Ros. We did not quote them so.

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour,

Irant us your loves.

Prin. A time, methinks, too short

"o make a world-without-end bargain in.

To, no, my lord, your grace is perjured much,
nil of dear guiltiness ;

and therefore this : 801

f for my love, as there is no such cause,
r

ou will do aught, this shall you do for me :

rour oath I will not trust ; but go with speed

'o some forlorn and naked hermitage,

temote from all the pleasures of the world

;

"here stay until the twelve celestial signs

lave brought about the annual reckoning,

f this austere insociable life
_

Change not your offer made in heat of blood

;

f frosts and fasts, hard lodging and thin weeds
vTip not the gaudy blossoms of your love,

Jut that it bear this trial and last love

;

Chen, at the expiration of the year,

Come challenge me, challenge me by these de-

serts,

^.nd, by this virgin palm now kissing thine,

. will be thine ; and till that instant shut

Vly woeful self up in a mourning house,

Gaining the tears of lamentation
Cor the remembrance of my father’s death. 820

f this thou do deny, let our hands part,

Neither intitled in the other’s heart.

King. If this, or more than this, I would deny,

To flatter up these powers of mine with rest,

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye !

Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast.

IBiron. And what to me, my love? and what
to me?

Ros. You must be purged too, your sins are

rack’d,
Vou are attaint with faults and perjury

:

Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 830
A. twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest,

But seek the weary beds of people sick.]

Dum. But what to me, my love ? but what to

me ?

A wife ?

Kath. A beard, fair health, and honesty ;

With three-fold love I wish you all these three.

Dum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ?

Kath. Not so, my lord; a twelvemonth and
a day

I’ll mark no words that smooth-faced wooers
say:

Come when the king doth to my lady come ;

Then, if I have much love, I ’ll give you some. 840
Dum. I’ll serve thee true and faithfully till

then.

Kath. Yetswear not, lest ye be forsworn again.

Long. What says Maria ?

Mar

.

At the twelvemonth’s end
I ’ll change my black gown for a faithful friend.

Long. I ’ll stay with patience ; but the time is

long.

Mar. The liker you ; few taller are so young.
Biron. Studies my lady? mistress, look on me ;

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye,

What humble suit attends thy answer there :

Impose some service on me for thy love. 850
Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my Lord Biron,

Before I saw you ; and the world’s large tongue
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks,
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts,

Which you on all estates will execute
That lie within the mercy of your wit.

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain,

And therewithal to win me, if you please,

Without the which I am not to be won,
You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day
Visit the speechless sick and still converse 861

With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be,

With all the fierce endeavour of your wit

To enforce the pained impotent to smile.

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of
death ?

It cannot be ; it is impossible :

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony.
Ros. Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing

spirit,

Whose influence is begot of that loose grace
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools :

A jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 871
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears,

Deafd with the clamours of their own dear
groans,

Will hear your idle scorns, continue then,

And I will have you and that fault withal

;

But if they will not, throw away that spirit,

And I shall find you empty of that fault,

Right joyful of your reformation.

Biron. A twelvemonth ! well ; befall what will

befall, 880
I’ll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital.

Prin. \To the King\ Ay, sweet my lord; and
so I take my leave.

King. No, madam; we will bring you on
your way,

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old
play

;

Jack hath not Jill : these ladies’ courtesy
Might well have made our sport a comedy.
King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and

a day,

And then ’twill end.

Biron. That’s too long for a play.
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Re-enter Armado.
Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,—
Prin. Was not that Hedtor?
Dum. The worthy knight of Troy. 890
Arm. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take

leave. I am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaque-
netta to hold the plough for her sweet love three
years. But, most esteemed greatness, will you
hear the dialogue that the two learned men have
compiled in praise of the owl and the cuckoo ? it

should have followed in the end of our show.
King. Call them forth quickly ; we will do so.

A rm. Holla ! approach. goo

Re-enter Holofernes, Nathaniel, Moth,
Costard, and others.

This side is Hiems, Winter, this Yer, the Spring;
the one maintained by the owl, the other by the
cuckoo. Yer, begin.

The Song.

Spring.
When daisies pied and violets blue
And lady-smocks all silver-white

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue
Do paint the meadows with delight.

The cuckoo then, on every tree,

Mocks married men ; for thus sings he,
Cuckoo

;
910

Cuckoo, cuckoo : O word of fear.

Unpleasing to a married ear

!

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws
And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks,

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws,
And maidens bleach their summer smocks.

The cuckoo then, on every tree,
*

Mocks married men ; for thus sings he,

Cuckoo

;

Cuckoo, cuckoo : O word of fear, g2<

Unpleasing to a married ear !

Winter.
When icicles hang by the wall
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail

And Tom bears logs into the hall
And milk comes frozen home in pail.

When blood is nipp’d and ways be foul.

Then nightly sings the staring owl.
Tu-whit

;

Tu-who, a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 93c

When all aloud the wind doth blow
And coughing drowns the parson’s saw

And birds sit brooding in the snow
And Marian’s nose looks red and raw.

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl,
Then nightly sings the staring owl,

Tu-whit

;

Tu-who, a merry note,
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after
the songs of Apollo. You that way: we this

way.
[Exeunt.



MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM.

Theseus, Duke of Athens.

Egeus, father to Hermia.
Lysander,

| j love with Hermia.
Demetrius, J

Philostrate, master of the revels to The-

seus.

Quince, a carpenter.

Snug, a joiner.

Bottom, a weaver.
Flute, a bellows-mender.
Snout, a tinker.

Starveling, a tailor.

Hippolyta, queen of the Amazons, be-

trothed to Theseus.

ACT I.

scene I. Athens. The palace of Theseus.

nter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate,
and Attendants.

The. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour
raws on apace ; four happy days bring in

nother moon : but, O, methinks, how slow

his old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires,

ike to a step-dame or a dowager
ong withering out a young man’s revenue.

Hip. Four days will quickly steep themselves

in night ;

Dur nights will quickly dream away the time

;

nd then the moon, like to a silver bow. io

ew-bent in heaven, shall behold the night

f our solemnities.

The. Go, Philostrate,

.

:ir up the Athenian youth to merriments

;

wake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth

:

urn melancholy forth to funerals

;

he pale companion is not for our pomp.
[Exit Philostrate.

ippolyta, I woo’d thee with my sword,
nd won thy love, doing thee injuries;

at I will wed thee in another key,
r

ith pomp, with triumph and with revelling.

Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lysander, and
Demetrius.

Ege. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke !

The. Thanks, good Egeus: what’s the news
with thee? .21

Ege. Full of vexation come I, with complaint
gainst my child, my daughter Hermia.
and forth, Demetrius. My noble lord,

bis man hath my consent to marry her.

and forth, Lysander: and, my gracious duke,
bis man hath bewitch’d the bosom ofmy 'child

:

hou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her
rhymes

fairies.

Hermia, daughter to Egeus, in love with
Lysander.

Helena, in love with Demetrius.

Oberon, king of the fairies.

Titania, queen of the fairies.

Puck, or Robin Goodfellow.
Peaseblossom, y

Cobweb,
Moth,
Mustardseed, )

Other fairies attending their King and Queen.
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta.

Scene : A thens, and a wood near it.

And interchanged love-tokens with my child

:

Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung 30
With feigning voice verses of feigning love,

And stolen the impression of her fantasy

With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,

Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messen-
gers

Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth :

With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s
heart,

Turn’d her obedience, which is due to me,
To stubborn harshness : and, my gracious duke,
Be it so she will not here before your grace
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 40
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens,
As she is mine, I may dispose of her

:

Which shall be either to this gentleman
Or to her death, according to our law
Immediately provided in that case.

The. What say you, Hermia? be advised,

fair maid

:

To you your father should be as a god ;

One that composed your beauties, yea, and one
To whom you are but as a form in wax
By him imprinted and within his power 50
To leave the figure or disfigure it.

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.
Her. So is Lysander.
The. In himself he is

;

But in this kind, wanting your father’s voice,

The other must be held the worthier.

Her. I would my father look’d but with my
eyes.

The. Rather your eyes must with his judge-
ment look.

Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me.
I know not by what power I am made bold,

Nor how it may concern my modesty, 60
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts

;

But I beseech your grace that I may know
The worst that may befall me in this case,

If I refuse to wed Demetrius.
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The. Either to die the death or to abjure

For ever the society of men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires

;

Know of your youth, examine well your blood,

Whether, if you yield not to your father’s choice,

You can endure the livery of a nun, 70

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d.

To live a barren sister all your life,

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon.

Thrice-blessed they that master so their blood,

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage ;

But earthlier happy is the rose distill’d,

Than that which withering on the virgin thorn

Grows, lives and dies in single blessedness.

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord,

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 80

Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke
My soul consents not to give sovereignty.

The. Take time to pause ; and, by the next

new moon—
The sealing-day betwixt my love and me,
For everlasting bond of fellowship—
Upon that day either prepare to die

For disobedience to your father’s will,

Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would;
Or on Diana’s altar to protest

For aye austerity and single life. 90
Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia : and, Lysander,

yield

Thy crazed title to my certain right.

Lys. You have her father’s love, Demetrius

;

Let me have Hermia’s: do you marry him.

Ege. Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath my
love,

And what is mine my love shall render him.

And she is mine, and all my right of her
I do estate unto Demetrius.
Lys. I am, my lord, as well derived as he,

As well possess’d; my love is more than his; 100

My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d,

If not with vantage, as Demetrius’

;

And, which is more than all these boasts can be,

I am beloved of beauteous Hermia:
Why should not I then prosecute my right?

Demetrius, I ’ll avouch it to his head,
Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena,
And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes,

Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry,

Upon this spotted and inconstant man. no
The. I must confess that I have heard so

much,
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke

thereof;

But, being over-full of self-affairs,

My mind did lose it. But, Demetrius, come;
And come, Egeus

;
you shall go with me,

I have some private schooling for you both.

For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself

To fit your fancies to your father’s will ;
1

Or else the law of Athens yields you up

—

Which by no means we may extenuate— 120

To death, or to a vow of single life.

Come, my Hippolyta : what cheer, my love ?

Demetrius and Egeus, go along :

I must employ you in some business

Against our nuptial and confer with you
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves.

Ege. With duty and desire we follow you.

[.Exeunt all but Lysander and Hernia.

Lys. How now, my love ! why is your che<

so pale ?

How chance the roses' there do fade so fast?

Her. Belike for want of rain, which I cou

well 1

Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes.

Lys. Ay me ! for aught that I could ever rea

Could ever hear by tale or history,

The course of true love never did run smooth ;

But, either it was different in blood,—
Her. 0 cross ! too high to be enthrall’d to loi

Lys. Or else misgraffed in respedt of years,-

Her. O spite ! too old to be engaged to young
Lys. Or else it stoodupon the choice offriends, -

Her. 0 hell ! to choose love by another’s eye

Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choic<

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it,

Making it momentany as a sound,

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream ;

Brief as the lightning in the collied night,

That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and eart

And ere a man hath power to say ‘ Behold !’ :

The jaws of darkness do devour it up :

So quick bright things come to confusion.

Her. If then true lovers have been ever cross’-

It stands as an edidt in destiny : i;

Then let us teach our trial patience,

Because it is a customary cross,

As due to love as thoughts and dreams and sigh

Wishes and tears, poor fancy’s followers.

Lys. A good persuasion: therefore, hear m
Hermia. .

I have a widow aunt, a dowager
Of great revenue, and she hath no child :

From Athens is her house remote seven league*

And she r-espedts me as her only son. it

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ;

And to that place the sharp Athenian law

Cannot pursue us. If thou lovest me then,

Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night ;

And in the wood, a league without the town,

Where I did meet thee once with Helena,

To do observance to a morn of May*
There will I stay for thee.

Her. My good Lysander !

I swear to thee, by Cupid’s strongest bow,

By his best arrow with the golden head, 1;

By the simplicity of Venus’ doves,

By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves

And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage quee.j

When the false Troyan under sail was seen,

By all the vows that ever men have broke,

In number more than ever women spoke,

In that same place thou hast appointed me,
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. -

Lys. Keep promise, love. Look, here comi

Helena.

Enter Helena.

Her. God speed fair Helena ! whither away

IIel. Call you me fair? that fair again unsay

Demetrius loves your fair : O happy fair

Your eyes are lode-stars ; and your tongue’s swe-

air

More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear,

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appea

Sickness is catching: O, were favour so,

Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go;

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your ey

j
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y tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet me-
lody.

r

ere the world mine, Demetrius being bated,

he rest I ’Id give to be to you translated. 191

,
teach me how you look, and with what art

du sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart.

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still.

Hel. O that your frowns would teach my
smiles such skill

!

Her. I give him curses, yet he gives me love.

Hel. 0 that my prayers could such affedtion

move

!

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me.
Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me.
Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.

Hel. None, but your beauty : would that fault

were mine ! 201

Her. Take comfort : he no more shall see my
face

;

ysander and myself will fly this place,

afore the time I did Lysander see,

:em’d Athens as a paradise to me :

. then, what graces in my love do dwell,

bat he hath turn’d a heaven unto a hell

!

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:

D-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold
er silver visage in the watery glass, 210
ecking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,

time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,

brough Athens’ gates have we devised to steal.

Her. And in the wood, where often you and I

pon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie,

nptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet,
lere my Lysander and myself shall meet

;

id thence from Athens turn away our eyes,

) seek new friends and stranger companies,
irewell, sweet playfellow : pray thou for us

;

id good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! 221
eep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight

om lovers’ food till morrow deep midnight.
Lys. I will, my Hermia. [Exit Herm.

Helena, adieu:

;
you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Exit.

Hel. How happy some o’er other some can be !

irough Athens I am thought as fair as she.

it what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so

;

e will not know what all but he do know :

id as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes, 230
I, admiring of his qualities :

lings base and vile, holding no quantity,
>ve can transpose to form and dignity:
>ve looks not.with the eyes, but with the mind ;

id therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind

:

or hath Love’s mind of any judgement taste

;

ings and no eyes figure unheedy haste

:

id therefore is Love said to be a child,

:cause in choice he is so oft beguiled.
> waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 240
the boy Love is perjured every where :

>r ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne,
2 hail’d down oaths that he was only mine ;

id when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,

he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt,
will go tell him of fair Hermia’s flight

:

ten to the wood will he to-morrow night
irsue her ; and for this intelligence
I have thanks, it is a dear expense :

it herein mean I to enrich my pain, 250
* have his sight thither and back again. {Exit.

Scene II. Athens. Quince’s house.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout,
and Starveling.

Quin. Is all our company here ?

Bot. You were best to call them generally,

man by man, according to the scrip.

Quin. Here is the scroll of every man’s name,
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play
in our interlude before the duke and the duchess,
on his wedding-day at night.

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the

play treats on, then read the names of the aftors,

and so grow to a point. 10
Qtiin. Marry, our play is, The most lament-

able comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus
and Thisby.
Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you,

and a merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call

forth your adlors by the scroll. Masters, spread
yourselves.
Quin. Answer as I call you. Nick Bottom,

the weaver.
Bot. Ready. Name what part I am for, and

proceed. 21

Quin

.

You, Nick Bottom, are set down for

Pyramus.
Bot. What is Pyramus ? a lover, or a tyrant ?

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gallant
for love.

Bot. That will ask some tears in the true per-
forming of it : if I do it, let the audience look to

their eyes ; I will move storms, I will condole in

some measure. To the rest
:
yet my chief humour

is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, or a
part to tear a cat in, to make all split.

The raging rocks
And shivering shocks
Shall break the locks

Of prison gates

;

And Phibbus’ car

Shall shine from far

And make and mar
The foolish Fates. 40

This was lofty ! Now name the rest of the
players. This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein ; a
lover is more condoling.
Quin. Francis Flute, the beilows-mender.
Flu. Here, Peter Quince.
Qtiin. Flute, you must take Thisby on you.
Flu. What is Thisby ? a wandering knight ?

Quin. It is the lady that Pyramus must love.

Flu. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman ; I

have a beard coming. 50
Quin. That’s all one : you shall play it in a

mask, and you may speak as small as you will.

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play
Thisby too, I ’ll speak in a monstrous little voice,
‘ Thisne, Thisne

‘

Ah Pyramus, my lover dear

!

thy Thisby dear, and lady dear !’

Quin. No, no
;
you must play Pyramus : and,

Flute, you Thisby.
Bot. Well, proceed.
Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor. 60
Star. Here, Peter Quince.
Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby’s

mother. Tom Snout, the tinker.

Snout. Here, Peter Quince.
Quin. *You, Pyramus’ father : myself, Thisby’s

II—

2
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father. Snug, the joiner; you, the lion’s part:

and, I hope, here is a play fitted.

Snug. Have you the lion’s part written ? pray

you, if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study.

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is

nothing but roaring. 7 1

Bot. Let me play the lion too : I will roar,

that I will do any man’s heart good to hear me ;

I will roar, that I will make the duke say ‘ Let
him roar again, let him roar again.’

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you
would fright the duchess and the ladies, that

they would shriek; and that were enough to

hang us all.

All. That would hang us, every mother’s son.

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should

fright the ladies out of their wits, they would
have no more discretion but to hang us : but I

will aggravate my voice so that I will roar you
as gently as any sucking dove ; I will roar you
an ’twere any nightingale.

Qian. You can play no part but Pyramus;
for Pyramus is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man,

as one shall see in a summer’s day ; a most lovely

gentleman-like man : therefore you must needs

play Pyramus. 91

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard

were I best to play it in ?

Quin. Why, what you will.

Bot. I will discharge it in either your straw-

colour beard, your orange-tawny beard, your

purple-in-grain beard, or your French-crown-

colour beard, your perfect yellow.

Quin. Some of your French crowns have no
hair at all, and then you will play barefaced.

But, masters, here are your parts : and I am to

entreat you, request you and desire you, to con

them by to-morrow night ;
and meet me in the

palace wood, a mile without the town, by moon-
light ; there will we rehearse, for if we meet in

the city, we shall be dogged with company, and
our devices known. In the meantime I will draw
a bill of properties, such as our play wants. I

pray you, fail me not.

Bot. We will meet ; and there we may re-

hearse most obscenely and courageously. Take
pains ; be perfedt : adieu.

Quin. At the duke’s oak we meet..

Bot. Enough ; hold or cut bow-strings.

[Exeunt

.

ACT II.

Scene I. A wood near Athens.

Enter,from opposite sides
,
a Fairy, and Puck.

Puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ?

Fai. Over hill, over dale,

Thorough bush, thorough brier.

Over park, over pale,

Thorough flood, thorough fire,

I do wander every where,
Swifter than the moon’s sphere ;

And I serve the fairy queen,
To dew her orbs upon the green.

The cowslips tall her pensioners be : 10

In their gold coats spots you see

;

Those be rubies, fairy favours,

In those freckles live their savours:

I must go seek some dewdrops here
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear.

Farewell, thou lob of spirits ; I’ll be gone

:

Our queen and all our elves come here anon.

Puck. The king doth keep his revels here t

night

:

Take heed the queen come not within his sight

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, :

Because that she as her attendant hath
A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king

;

She never had so sweet a changeling

;

And jealous Oberon would have the child

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild

;

But she perforce withholds the loved boy,

Crowns him with flowers and makes him all h(

joy:
And now they never meet in grove or green,

By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheenj

But they do square, that all. their elves for fear cl

Creep into acorn-cups and hide them there.

Fai. Either I mistake your shape and makin
quite.

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite

Call’d Robin Goodfellow : are not you he
That frights the maidens of the villagery

;

Skim milk, and sometimes labour in the quern
And bootless make the breathlesshousewife churr

And sometime make the drink to bear no barm

;

Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harir

Those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet Puck
You do their work, and they shall have good luck

Are not you he ?

Puck. Thou speak’ st aright

;

I am that merry wanderer of the night.

I jest to Oberon and make him smile

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal

:

And sometime lurk I in a gossip’s bowl.
In very likeness of a roasted crab,

And when she drinks, against her lips I bob
And on her wither’d dewlap pour the ale.

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale,

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ;

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she,

And ‘ tailor’ cries, and falls into a cough

;

And then thewhole quire hold their hips and laugl

And waxen in their mirth and neeze and swear
\

A merrier hour was never wasted there.

But, room, fairy! here comes Oberon.
Fai. And here my mistress. Would that hi

were gone !

Enter
, from one side

,
Oberon, with his train

front the other
,
Titania, with hers.

\

Obe. Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania.

Tita. What, jealous Oberon ! Fairies, ski

hence

:

I have forsworn his bed and company. J

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton : am not I thy lord

Tita. Then I must be thy lady : but I know:

When thou hast stolen away from fairy land, I

And in the shape of Corin sat all day,

Playing on pipes of corn and versing love

To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here.

Come from the farthest steppe of India ?

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 7]

Your buskin’d mistress and your warrior love, 1

To Theseus must be wedded, and you come
j

To give their bed joy and prosperity.
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Obs. How canst thou thus for shame, Titania,

ance at my credit with Hippolyta,

aowing I know thy love to Theseus?

'dst thou not lead him through the glimmering

night

•om Perigenia, whom he ravished ?

ad make him with fair Mgle break his faith,

ith Ariadne and Antiopa ? 80

Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy

:

ad never, since the middle summer’s spring,

et we on hill, in dale, forest or mead,

{ paved fountain or by rushy brook,

r in the beached majrgent of the sea,

5 dance our ringlets to the whistling wind,

it with thy brawls thou hast disturb^ our sport,

aerefore the winds, piling to us in vain,

5 in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea

antagious fogs ;
which falling in the land 90

ave every pelting river made so proud

lat they have overborne their continents :

fae ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain,

ae ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn

ath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard ;

tie fold stands empty in the drowned field,

tad crows are fatted with the murrion flock

;

tie nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud,

nd the quaint mazes in the wanton green

ir lack of tread are undistinguishable : 100

he human mortals want their winter here ;

0 night is now with hymn or carol blest

:

tierefore the moon, the governess of floods,

ale in her anger, washes all the air,

tiat rheumatic diseases do abound :

nd thorough this distemperature we see

be seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts

all in the fresh lap of the crimson rose,

nd on old Hiems’ thin and icy crown

n odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds no
,, as in mockery, set : the spring, the summer,

he childing autumn, angry winter, change

heir wonted liveries, and the mazed world,
_

y their increase, now knows not which is which

:

nd this same progeny of evils comes
rom our debate, from our dissension

;

,

re are their parents and original.

Obe. Do you amend it then ; it lies in you :

rhy should Titania cross her Oberon?
do but beg a little changeling boy, 120

0 be my henchman.
Tita. Set your heart at rest

:

he fairy land buys not the child of me.
as mother was a votaress of my order :

nd, in the spiced Indian air, by night,

ull often hath she gossip’d by my side,

nd sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands,

iarking the embarked traders on the flood,
_

/hen we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive

nd grow big-bellied with the wanton wind

;

/hich she, with pretty and with swimming gait

oliowing,—her womb then rich with my young
squire,— _

131
lould imitate, and sail upon the land,

0 fetch me trifles, and return again,

s from a voyage, rich with merchandise,
ut she, being mortal, of that boy did die

;

nd for her sake do I rear up herboy,.
nd for her sake I will not part with him.
Obe. How long within this wood intend you

stay ?

Tita. Perchance till after Theseus’ wedding- 1

day.
# 1

If you will patiently dance in our round 140

And see our moonlight revels, go with us

;

If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts.

Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.

Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies,

away

!

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay.

[Exit Titania with her train.

Obe. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from

this grove
Till I torment thee for this injury.

My gentle Puck, come hither. Tlaou rememberest
Since once I sat upon a promontory,
And heard a mermaid on a dolphin’s back 150

Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath

That the rude sea grew civil at her song

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres,

To hear the sea-maid’s music.

Puck- I remember.

Obe. That very time I saw, but thou couldst

not,

Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

Cupid all arm’d : a certain aim he took

At a fair vestal throned by the west,

And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his bow,

As it should pierce ahundred thousand hearts ; 160

But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft

Quench’d in the chaste beams of the watery moon.

And the imperial votaress passed on,

In maiden meditation, fancy-free.

Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell

:

It fell upon a little western flower,

Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound,
And maidens call it love-in-idleness.

Fetch me that flower; the herb I shew’d thee once :

The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid 170

Will make or man or woman madly dote

Upon the next live creature that it sees.

Fetch me this herb ;
and be thou here again

Ere the leviathan can swim a league.

Ptick. I’ll put a girdle round about the earth

In forty minutes.
. #

[Exit. 1

Obe. Having once this juice,

I ’ll watch Titania when she is asleep,

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes.

The next thing then she waking looks upon,

Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 180 :

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,

She shall pursue it with the soul of love

:

And ere I take this charm from off her sight,
|

As I can take it with another herb,

I ’ll make her render up her page to me.

But who comes here ? I am invisible

;

And I will overhear their conference.

Enter Demetrius, Helena following him.

Dem. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not.

Where is Lysander and fair Hermia?
The one I ’ll slay, the other slayeth me.

_
190

Thou told’st me they were stolen unto this wood;
And here am I, and wode within this wood,
Because I cannot meet my Hermia.
Heaace, get thee gone, and follow me no more.

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant

;

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart

Is true as steel : leave you your power to draw,
And I shall have no power to follow you.
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Dent. Do I entice you? do I speak you fair?

Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 200
Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot love you?
Hel. And even for that do I love you the more.

I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius,
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you

:

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me,
Negledt me, lose me ; only give me leave.

Unworthy as I am, to follow you.
What worser place can I beg in your love,

—

And yet a place ofhigh respedl with me,

—

Than to be used as you use your dog ? 210
Dem. Tempt not too much the hatred of my

spirit,

For I am sick when I do look on thee.

Hel. And I am sick' when I look not on you.
Dem. You do impeach your modesty too much,

To leave the city and commit yourself
Into the hands of one that loves you not

;

To trust the opportunity of night
And the ill counsel of a desert place
With the rich worth of your virginity.

Hel. Your virtue is my privilege : for that 220
It is not night when I do see your face,

Therefore I think I am not in the night

;

Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company,
For you in my respedt are all the world

:

Then how can it be said I am alone,

When all the world is here to look on me ?

Dem. I ’ll run from thee and hide me in the

brakes,
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts.

Hel. The wildest hath not such a heart as you.
Run when you will, the story shall be changed

:

Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase
; 231

The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind
Makes speed to catch the tiger ;

bootless speed,

When cowardice pursues and valour flies.

Dem. I will not stay thy questions ; let me go

:

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe

But I shaU do thee mischiefin the wood.
Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,

You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius !

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 240
We cannot fight for love, as men may do ;

We should be woo’d and were not made to woo.
[Exit Dem.

I ’ll follow thee and make a heaven of hell,

To die upon the hand I love so well. {Exit.

Obe. Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave

this grove,

Thou shalt fly him and he shall seek thy love.

Re-enter Puck.

Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer.
Puck. Ay, there it is.

Obe. I pray thee, give it me.
I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows, 250

t Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,
With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine

:

There sleeps Titania sometime of the night,

Lull’d in these flowers with dances and delight

;

And there the snake throws her enamell’d skin,

Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in :

And with the juice of this I’ll streak her eyes,

And make her full of hateful fantasies.

Take thou some of it, and seek through this

grove

:

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 26
With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes

;

But do it when the next thing he espies

May be the lady : thou shalt know the man
By the Athenian garments he hath on.

Effedl it with some care that he may prove
More fond on her than she upon her love

:

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow.
Puck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shal

do so. [Exeunt

Scene II. Anether part of the wood.

Enter Titania, with her train.

Tita. Come, now a roundel and a fairy song
j

Then, for the third part of a minute, hence

;

Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds,
Some war with rere-mice for their leathern wings.

To make my small elves coats, and some keep
back

The clamorous owl that nightly hoots and won
ders

At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep ;

Then to your offices and let me rest.

The Fairies sing.

You spotted snakes with double tongue,

Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen ;
ic

Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong,
Come not near our fairy queen.
Philomel, with melody
Sing in our sweet lullaby

;

Lull a, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby

:

Never harm,
Nor spell nor charm,

Come our lovely lady nigh

;

So, good night, with lullaby.

Weaving spiders, come not here ; 2c

Hence, you long-legg’d spinners, hence

!

Beetles black, approach not near

;

Worm nor snail, do no offence.

Philomel, with melody, &c.

A Fairy. Hence, away ! now all is well

:

One aloof stand sentinel.

[Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleeps.

Enter Oberon, and squeezes theflower on
\

Titania’s eyelids.

Obe. What thou seest when thou dost wake,
Do it for thy true-love take,

Love and languish for his sake

:

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 30
Pard, or boar with bristled hair,

In thy eye that shall appear
When thou wakest, it is thy dear

:

Wake when some vile thing is near.

[Exit.

Enter Lysander and Hermia.

Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the

wood;
And to speak troth, I have forgot our way

:

We’ll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good,
And tarry for the comfort of the day.
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Her. Be it so, Lysander : find you out a bed

;

r I upon this bank will rest my head. 40

Lys. One turf shall serve as pillow for us

both ;

le heart, one bed, two bosoms and one troth.

Her. Nay, good Lysander ;
for my sake, my

dear,
- further off yet, do not lie so near.

Lys. O, take the sense, sweet, of my inno-

cence !

ive takes the meaning in love’s conference,

nean, that my heart unto yours is knit

that but one heart we can make of it

;

\ro bosoms interchained with an oath

;

then two bosoms and a single troth,

len by your side no bed-room me deny

;

r lying so, Hermia, I do not lie.

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily

:

)w much beshrew my manners and my pride,

Hermia meant to say Lysander lied,

it, gentle friend, for love and courtesy

2 further off ;
in human modesty,

ch separation as may well be said

comes a virtuous bachelor and a maid,

far be distant ; and, good night, sweet friend

:

y love ne’er alter till thy sweet life end ! 61

Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I
;

id then end life when I end loyalty'-

!

ire is my bed : sleep give thee all his rest

!

Her. With half that wish the wisher’s eyes

be press’d ! [ They sleep.

Enter Puck.

70

vuck. Through the forest have I gone,

But Athenian found I none,

On whose eyes I might.approve
This flower’s force in stirring love.

Night and silence.—Who is here?

Weeds of Athens he doth wear

:

This is he, my master said.

Despised the Athenian maid

;

And here the maiden, sleeping sound,

On the dank and dirty ground.
Pretty soul ! she durst not lie

Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy.

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw
All the power this charm doth owe.
When thou wakest, let love forbid 80

Sleep his seat on thy eyelid :

So awake when I am gone ;

For I must now to Oberon. [Exit.

Enter Demetrius and Helena, running.

Hel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Deme-
trius.

Dem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt
me thus.

Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so.

Dem. Stay, on thy peril : I alone will go.

[Exit.

Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase !

le more my prayer, the lesser is my grace,

appy is Hermia, wheresoe’er she lies
; 90

>r she hath blessed and attractive eyes.
.

ow came her eyes so bright? Not with salt

tears

:

so, my eyes are oftener wash’d than hers.

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ;

For beasts that meet me run away for fear :

Therefore no marvel though Demetrius
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus.

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine
Made me compare with Hermia’s sphery eyne ?

But who is here ? Lysander ! on the ground ! 100

Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound.
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake.
Lys. [A waking\ And run through fire I will

for thy sweet sake.

Transparent Helena ! Nature shows art,

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart.

Where is Demetrius ? O, how fit a word
Is that vile name to perish on my sword !

Hel. Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so.

What though he love your Hermia ? Lord, what
though ?

Yet Hermia still loves 3mu : then be content, no
Lys. Content with Hermia ! No ; I dorepenc

The tedious minutes I with her have spent.

Not Hermia but Helena I love

:

Who will not change a raven for a dove ?

The will of man is by his reason sway’d ;

And reason says you are the worthier maid.

Things growing are not ripe until their season :

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason;

And touching now the point of human skill.

Reason becomes the marshal to my will 120

And leads me to your eyes, where I o’erlook

Love’s stories written in love’s richest book.

Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery
born ?

When at your hands did I deserve this scorn ?

Is’t not enough, is’t not enough, young man,
That I did never, no, nor never can,

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye,

But you must flout my insufficiency?

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do,

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 130

But fare you well
:
perforce I must confess

I thought you lord of more true gentleness.

O, that a lady, of one man refused,

Should of another therefore be abused ! [Exit.

Lys. She sees not Hermia. Hermia, sleep

thou there :

And never mayst thou come Lysander near !

For as a surfeit of the sweetest things

The deepest loathing to the stomach brings,

Or- as the heresies that men do leave

Are hated most of those they did deceive, 140

So thou, my surfeit and my heresy,

Of all be hated, but the most of me !

And, all my powers, address your love and might
To honour Helen and to be her knight !

[Exit.

Her. [Awaking] Help me, Lysander, help

me ! do thy best

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast

!

Ay me, for pity ! what a dream was here !

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear :

Methought a serpent eat my heart away,
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey. 150
Lysander ! what, removed ? Lysander ! lord !

What, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no
word?

Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear

;

Speak, of all loves ! I swoon almost with fear.

No ? then I well perceive you are not nigh

:

Either death or you I ’ll find immediately. [Exit.

! i
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ACT III.

Scene I. The wood. Titatiia lying asleep.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout,
and Starveling.

Bot. Are we all met?
Quin. Pat, pat ; and here’s a marvellous con-

venient place for our rehearsal. This green plot
shall be our stage, this hawthorn-brake our tiring-

house
; and we will do it in adtion as we will do

it before the duke.
Bot. Peter Quince,

—

Quin. What sayest thou, bully Bottom ?

Bot. There are things in this comedy of
Pyramus and Thisby that will never please.
First, Pyramus must draw a sword to kill himself

;

which the ladies cannot abide. How answer you
that ?

Snout. By’r lakin, a parlous fear.

Star. I believe we must leave the killing out,
when all is done.

Bot. Not a whit : I have a device to make all

well. Write me a prologue ; and let the prologue
seem to say, we will do no harm with our swords
and that Pyramus is not killed indeed

; and, for

the more better assurance, tell them that I

Pyramus am not Pyramus, but Bottom the
weaver : this will put them out of fear.

Quin. Well, we will have such a prologue ;

and it shall be written in eight and six.

Bot. No, make it two more ; let it be written
in eight and eight.

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion ?

Star. I fear it, I promise you.
Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with

yourselves : to bring in—God shield us !—a lion

among ladies, is a most dreadful thing ; for there
is not a more fearful wild-fowl than your lion

living ; and we ought to look to ’t.

Snout. Therefore another prologue must tell

he is not a lion.

Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half
his face must be seen through the lion’s neck :

and he himself must speak through, saying thus,

or to the same defedt,
—

‘ Ladies/'—or ‘ Fair
ladies,—I would wish you,’—or ‘I would request
you,’—or ‘I would entreat you,—not to fear, not
to tremble : my life for yours. If you think I

come hither as a lion, it were pity of my life : no,
I am no such thing ; I am a man as other men
are ;

* and there indeed let him name his name,
and tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner.

Quin. Well, it shall be so. But there is two
hard things

; that is, to bring the moonlight into

a chamber ; for, you know, Pyramus and Thisby
meet by moonlight. 51

Snout. Doth the moon shine that night we
play our play?

Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the al-

manac ; find out moonshine, find out moonshine.
Quin. Yes, it doth shine that, night.
Bot. Why, then may you leave a casement of

the great chamber window, where we play, open,
and the moon may shine in at the casement.

Quin. Ay; or else one must come in with a
bush of thorns and a lanthorn, and say he comes to

disfigure, or to present, the person of Moonshine.
Then, there is another thing; we must have a

wall in the great chamber; for Pyramus am
Thisby, says the story, did talk through tin
chink of a wall.

Snout. You can never bring in a wall. Wha
say you, Bottom?

Bot. Some man or other must present Wall
and let him have some plaster, or some loam, 01

some rough-cast about him, to signify wall ; anc
let him hold his fingers thus, and through tha
cranny shall Pyramus and Thisby whisper.

#

Qtdn. If that may be, then all is well. Come
sit down, every mother’s son, and rehearse youi
parts. Pyramus, you begin: when you have
spoken your speech^ enter into that brake; anc
so every one according to his cue.

Enter Puck behind.

Puck. What hempen home-spuns have m
swaggering here,

So near the cradle of the fairy queen? 8c|
What, a play toward ! I ’ll be an auditor;
An adlor too perhaps, if I see cause.

Qtiin. Speak, Pyramus. Thisby, stand forth, d

Bot. Thisby, the flowers of odious savours!
sweet,

—

Quin. Odours, odours.
Bot. odours savours sweet

:

So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.
]

But hark, a voice ! stay thou but here awhile, I

And by and by I will to thee appear. [Exit:
Puck. A stranger Pyramus than e’er played!

here. [Exit. 90
Flu. Must I speak now?
Quin. Ay, marry, must you; for you must!

understand he goes but to see a noise that he
heard, and is to come again.
Flu. Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of*

hue,
Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier,!

Most brisky juvenal and eke most lovely Jew,
As true as truest horse that yet would never

tire,

I ’ll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny’s tomb.
Quin. ‘Ninus’ tomb/ man: why, you must

not speak that yet ; that you answer to Pyramus

:

you speak all your part at once, cues and all.

Pyramus enter: your cue is past; it is, ‘never
tire.’

Flu. O,—As true as truest horse, that yet

would never tire.

Re-enter Puck, andBottom with an ass’s head.]

Bot. If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine.

Quin. O monstrous ! O strange ! we are

haunted. Pray, masters ! fly, masters ! Help

!

[Exeunt Quince
,
Snug, Flute, Snout,

and
Starveling.

Puck. I’ll follow you, I’ll lead you about a

round.
Through bog, through bush, through brake,,

through brier : no
Sometime a horse I ’ll be, sometime a hound,

'

A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ;

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and
burn,

Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.

[Exit. 1

Bot. Why do they run away? this is a knavery;
of them to make me afeard.
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Re-enter Snout.

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed! what

) I see on thee ?

Bot. What do you see? you see an ass-head
' your own, do you ? [.Exit Snout. 120

Re-enter Quince.

Quin. Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee ! thou

rt translated. {.Exit.

Bot. I see their knavery : this is to make an

,s of me ; to fright me, if they could. But I

ill not stir from this place, do what they can : I

ill walk up and down here, and I will sing, that

iey shall hear I am not afraid. [Sings.
The ousel cock so black of hue,

With orange-tawny bill,

The throstle with his note so true, 130

The wren with little quill,

—

Tita. [.Awaking] What angel wakes me from
1 my flowery bed?
Rot. [1Sings]

The finch, the sparrow and the lark,

The plain-song cuckoo gray,

Whose note full many a man doth mark,
And dares not answer nay;—

r, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a
rd ? who would give a bird the lie, though he

y ‘ cuckoo ’ never so ?

Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again

:

line ear is much enamour’d of thy note ; 141

p is mine eye enthralled to thy shape

;

nd thy fair virtue’s force perforce doth move me
n the first view to say, to swear, I love thee.

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have
:tle reason for that: and yet, to say the truth,

ason and love keep little company together

iw-a-days ;
the more the pity that some honest

fighbours will not make them friends. Nay, I

m gleek upon occasion.
>
150

Tita. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.

Bot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough
get out of this wood, I have enough to serve

ine own turn.

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire to go :

hou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.

am a spirit of no common rate

:

he summer still doth tend upon my state

;

nd I do love thee : therefore, go with me

;

11 give thee fairies to attend on thee, 160

nd they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,

nd sing while thou on pressed flowers dost

sleep

:

nd I will purge thy mortal grossness so

hat thou shalt like an airy spirit go.

easeblossom ! Cobweb ! Moth ! and Mustard-
seed !

PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEE, MOTH, and
Mustardseed.

Peas. Ready.
Cob . And I.

Moth. And I.

Mus. And I.

A 11. Where shall we go ?

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman

;

lop in his walks and gambol in his eyes ;

eed him with apricocks and dewberries,
/lth purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ;

he honey-bags steal from the humble-bees, 17

1

And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs
And light them at the fiery glow-worm’s eyes.
To have my love to bed and to arise ;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies

To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes :

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.

Peas. Hail, mortal

!

Cob. Hail !

Moth. Hail ! 180
Mtis. Hail

!

Bot. I cry your worships mercy, heartily: I

beseech your worship’s name.
Cob. Cobweb.
Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance,

good Master Cobweb : if I cut my finger, I shall

make bold with you. Your name, honest gentle-
man?
Peas. Peaseblossom.
Bot. I pray you, commend me to Mistress

Squash, your mother, and to Master Peascod,
your father. Good Master Peaseblossom, I shall

desire you of more acquaintance too. Your name,
I beseech you, sir ?

Mus. Mustardseed.
Bot. Good Master Mustardseed, I know your

patience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox-
beef hath devoured many a gentleman of your
house : I promise you your kindred hath made
my eyes water ere now. I desire your more ac-
quaintance, good Master Mustardseed. 201
Tita. Come, wait upon him; lead him to my

bower.
The moon methinks looks with a watery eye ;

And when she weeps, weeps every little flower,

Lamenting some enforced chastity.

Tie up my love’s tongue, bring him silently.

{Exemit.

Scene II. Another part of the 'wood.

Enter Oberon.

Obe. I wonder if Titania be awaked ;

Then, what it was that next came in her eye,

Which she must dote on in extremity.

Enter Puck.

Here comes my messenger.
How now, mad spirit !

What night-rule now about this haunted grove ?

Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love.

Near to her close and consecrated bower,
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour,
A crew of patches, rude mechanicals,
That work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 10
Were met together to rehearse a play
Intended for great Theseus’ nuptial-day.
The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort,

Who Pyramus presented, in their sport
Forsook his scene and enter’d in a brake :

When I did him at this advantage take.
An ass’s nole I fixed on his head :

Anon his Thisbe must be answered,
And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy,
As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye, 20
Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort,

Rising and cawing at the gun’s report,

Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky.
So, at his sight, away his fellows fly

;

And, at our stamp, here o’er and o’er one falls ;
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He murder cries and help from Athens calls.

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears thus
strong,

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong

;

For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ;

Some sleeves, some hats, from yielders all things

catch. 30
I led them on in this distracted fear,

And left sweet Pyramus translated there :•

When in that moment, so it came to pass,

Titania waked- and straightway loved an ass.

Obe. This falls out better than I could devise.

But hast thou yet latch’d the Athenian’s eyes
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ?

Puck. I took him sleeping,—that is finish’d

too,

—

And the Athenian woman by his side ;

That, when he waked, of force she must be
eyed. 40

Enter HermiA and Demetrius.

Obe. Stand close : this is the same Athenian.
Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man.
Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you so ?

Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe.

Her. Now I but chide ; but I should use thee
worse,

For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse.

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep,

Being o’er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,
And kill me too.

The sun was not so true unto the day 50
As he to me : would he have stolen away
From sleeping Hermia ? I ’ll believe as soon
This whole earth may be bored and that the moon
May through the centre creep and so displease

Her brother’s noontide with the Antipodes.
It cannot be but thou hast murder’d him ;

So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim.

Dem. So should the murder’d look, and so
should I,

Pierced through the heart with your stern cruelty

:

Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 60
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.

Her. What’s this to my Lysander? where is

he?
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me ?

Dem. I had rather give his carcass to my
hounds.

Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! thou drivest me
past the bounds

Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him, then ?

Henceforth be never number’d among men !

O, once tell true, tell true, even for my sake !

Durst thou have look’d upon him being awake,
And hast thou kill’d him sleeping? O brave

touch
! 70

Could not a worm, an adder, do so much?
An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung..

Dem. You spend your passion on a misprised
mood:

I am not guilty of Lysander’s blood

;

Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell.

Her. I pray thee, tell me then that he is well.

Dem. An if I could, what should I get there-

fore?

Her. A privilege never to see me more.
And from thy hated presence part I so : 80

See me no more, whether he be dead or no.

[Exit
Dem . There is no following her in this fiera

vein:
Here therefore for a while I will remain.
So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow

|
For.debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe

; |Which now in some slight measure it will pay,
If for his tender here I make some stay.

[Lies down and sleeps ft

Obe. What hast thou done? thou hast misfl

taken quite
And laid the love-juice on some true-love’s sight

|Of thy misprision must perforce ensue' 9J
Some true love turn’d and not a false turn’d true. 8

Puck. .Then fate o’er-rules, that, one mail
holding troth,

A million fail, confounding oath on oath.

Obe.
.

About the wood go swifter than the

wind,
And Helena of Athens look thou find

:

All fancy-sick she is and pale of cheer,
With sighs of love, that costs.the fresh blood dear
By some illusion see thou bring her here :

I ’ll charm his eyes against she do appear.
Puck. I go, I go ; look how I go, iocl

Swifter than arrow from the Tartars bow. [Exit

A

Obe. Flower of this purple dye.
Hit with Cupid’s archery,
Sink in apple of his eye.
When his love he doth espy.
Let her shine as gloriously
As the Venus of the sky.
When thou wakest, if she be by.
Beg of her for remedy.

Re-enter Puck.

Puck. Captain of our fairy band, no
Helena is here at hand ;

And the youth, mistook by me,
Pleading for a lover’s fee.

Shall we their fond pageant see ?

Lord, what fools these mortals be !

Obe. Stand aside : the noise they make
Will cause Demetrius to awake.

Puck. Then will two at once woo one

;

That must needs be sport alone ; 9

And those things do best please me 120

That befal preposterously.

Enter Lysander and Helena.
Lys. Why should you think that I should woo

in scorn ?

Scorn and derision never come in tears

:

Look, when I vow, I weep ; and vows so born, 1

In their nativity all truth appears.
How can these things in me seem scorn to you,

'

Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true?
g

Hel. You do advance your cunning more and
more.

When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray!
These vows are Hermia’s : will you give her o’er?

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing
weigh : 131 :

Your vows to her and me, put in two scales,

Will even weigh, and both as light as tales.

Lys. I had no judgement when to her I swore. *

Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give
;

her o’er.
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Lys. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not

you.

Dem. [Awaking] O Helen, goddess, nymph,
perfect, divine !

o what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne ?

rystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show
hy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow

!

hat pure congealed white, high Taurus’ snow,
ann’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow
/hen thou hold’st up thy hand : O, let me kiss

his princess of pure white, this seal of bliss !

Hel. O spite ! O hell ! I see you all are bent

o set against me for your merriment

:

' you were civil and knew courtesy,

ou would not do me thus much injury,

an you not hate me, as I know you do,

ut you must join in souls to mock me too? 150
7 you were men, as men you are in show,
ou would not use a gentle lady so ;

o vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts,

/hen I am sure you hate me with your hearts,

ou both are rivals, and lave Hermia

;

nd now both rivals, to mock Helena

:

trim exploit, a manly enterprise,

0 conjure tears up in a poor maid’s eyes
/ith your derision ! none of noble sort

/ould so offend a virgin and extort 160

.
poor soul’s patience, all to make you sport.

Lys. You are unkind, Demetrius ;
be not so

;

or you love Hermia; this you know I know

:

nd here, with all good will, with all my heart,

1 Hermia’s love I yield you up my part

;

nd yours of Helena to me bequeath,
/hom I do love and will do till my death.
Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle breath.

Dem. Lysander,-keep thy Hermia ; I will none :

‘ e’er I loved her, all that love is gone. 170
[y heart to her but as guest-wise sojourn’d,
nd now to Helen is it home return’d,

here to remain.
Lys. Helen, it is not so.

Dem. Disparage not the faith thou dost not
know,

est, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.

00k, where thy love comes
;
yonder is thy dear.

Reciter Hermia.
Her. Dark night, that from the eye his func-

tion takes,
he ear more quick of apprehension makes ;

/herein it doth impair the seeing, sense,

: pays the hearing double recompense. 180
hou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found

;

line ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound,
ut why unkindly didst thou leave me so ?

Lys. Why should he stay, whom love doth
press to go?

Her. What love could press Lysander from
my side ?

Lys. Lysander’s love, that would not let him
bide,

air Helena, who more engilds the night
han all yon fiery oes and eyes of light.

/hy seek’st thou me ? could not this make thee
know,

he hate I bear thee made me leave thee so? 190Her. You speak not as you think : it cannot be.
Hel. Lo, she is one of this confederacy !

low I perceive they have conjoin’d all three

To fashion this false sport, in spite of me.
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid !

Have you conspired, have you with these con-
trived

To bait me with this foul derision?
Is all the counsel that we two have shared,
The sisters’ vows, the hours that we have spent,
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 200
For parting us,—O, is it all forgot?
All school-days’ friendship, childhood innocence ?

We, Hermia, like two artificial gods,
Have with our needles created both one flower,
Both on: one sampler, sitting on one cushion,
Both warbling of one song, both in one key.
As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds,
Had been incorporate. So we grew together,
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted,
But yet an union in partition; 210
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem ;

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart

;

Two of the first, like coats in heraldry,
Due but to one and crowned with one crest.

And will you rent our ancient love asunder,
To join with men in scorning your poor friend?
It is not friendly, ’tis not maidenly

:

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it.

Though I alone do feel the injury.

Her. I am amazed at your passionate words.
I scorn you not: it seems that you scorn me. 221
Hel. Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn,

To follow me and praise my eyes and face?
And made your other love, Demetrius,
Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,

To call me goddess, nymph, divine and rare,

Precious, celestial? Wherefore speaks he this

To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander
Deny your love, so rich within his soul,

And tender me, forsooth, affedtion, 230
But by your setting on, by your consent?
What though I be not so in grace as you,
So hung upon with love, so fortunate,
But miserable most, to love unloved ?

This you should pity rather than despise.
Her. I understand not what you mean by this.

Hel. Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks,
Make mouths upon me when I turn my back ;

Wink each at other; hold the sweet jest up :

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 240
If you have any pity, grace, or manners,
You would not make me such an argument.
But fare ye well : ’tis partly my own fault;

Which death or absence soon shall remedy.
Lys. Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excuse

:

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena

!

Hel. O excellent

!

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so.

Dem. If she cannot entreat, I can compel.
Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she

entreat

:

Thy threats have no more strength than her
weak prayers. 250

Helen, I love thee ; by my life, I do

:

I swear by that which I will lose for thee,
To prove him false that says I love thee not.
Dem. I say I love thee more than he can do.
Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove

it too.

Dem. Quick, come

!

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this?
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Lys. Away, you Ethiope !

Dem. fNo, no; he’ll . . .

Seem to break loose; take on as you would
follow.

But yet come not
:
you are a tame man, go !

Lys. .
Hang off, thou cat, thou burr ! vile

thing, let loose, 260
Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent

!

Her. Why are you grown so rude? what
change is this?

Sweet love,

—

Lys. Thy love ! out, tawny Tartar, out

!

Out, loathed medicine ! hated potion, hence !

Her. Do you not j est ?

Hel. Yes, sooth ; and so do you.
Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee.

Dem. I would I had your bond, for I perceive
A weak bond holds you : I ’ll not trust your word.
Lys. What, should I hurt her, strike her,

kill her dead?
Although I hate her, I ’ll not harm her so. 270
Her. What, can you do me greater harm

than hate?
Hate me ! wherefore ? O me ! what news, my love !

Am not I Hermia? are not you Lysander?
I am as fair now as I was erewhile.

Since night you loved me
;
yet since night you

left me

:

Why, then you left me

—

0
,
the gods forbid !

—

In earnest, shall I say?
Lys. Ay, by my life

;

And never did desire to see thee more.
Therefore be out of hope, of question, of doubt

;

Be certain, nothing truer; ’tis no jest 280
That I do hate thee and love Helena.
Her. O me

!
you juggler ! you canker-blossom !

You thief of love ! what, have you come by night
And stolen my love’s heart from him?

Hel. Fine, i ’faith!

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame,
No touch of bashfulness ? What, will you tear

Impatient answers from my gentle tongue?
Fie, fie

!
you counterfeit, you puppet, you

!

Her. Puppet? why so? ay, that way goes
the game.

Now I perceive that she hath made compare 290
Between our statures ; she hath urged her height;
And with her personage, her tall personage,
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail’d with him.
And are you grown so high in his esteem,
Because I am so dwarfish and so low ?

How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak;
How low am I ? I am not yet so low
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.

Hel. I pray you, though you mock me,
gentlemen,

Let her not hurt me : I was never curst
; 300

I have no gift at all in shrewishness

;

I am a right maid for my cowardice :

Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think,

Because she is something lower than myself,
That I can match her.

Her. Lower! hark, again.
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me.

I evermore did love you, Hermia,
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong’d you

;

Save that, in love unto Demetrius,
I told him of your stealth unto this wood. 310
He follow’d you; for love I follow’d him;

But he hath chid me hence and threaten’d me
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too

;

And now, so you will let me quiet go.
To Athens will I bear my folly back
And follow you no further : let me go

:

You see how simple and how fond I am.
Her. Why, get you gone ; who is’t that hinde:

you?
Hel. A foolish heart, that I leave here behin<

Her. What, with Lysander?
Hel. With Demetrius. 3;

Lys. Be not afraid ; she shall not harm the<

Helena.
Dem. No, sir, she shall not, though you tak

her part.

Hel. O, when she’s angry, she is keen an
shrewd

!

She was a vixen when she went to school

;

And though she be but little, she is fierce.

Her. ‘Little’ again! nothing but ‘low’ an
‘ little ’

!

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus?
Let me come to her.

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf;
You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made ;

You bead, you acorn.

Dem. You are too officious 33
In her behalf that scorns your services.

Let her alone : speak not of Helena

;

Take not her part ; for, if thou dost intend
Never so little show of love to her.

Thou shalt aby it.

Lys. Now she holds me not

;

Now follow, if thou darest, to try whose right.

Of thine or mine, is most in Helena.
Dem. Follow! nay, I’ll go with thee, cheei

byjole. [ExeuntLysanderandDemetrius
Her. You, mistress, all this coil is ’long of you

Nay, go not back.
Hel. I will not trust you, I, 34

Nor longer stay in your curst company.
Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray,

My legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit
Her. I am amazed, and know not what to say

.
{Exit

Ole. This is thynegligence : still thou mistakes!
Or else committ’st thy knaveries wilfully.

Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook
Did not you tell me I should know the ? ia.n

By the Athenian garment he had on ?

And so far blameless proves my enterprise, 35c

That I have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes

;

And so far am I glad it so did sort

As this their jangling I esteem a sport.

Ole. Thou see’st these lovers seek a place tc

fight

:

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night

;

The starry welkin cover thou anon
With drooping fog as black as Acheron,
And lead these testy rivals so astray
As one come not within another’s way.
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue, <j

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong; 361.

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ;

And from each other look thou lead them thus,

Till o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep

With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep

:

Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye

;

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property,
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'o take from thence all error with his might,

md make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight.

Vhen they next wake, all this derision 370

hall seem a dream and fruitless vision,

md back to Athens shall the lovers wend,

Vith league whose date till death shall never end.

Vhiles I in this affair do thee employ,

’ll to my queen and beg her Indian boy;

md then I will her charmed eye release

'rom monster’s view, and all things shall be peace.

Puck. My fairy lord, this must be done with

haste,

'or night’s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast,

md yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger
;

380

Lt whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and

there, .....
'roop home to churchyards: damned spirits all,

'hat in crossways and floods have burial,

already to their wormy beds are gone

;

'or fear lest day should look their shames upon,

'hey wilfully themselves exile from light

mdmust for aye consort with black-brow’d night.

Obe. But we are spirits of another sort

:

with the morning’s love have oft made sport,

md, like a forester, the groves may tread, 390

wen till the eastern gate, all fiery-red,

)pening on Neptune with fair blessed beams,

'urns into yellow gold his salt green streams.

Jut, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay

:

Ve may effedl this business yet ere day. [.Exit

.

Puck. Up and down, up and down,
I will lead them up and down

:

I am fear’d in field and town

:

Goblin, lead them up and down,

lere comes one. 4°°

Re-enter Lysander.

Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak

\ thou now.
Puck. Here, villain; drawn and ready. Where

art thou?
Lys. I will be with thee straight.

Puck. Follow me, then,

d plainer ground.
{Exit Lysander,

asfollowing the voice.

Re-enter Demetrius.

Dent* Lysander ! speak again :

'hou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled?

peak! In some bush? where dost thou hide

thy head?
Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the

stars,

’elling the bushes that thou look’st for wars,

md wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thou

child

;

’ll whip thee with a rod : he is defiled 410
'hat draws a sword on thee.

Dem. . Yea, art thou there?

Puck. Followmy voice : we ’ll try no manhood
here. {Exeunt.

Re-enter Lysander.

Lys. He goes before me and still dares me on:

Vhen I come where he calls, then he is gone.
-'he villain is much lighter-heel’d than I

:

follow’d fast, but faster he did fly

;

That fallen am I in dark uneven way,
md here will rest me. {Lies downi] Come,

- thou gentle day

!

For if but once thou show me thy grey light,

I’ll find Demetrius and revenge this spite. {Sleeps.

Re-enter Puck and Demetrius.

Ptick. Ho, ho, hoi Coward, why comest
thou not? 421

Dem. Abide me, if thou darest ; for well I wot
Thou runn’st before me, shifting every place,

And darest not stand, nor look me in the face.

Where art thou now ?

Puck. Come hither : I am here.

Dem. Nay, then, thou mock’st me. Thou
shalt buy this dear,

If ever I thy face by daylight see :

Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me
To measure out my length on this cold bed.

By day’s approach look to be visited. 430
{Lies down and sleeps.

Re-enter Helena.

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night,

Abate thy hours ! Shine comforts from the east,

That I may back to Athens by daylight,

From these that my poor company detest

:

And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow’s eye,

Steal me awhile from mine own company.
{Lies down and sleeps.

Puck. Yet but three ? Come one more

;

Two of both kinds makes up four.

Here she comes, curst and sad

:

Cupid is a knavish lad, 440
Thus to make poor females mad.

Re-enter Hermia.

Her. Never so weary, never so in woe,
Bedabbled with the dew and torn with briers,

I can no further crawl, no further go

;

My legs can keep no pace with my desires.

Here will I rest me till the break of day.

Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray !

{Lies down and sleeps.

Puck. On the ground
Sleep sound

:

I’ll apply 45°

To your eye,

Gentle lover, remedy.
{Squeezing thejuice on Lysander's eyes.

When thou wakest,
Thou takest

True delight

In the sight

Of thy former lady’s eye

:

And the country proverb known,
That every man should take his own,
In your waking shall be shown

: 460
Jack shall have Jill

;

Nought shall go ill ;

’

The man shall have his mare again, and all shall

be well. {Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I. The same. Lysander, Demetrius,
Helena, and Hermia lying asleep..

Enter Titania and Bottom ;
Peaseblossom,

Cobweb, Moth, Mustardseed, and other

Fairies attending ; Oberon behind unseen.

Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed,

While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,
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And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head,
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

Bot. Where’s Peaseblossom ?

Peas. Ready.
Bot. Scratch my head, Peaseblossom. Where’s

Mounsieur Cobweb ?

Cob. Ready.
Bot. Mounsieur Cobweb, good mounsieur, get

you your weapons in your hand, and kill me a
red-hipped humble-bee on the top of a thistle

;

and, good mounsieur, bring me the honey-bag.
Do not fret yourself too much in the action,
mounsieur ; and, good mounsieur, have a care the
honey-bag break not ; I would be loath to have you
overflown with a honey-bag, signior. Where’s
Mounsieur Mustardseed?
Mus. Ready.
Bot. Give me your neaf, Mounsieur Mustard-

seed. Pray you, leave your courtesy, good moun-
sieur.

Mus. What’s your will ?

Bot. Nothing, good mounsieur, but to help
Cavalery Cobweb to scratch. I must to the bar-
ber’s, mounsieur ; for methinks I am marvellous
hairy about the face

; and I am such a tender ass,
if my hair do but tickle me, I must scratch.

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, my
sweet love ? 30
Bot. I have a reasonable good ear in music.

Let’s have the tongs and the bones.
Tita. Or say, sweet love, what thou desirest

to eat.

Bot. Truly, a peck of provender : I could
munch your good dry oats. Methinks I have a
great desire to a bottle of hay

:
good hay, sweet

hay, hath no fellow.

Tita.

'

I have a venturous fairy that shall seek
The squirrel’s hoard, and fetch thee new nuts. 40
Bot. I had rather have a handful or two of

dried peas. But, I pray you, let none of your
people stir me : I have an exposition of sleep
come upon me.

Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my
arms.

Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away.
[Exeuntfairies.

So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle
Gently entwist

; the female ivy so
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm.
O, how I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! 50

[ They sleep.

Enter Puck.

Obe. [Advancing] Welcome, good Robin.
See’st thou this sweet sight ?

Her dotage now I do begin to pity:
For, meeting her of late behind the wood,
Seeking sweet favours for this hateful fool,

I did upbraid her and fall out with her ;

For she his hairy temples then had rounded
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers

;

And that same dew, which sometime on the buds
Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls.
Stood now within the pretty flowerets’ eyes 60
Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail.
When I had at my pleasure taunted her
And she in mild terms begg’d my patience,
I then did ask of her her changeling child ;

Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent

To bear him to my bower in fairy land.
And now I have the boy, I will undo
This hateful imperfection of her eyes

:

And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp
From off the head of this Athenian swain

; 70
That, he awaking when the other do,
May all to Athens back again repair
And think no more of this night’s accidents
But as the fierce vexation of ar dream.
But first I will release the fairy queen.

Be as thou wast wont to be

;

See as thou wast wont to see

:

Dian’s bud o’er Cupid’s flower
Hath such force and blessed power.

Now, my Titania; wake you, my sweet queen.
Tita. My Oberon ! what visions have I seen

!

Methought I was enamour’d of an ass.

Obe. There lies your love.

Tita

.

How came these things to pass?

0, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now !

Obe. Silence awhile. Robin, take off this head.
Titania, music call ; and strike more dead
Than common sleep of all these five the sense.

Tita. Music, ho ! music, such as charmeth
sleep

!
[Music, still.

Puck. Now, when thou wakest, with thine
own fool’s eyes -peep.

Obe. Sound, music ! Come, my queen, take
hands with me, 90

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be.
Now thou and I are new in amity
And will to-morrow midnight solemnly
Dance in Duke Theseus’ house triumphantly
And bless it to all fair prosperity

:

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity.

Puck. Fairy king, attend, and mark:
I do hear the morning lark.

Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad, 100 I

Trip we after the night’s shade :

We the globe can compass soon,
Swifter than the wandering moon.

Tita. Come, my lord, and in our flight

Tell me how it came this night
That I sleeping here was found
With these mortals on the ground.

[Exeunt,
jj

[Horns winded within.

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and train.

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester;

For now our observation is perform’d;
And since we have the vaward of the day, no
My love shall hear the music of my hounds.
Uncouple in the western valley ; let them go :

Dispatch, J say, and find the forester.

[Exit an A ttendant.
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top
And mark the musical confusion

Of hounds and echo in conjunction. .

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once,
When in a wood of Crete they bay’d the bear
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear
Such gallant chiding; for, besides the groves, 120
The skies, -the fountains, every region near
Seem’d all one mutual cry: I never heard
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. -

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan
H-r kind,
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So flew’d, so sanded, and their heads are hung

With ears that sweep away the morning dew ;

Crook-knee’d, and dew-lapp’d like Thessalian

bulls;

Slow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like bells,

Each under each. A cry more tuneable 12

1

Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn,

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly

:

Judge when you hear. But, soft ! what nymphs
are these ?

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here

asleep

;

And this, Lysander ; this Demetrius is

;

This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena :

I wonder of their being here together.

The. No doubt they rose up early to observe

The rite of May, and, hearing our intent, 130

Came here in grace of our solemnity.

But speak, Egeus ;
is not this the day

That Hermia should give answer of her choice?

Ege. It is, my lord.

The. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with

their horns. \Hornsandshoutwithin. Lys .,

Bern., Hel., and Her., 'wake and start up.

Good morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past:

Begin these wpod-birds but to couple now ?

Lys. Pardon, my lord.

The. I pray you all, stand up.

I know you two are rival enemies

:

How comes this gentle concord in the world, 140

That hatred is so far from jealousy.

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity?

Lys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly,

Half sleep, half waking : but as yet, I swear,

I cannot truly say how I came here

;

But, as I think,—for truly would I speak,

And now do I bethink me, so it is,

—

I came with Hermia hither : our intent

Was to be gone from Athens, where we might,

Without the peril of the Athenian law. 150

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord; you have
enough

:

I beg the law, the law, upon his head.

They would have stolen away; they would,

Demetrius,
Thereby to have defeated you and me,
You of your wife and me of my consent,

.

Of my consent that she should be your wife.

Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their

stealth,

Of this their purpose hither to this wood

;

And I in fury hither follow’d them,
Fair Helena in fancy following me. 160

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,

—

But by some power it is,—my love to Hermia,
Melted as the snow;, seems to me now
As the remembrance of an idle gaud
Which in my childhood I did dote upon

;

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart,

The objedt and the pleasure of mine eye,
Is only Helena. To her, my lord,

Was I betroth’d ere I saw Hermia:
But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food ; 170
But, as in health, come to my natural taste,

Now I do wish it, love it, long for it,

And will for evermore be true to it.

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met:
Of this discourse we more will hear anon.
Egeus, I will overbear your will

;

For in the temple, by and by, with us

These couples shall eternally be knit

:

And, for the morning now is something worn,

Our purposed hunting shall be set aside. 180

Away with us to Athens ;
three and three,

We’ll hold a feast in great solemnity.

Come, Hippolyta.
[Exeunt The., Hip., Ege., and train.

Dem. These things seem small and undis-

tinguishable,

Like far-off mountains turned into clouds.

Her. Methinks I see these things with parted

eye,

When every thing seems double.

Hel. So methinks

:

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel,

Mine own, and not mine own.
Dem. Are you sure

That we are awake? It seems to me 190

That yet we sleep, we dream. Do not you think

The duke was here, and bid us follow him?
Her. Yea; and my father.

Hel. And Hippolyta.

Lys. And he did bid us follow to the temple.

Dem. Why, then, we are awake : let’s follow

him

;

And by the way let us recount our dreams.
[Exeunt.

Bot. [Awaking] When my cue comes, call me,

and I will answer : my next is, ‘ Most fair Pyra-

mus.’ Heigh-ho l Peter Quince! Flute, the bel-

lows-mender ! Snout, the tinker! Starveling!

God^s my life, stolen hence, and left me asleep !

I have had a most x*are vision. I have had a

dream, past the wit of man to say what dream it

was : man is but an ass, if he go about to expound
this dream. Methought I was—there is no man
can tell what. Methought I was,—and methought
I had,—but man is but a patched fool, if he will

offer to say what methought I had. The eye of

man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not

seen, man’s hand is not able to taste, his tongue

to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my
dream was. I will get Peter Quince to write a

ballad of this dream : it shall be called Bottom’s

Dream, because it hath no bottom; and I will

sing it in the latter end of a play, before the

duke: peradventure, to make it the more gra-

cious,! I shall sing it at her death. [Exit.

Scene II. A them. Quince’s house.

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and'

Starveling.

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom’s house? is'

he come home yet?

Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt

he is transported.

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marred

:

it goes not forward, doth it?

Quin. It is not possible : you have not a man
in all Athens able to discharge Pyramus but he.

Flu. No, he hath simply the best wit of any
handicraft man in Athens. 10

Quin. Yea, and the best person too; and he

is a very paramour for a sweet voice.

Flu. You must say ‘paragon :’ a paramour is,

God bless us, a thing of naught.
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Enter Snug.

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the

temple, and there is two or three lords and ladies

more married : if our sport had gone forward, we
had all been made men.
Flu. O sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he

lost sixpence a day during his life ; he could not
have ’scaped sixpence a day : an the duke had
not given him sixpence a day for playing Pyra-

mus, I ’ll be hanged ; he would have deserved it

:

sixpence a day in Pyramus, cr nothing.

Enter Bottom.

Rot. Where are these lads? where are these
hearts ?

Quin. Bottom ! O most courageous day ! O
most happy hour

!

Rot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but
ask me not what ; for if I tell you, I am no true
Athenian. T will tell you every thing, right as
it fell out.

Qitin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom.
Rot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell

you is, that the duke hath dined. Get your
apparel together, good strings to your beards,
new ribbons to your pumps ; meet presently at

the palace ; every man look o’er his part
;
for

the short and the long is, our play is preferred.

In any case, let Thisby have clean linen ; and let

not him that plays the lion pare his nails, for

they shall hang out for the lion’s claws. And,
most dear adtors, eat no onions nor garlic, for we
are to utter sweet breath; and I do not doubt
but to hear them say, it is a sweet comedy. No
more words : away

!
go, away

! [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. Athens. Thepalace of Theseus.

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate,
Lords, and Attendants.

Hip. ’Tis strange, my Theseus, that these
lovers speak of.

The. More strange than true : I never may
believe

These antique fables, nor these fairy toys.

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains,

Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend
More than cool reason ever comprehends.
The lunatic, the lover and the poet
Are of imagination all compadt:
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold,

That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic, io
Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Egypt:
The poet’s eye, in a fine frenzy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to

heaven

;

And as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen
Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing
A local habitation and a name.
Such tricks hath strong imagination.
That, if it would but apprehend some joy.
It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 20
Or in the night, imagining some fear,

How easy is a bush supposed a bear !

Hip. But all the story of the night told over,

And all their minds transfigured so together,

More witness'eth than fancy’s images
And grows to something of great constancy

;

But, howsoever, strange and admirable.
The. Here come the lovers, full of joy and

mirth.

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, LIermia, and
Helena.

Joy, gentle friends ! joy and fresh days of love
Accompany your hearts

!

Lys. More than to us 30
Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed !

The. Come now ; what masques, what dances
shall we have,

To wear away this long age of three hours
Between our after-supper and bed-time ?

Where is our usual manager of mirth ?

What revels are in hand ? Is there no play.
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour ?

Call Philostrate.

Phil. Here, mighty Theseus.
The. Say, what abridgement have you for this

j

evening ?

What masque? what music? How shall we be-
j

guile 40
The lazy time, if not with some delight ?

Phil. There is a brief how many sports are

ripe :

Make choice of which your highness will see first.

[Giving apaper.
The. [Reads] ‘The battle with the Centaurs, to

be sung
By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.’

We’ll none of that : that have I told my love.

In glory of my kinsman Hercules.
[Reads] ‘The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals,
Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.’

That is an old device ; and it was play’d 50
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror.
[Reads] ‘The thrice three Muses mourning for

the death
Of Learning, late deceased in beggary/
That is some satire, keen and critical,

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony.
[Reads] ‘A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus
And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth.’

Merry and tragical ! tedious and brief!

f That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow.
How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 60
Phil. A play there is, my lord, some ten words

.

lo?£’
Which is as brief as I have known a play

;

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long,

Which makes it tedious ; for in all the play
There is not one word apt, one player fitted

:

And tragical, my noble lord, it is ;

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself.

Which, when I saw rehearsed, I must confess,
I

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears

The passion of loud laughter never shed. 70
The. What are they that do play it ?

Phil. Hard-handed men that work in Athens
j

here,
Which never labour’d in their minds till now,
And now have toil’d their unbreathed memories

|

With this same play, against your nuptial.

The. And we will hear it.

Phil. No, my noble lord ;

It is not for you : I have heard it over, .
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Vnd it is nothing, nothing in the world ;

Unless you can find sport in their intents,

Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain, 80

To do you service.

The. I will hear that play

;

For never anything can be amiss,

When simpleness and duty tender it.

Uo, bring them in : and take your places, ladies.

[Exit Philostrate.

Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o’ercharged

Mid duty in his service perishing.

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no

such thing.

Hip. He says they can do nothing in this

kind.

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for

nothing.

3ur sport shall be to take what they mistake : 90

Mid what poor duty cannot do, noble respedt

r Takes it in might, not merit.

Where I have come, great clerks have purposed

To greet me with premeditated welcomes ;

Where I have seen them shiver and look pale,

Make periods in the midst of sentences,

Throttle their practised accent in their fears

Mid in,conclusion dumbly have broke off.

Mot paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet,

Uut of this silence yet I pick’d a welcome ;
100

\nd in the modesty of fearful duty

[ read as much as from the rattling tongue

3f saucy and audacious eloquence.

Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity

in least speak most, to my capacity.

Re-enter Philostrate.

Phil. So please your grace, the Prologue is

address’d.

The. Let him approach. [Flourish oftrumpets.

Enter Quincefor the Prologue.

°ro. If we offend, it is with our good will.

That you should think, we come not to offend,

3ut with good will. To show our simple skill, no
That is the true beginning of our end.

Consider then we come but in despite.

We do not come as minding to content you,

3ur true intent is. All for your delight

We are not here. That you should here repent

you,
The adtors are at hand and by their show
ifou shall know all that you are like to know.
The. This fellow doth not stand upon points.

Lys. He hath rid his prologue like a rough
:olt ; he knows not the stop. A good moral, my
ord : it is not enough to speak, but to speak true.

Hip. Indeed he hath played on his prologue

ike a child on a recorder ;
a sound, but not in

government.
The. His speech was like a tangled chain;

lothing impaired, but all disordered. Who is

lext?

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall,
Moonshine, and Lion.

Pro. Gentles, perchance you wonder at this

show

;

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain.

This man is Pyramus, if you would know ; 130

This beauteous lady Thisby is certain.

This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present
Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers

sunder

;

And through Wall’s chink, poor souls, they are

content
To whisper. At the which let no man wonder.

This man, with lanthorn, dog, and bush of thorn,

Presenteth Moonshine ; for, if you will know,
By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn

To meet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to woo.
This grisly beast, which Lion hight by name, 140
The trusty Thisby, coming first by night,

Did scare away, or rather did affright;

And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall.

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain.

Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall,

And finds his trusty Thisby’s mantle slain :

Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade,

He bravely broach’d his boiling bloody breast;

And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade,
His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest,

Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain 15

1

At large discourse, while here they do remain.

[Exeunt Prologue
,
Thisbe

,
Lion

,
and

Moonshine.
The. I wonder if the lion be to speak.
Dem. No wonder, my lord: one lion may,

when many asses do.

Wall. In this same interlude it doth befall

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall

;

And such a wall, as I would have you think,

That had in it a crannied hole or chink,

Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby,
Did whisper often very secretly. 161

This loam, this rough-cast and this stone doth
show

That I am that same wall ;
the truth is so

:

And this the cranny is, right and sinister,

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper.
The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak

better?
Dem. It is the wittiest partition that ever I

heard discourse, my lord.

Enter Pyramus.

The. Pyramus draws near the wall: silence!

Pyr. O grim-look’d night! O night with hue
so black ! 171

0 night, which ever art when day is not

!

O night
, O night ! alack, alack, alack,

1 fear my Thisby’s promise is forgot

!

And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall,

That stand’st between her father’s ground and
mine

!

Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall,

Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine
eyne ! [ Wall holds up hisfingers.

Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well for

this!

But what see I ? No Thisby do I see. 180
O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss

!

Cursed be thy stones for thus deceiving me !

The. The wall, methinks, being sensible, should
curse again.

Pyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not. ‘De-
ceiving me ’ is Thisby’s cue : she is to enter now,
and I am to spy her through the wall. You shall

12
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see, it will fall pat as I told you. Yonder she

comes.

Enter Thisbe.

This. O wall, full often hast thou heard my
moans, *9°

For parting my fair Pyramus and me !

My cherry lips have often kiss’d thy stones,

Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.

Pyr. I see a voice : now will I to the chink,

To spy an I can hear my Thisby’s face.

Thisby !

This. My love thou art, my love I think.

Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover’s

grace ;

And, like Limander, am I trusty still.

This. And I like Helen, till the Fates me kill.

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.

This. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you._

Pyr. 0
,
kiss me through the holef of this vile

wall

!

This. I kiss the wall’s hole, not your lips at all.

Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me
straightway?

This. ’Tide life, ’tide death, I come without

delay. [Exeunt Pyramus and Thisbe.

Wall. Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged

so;

And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. [Exit.

The . Now is the mural down between the two
neighbours.
Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so

wilful to hear without warning. 21

1

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard.

The. The best in this kind are but shadows

;

and the worst are no worse, if imagination amend
them.
Hip. It must be your imagination then, and

not theirs.

The. If we imagine no worse of them than

they of themselves, they may pass for excellent

men. Here come two noble beasts in, a man and a

lion. 221

Enter Lion and Moonshine.

Lion. You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do

fear

The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on

floor,

May now perchance both quake and tremble here,

When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar.

Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am
A lion-fell, nor else no lion’s dam ;

For, if I should as lion come in strife

Into this place, ’twere pity on my life.

The. A very gentle beast, and of a good con-

science. 231

Dem. The very best at a beast, my lord, that

e’er I saw.
Lys. This lion is a very fox for his valour.

The. True ;
and a goose for his discretion.

Dem. Not so, my lord
;
for his valour cannot

carry his discretion ; and the fox carries the

goose.

The. His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry

his valour ; for the goose carries not the fox. It is

well : leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to

the moon.

Moon. This lanthorn doth the horned moon
present ;

—

Dem. He should have worn the horns on his

head.
The. He is no crescent, and his horns are in-

visible within the circumference.

Moon. This lapthorn doth the horned moon
present

;

Myself the man i’ the moon do seem to be.

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest

:

the man should be put into the lanthorn. How is

it else the man i’ the moon ?

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle ;

for, you see, it is already in snuff.

Hip. I am aweary of this moon : would he
j

would change

!

The. It appears, by his small light of discre- 1

tion, that he is in the wane ; but yet, in courtesy,
|

in all reason, we must stay the time.

Lys. Proceed, Moon. 260

Moon. All that I have to say, is, to tell you
that the lanthorn is the moon ;

I, the man in the

moon ; this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush ; and this

dog, my dog.
Dem. Why, all these should be in the lanthorn

;

for all these are in the moon. But, silence ! here

comes Thisbe.

Enter Thisbe.

This. This is old Ninny’s tomb. Where is

my love ?

Lio?i. [Roaring} Oh- [Thisbe rtins off

.

Dem . Well roared, Lion. 270

The. Well run, Thisbe.

Hip. Well shone, Moon. Truly, the moon
shines with a good grace.

.

[The Lion shakes Thisbe’s mantle,
and exit.

The. Well moused, Liom
Lys. And so the lion vanished.

Dem. And then came Pyramus.

Ejiter Pyramus.

Pyr. Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy sunny
beams

;

I thank thee, Moon, for shining now so bright;

For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams,

I trust to take of truest Thisby sight. 280
|

But stay, 0 spite !.

But mark, poor knight,

What dreadful dole is here !

Eyes, do you see?

How can it be?
0 dainty duck ! O dear

!

Thy mantle good,
What, stain’d with blood

!

Approach, ye Furies fell!

O Fates, come, come, 290
Cut thread and thrum

;

Quail, crush, conclude, and quell

!

The. This passion, and the death of a dear

friend, would go near to make a man look sad.

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man.

Pyr. O wherefore, Nature, didst thou lions

frame ?

Since lion vile hath here deflower’d my dear :

Which is—no, no—which was the fairest dame
That lived, that loved, that liked, that look’d

with cheer.
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Come, tears, confound ;
3°°

Out, sword, and wound
The pap of Pyramus

;

Ay, that left pap,

Where heart doth hop :
[Stabs himself.

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.

Now am I dead,

Now am I fled

;

My soul is in the sky

:

Tongue, lose thy light

;

Moon, take thy flight :
[ExitMoonshine.

Now die, die, die, die, die. [Dies.

Dem. No die, but an ace, for him ;
for he is

but one. _ . , ,

Lys. Less than an ace, man ;
for he is dead

;

he is nothing.
.

The. With the help of a surgeon he might yet

recover, and prove an ass.

Hip. How chance Moonshine is gone before

Thisbe comes back and finds her lover?

The. She will find him by starlight. Here

she comes ;
and her passion ends the play. 321

Re-enter Thisbe.

Hip. Methinks she should not use a long one

for such a Pyramus : I hope she will be brief.
_

Dem. A mote will turn the balance, which

Pyramus, which Thisbe, is the better ;
he for a

man, God warrant us; she for a woman, God
bless us. _ . , ,

Lys. She hath spied him already with those

sweet eyes.

Dem. And thus she means, videlicet 330

This. Asleep, my love ?

What, dead, my dove ?

O Pyramus, arise !

Speak, speak. Quite dumb ?

Dead, dead ? A tomb
Must cover thy sweet eyes.

These lily lips,

This cherry nose,

These yellow cowslip cheeks,

Are gone, are gone : 34°

Lovers, make moan

:

His eyes were, green as leeks.

O Sisters Three,

Come, come to me,
With hands as pale as milk

;

Lay them in gore,

Since you have shore

With shears his thread of silk.

Tongue, not a word :

Come, trusty sword ; 350

Come, blade, my breast imbrue

:

herself.

And, farewell, friends

;

Thus Thisby ends

:

Adieu, adieu, adieu. IDies

.

The. Moonshine and Lion are left to bury

the dead.
Dem. Ay, and Wall too.

Bot. [Starting up] No, I assure you ; the wall

is down that parted their fathers. Will it please

you to see the epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask
dance between two of our company ? 361

The. No epilogue, I pray you; for your play

needs no excuse. Never excuse ;
for when the

players are all dead, there need none to be blamed.

Marry, if he that writ it had played Pyramus and
hanged himself in Thisbe’s garter, it would have
been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly

;
and very

notably discharged. But, come, your Bergo-

mask : let your epilogue alone. [A dance.

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve

:

Lovers, to bed; ’tis almost fairy time. 371
I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn
As much as we this night have overwatch’d.

This palpable-gross play hath well beguiled

The heavy gait of night. Sweet friends, to bed.

A fortnight hold we this solemnity,

In nightly revels and new jollity. [Exeunt.

Enter Puck.

Puck. Now the hungry lion roars,

And the wolf behowls the moon

;

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 380
All with weary task fordone.

Now the wasted brands do glow,

Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud,

Puts the wretch that lies in woe
In remembrance of a shroud.

Now it is the time of night

That the graves all gaping wide,

Every one lets forth his sprite,

In the church-way paths to glide :

And we fairies, that do run 390
By the triple Hecate’s team,

From the presence of the sun,

Following darkness like a dream,
Now are frolic : not a mouse .

Shall disturb this hallow’d house

:

I am sent with broom before,

To sweep the dust behind the door.

Enter Oberon and Titania with their train.

Obe. Through the house give glimmeringlight,

By the dead and drowsy fire :

Every elf and fairy sprite
_

400

Hop as light as bird from brier

;

And this ditty, after me,
Sing, and dance it trippingly.

Tita. First, rehearse your song by rote.

To each word a warbling note :

Hand in hand, with fairy grace,

Will we sing, and bless this place.

[Song and dance.

Obe. Now, until the break of day,

Through this house each fairy stray.

To the best bride-bed will we, 410
Which by us shall blessed be

;

And the issue there create

Ever shall be fortunate.

So shall all the couples three

Ever true in loving be

;

And the blots of Nature’s hand
Shall not in their issue stand

;

Never mole, hare lip, nor scar,

Nor mark prodigious, spch as are

Despised in nativity, 420
Shall upon their children be.

With this field-dew consecrate,

Every fairy take his gait

;

And each several chamber bless,

Through this palace, with sweet peace ;

And the owner of it blest

12—

2
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Ever shall in safety rest.

Trip away ; make no stay ;

Meet me all by break of day.
[Exeunt Oberon

,
Titania

,
and train.

Puck. If we shadows have offended, 430
Think but this, and all is mended,
That you have but slumber’d here
While these visions did appear.

And this weak and idle theme,
No more yielding but a dream.

Gentles, do not reprehend :

If you pardon, we will mend

:

And, as I am an honest Puck,
If we have unearned luck
Now to ’scape the serpent’s tongue, 440
We will make amends ere long

;

Else the Puck a liar call

:

So, good night unto you all.

Give me your hands, if we be friends,

And Robin shall restore amends. [Exit.

i

I

1
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Scene: Partly at Venice
,
and partly at Bel-

mont, the seat ofPortia, on the Continent.

ACT I.

Scene I. Venice. A street.

Enter Antonio, Salarino, and Salanio.

Ant. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad

:

1 1 wearies me ;
you say it wearies you

;

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it,

What stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is born,

I am to learn ;

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me,

That I have much ado to know myself.

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean

;

There, where your argosies with portly sail,

Like signiors and rich burghers on the flood, io

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea,

Do overpeer the petty traffickers,

That curtsy to them, do them reverence.

As they fly by them with their woven wings.

Salan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth,

The better part of my affections would

Be with my hopes abroad. I. should, be still
_

Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind.

Peering in maps for ports and piers and roads ;

And every objedt that might make me fear 20

Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt

Would make me sad.

Salar. My wind cooling my broth

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought

What harm a wind too great at sea might do.

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run,

But I should think of shallows and of flats,

And see my wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand,

Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs

To kiss her burial. Should I go to church

And see the holy edifice of stone, 30

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks,

Which touching but my gentle vessel’s side,

Would scatter all her spices on the stream,

Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks,

And, in a word, but even now worth this,

And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought

To think on this, and shall I lack the thought

That such a thing bechanced would make me sad?

But tell not me ; I know, Antonio
_

Is sad to think upon his merchandise.

Ant. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it,

My ventures are not in one bottom trusted,

Nor to one place ;
nor is my whole estate

Upon the fortune of this present year :

Therefore my merchandise makes me not sad.

Salar. Why, then you are in love.

Ant. Fie, fie !

Salar. Not in love neither ? Then let us say

you are sad,

Because you are not merry : and ’twere as easy

For you to laugh and leap and say you are merry,

Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed

Janus,
_ .

5°

Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time :

Some that will evermore peep through their eyes

And laugh like parrots at a bag-piper,

And other of such vinegar aspe<5l

That they’ll not show their teeth in way of smile,

Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano.

Salan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble

kinsman,
Gratiano and Lorenzo. Fare ye well

:

We leave you now with better company.

Salar. I would have stay’d till I had made
you merry, bo

If worthier friends had not prevented me.

Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard.

I take it, your own business calls on you
And you embrace the occasion to depart.

Salar. Good morrow, my good lords.

Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we
laugh ? say, when ?

You grow exceeding strange : must it be so?

Salar. We’ll make our leisures to attend on
yours.

[.Exeunt Salarino and Salanio.

Lor. My Lord Bassanio, since you have found

Antonio,
We two will leave you : but at dinner-time, 70

I pray you, have in mind where we must meet.

Bass. I will not fail you.

Gra. You look not well, Signior Antonio

;

You have too much respedt upon the world

:

40
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They lose it that do buy it with much care :

Believe me, you are marvellously changed.
Ant. I hold the world but as the world,

Gratiano

;

A stage where every man must play a part.

And mine a sad one.

Gra. Let me play the fool

:

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come,
And let my liver rather heat with wine 81

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans.
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within,

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ?

Sleep when he wakes and creep into the jaundice
By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio—
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks

—

There are a sort of men whose visages
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond,
And do a wilful stillness entertain, go
With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit,

As who should say ‘

I am Sir Oracle,
And when I ope my lips let no dog bark !

’

0 my Antonio, I do know of these
That therefore only are reputed wise
For saying nothing, when, I am very sure,

If they should speak, would almost damn those ears

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers
fools.

1 ’ll tell thee more of this another time : ioo
But fish not, with this melancholy bait,

For this fool gudgeon, this opinion.

Come, good Lorenzo. Fare ye well awhile :

I ’ll end my exhortation after dinner.

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner-
time :

I must be one of these same dumb wise men,
For Gratiano never lets me speak.

Gra. Well, keepme company but two years moe,
Thou shalt notknow the sound of thine own tongue.
A 7it. Farewell : I’ll grow a talker for this gear.

Gra. Thanks, i’ faith, for silence is only com-
mendable

In a neat’s tongue dried and a maid not vendible.

\Exeunt Gratiano and Lorenzo.
Ant. Is that any thing now?
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of no-

thing, more than any man in all Venice. His
reasons are as two grains of wheat hid in two
bushels of chaff

:
you shall seek all day ere you

find them, and when you have them, they are
not worth the search.

Ant. Well, tell me now what lady is the same
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 120
That you to-day promised to tell me of?

Bass. ’Tis not unknown to you, Antonio,
How much I have disabled mine estate,

By something showing a more swelling port
Than my faint means would grant continuance

:

Nor do I now make moan to be abridged
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care

Is to come fairly off from the great debts
Wherein my time something too prodigal
Hath left me gaged. To you, Antonio, 130
I owe the most, in money and in love,

And from your love I have a warranty
To unburden all my plots and purposes
How to get clear of all the debts I owe.
A nt. I prayyou, good Bassanio, let me know it

;

And if it stand, as you yourself still do,

Within the eye of honour, be assured,
My purse, my person, my extremest means.
Lie all unlock’d to your occasions.

Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one
shaft, 140

I shot his fellow of the self-same flight

The self-same way with more advised watch,
To find the other forth, and by adventuring both
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof,

Because what follows is pure innocence!
I owe you much, and, like a wilful youth,
That which I owe is lost ; but if you please
To shoot another arrow that self way
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt,
As I will watch the aim, or to find both 150
Or bring your latter hazard back again
And thankfully rest debtor for the first.

Ant. You know me well, and herein spend
but time

To wind about my love with circumstance ;

And out of doubt you do me now more wrong
In making question of my uttermost
Than if you had made waste of all I have :

Then do but say to me what I should do
That in your knowledge may by me be done,
And I am prest unto it : therefore, speak. 160

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left

;

And she is fair and, fairer than that word,
Of wondrous virtues : sometimes from her eyes
I did receive fair speechless messages

:

Her name is Portia, nothing undervalued
To Cato’s daughter, Brutus’ Portia:
Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth,
For the four winds blow in from every coast
Renowned suitors, and her sunny locks
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 170
Whichmakes her seat of Belmont Colchos’ strand,
And many Jasons come in quest of her.

0 my Antonio, had I but the means
To hold a rival place with one of them,
1 have a mind presages me such thrift,

That I should questionless be fortunate !

A nt. Thou know’st that all my fortunes are
at sea

;

Neither have I money nor commodity
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth ;

Try what my credit can in Venice do : 180
That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost,
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia.

Go, presently inquire, and so will I,

Where money is, and I no question make
To have it of my trust or for my sake. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Belmont. A room in Portia’s house.

Enter Portia and Nerissa.

Por. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is

aweary of this great world.

Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your
miseries were in the same abundance as your good
fortunes are : and yet, for aught I see, they are

as sick that surfeit with too much as they that

starve with nothing. It is no mean happiness
therefore, to be seated in the mean : superfluity

comes sooner by white hairs, but competency
lives longer. 10

Por. Good sentences and well pronounced.
Ner. They would be better, if well followed.

Por. If to do were as easy as to know what
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were good to do, chapels had been churches and

poor men’s cottages princes’ palaces. It is a good

divine that follows his own instructions : I can

easier teach twenty what were good to be done,

than be one of the twenty to follow mine own
teaching. The brain may devise laws for the

blood, but a hot temper leaps o’er a cold decree

:

such a hare is madness the youth, to skip o’er the

meshes of good counsel the cripple. But this

reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me a

husband. O me, the word ‘ choose !’ I may nei-

ther choose whom I would nor refuse whom I

dislike ; so is the will of a living daughter curbed

by the will of a dead father. Is it not hard,

Nerissa, that I cannot choose one nor refuse

none ? .
?9

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous ;
and holy

men at their death have good inspirations:

therefore the lottery, that he hath devised in

these three chests of gold, silver and lead,

whereof who chooses his meaning chooses you,

will, no doubt, never be chosen by any rightly

but one who shall rightly love. But what warmth
is there in your affedtion towards any of these

princely suitors that are already come ?

Por. I pray thee, over-name them ;
and as

thou namest them, I will describe them; and,

according to my description, level at my affec-

tion.

Ner. "First, there is the Neapolitan prince.

Por. Ay, that’s a colt indeed, for he doth

nothing but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a

great appropriation to his own good parts, that he

can shoe him himself. I am much afeard my lady

his mother played false with a smith.

Ner. Then there is the County Palatine.

Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who
should say ‘ If you will not have me, choose he

hears merry tales and smiles not : I fear he will

prove the weeping philosopher when he grows

old, being so full of unmannerly sadness in his

youth. I had rather be married to a death’s-

head with a bone in his mouth than to either of

these. God defend me from these two !

Ner. How say you by the French lord, Mon-
sieur Le Bon?
Por. God made him, and therefore let him

pass for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be

a mocker : but, he ! why, he hath a horse better

than the Neapolitan’s, a better bad habit of

frowning than the Count Palatine ;
he is every

man in no man ;
if a throstle sing, he falls straight

a capering : he will fence with his own shadow

:

if I should marry him, I should marry twenty
husbands. If he would despise me, I would for-

give him, for if he love me to madness, I shall

never requite him.
<

70
Ner. What say you, then, to Falconbridge,

the young baron of England ?

Por. You know I say nothing to him, for he
understands not me, nor I him : he hath neither

Latin, French, nor Italian, and you will come
into the court and swear that I have a poor
pennyworth in the English. He is a proper man’s
pi<5ture, but, alas, who can converse with a dumb-
show? How oddly he is suited! I think he
bought his doublet in Italy, his round hose in

France, his bonnet in Germany and his beha-

viour every where.

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his

neighbour?
Por. That he hath a neighbourly charity in

him, for he borrowed a box of the ear of the

Englishman and swore he would pay him again

when he was able: I think the Frenchman be-

came his surety and sealed under for another.

Ner. How like you the young German, the

Duke of Saxony’s nephew?
#

91
Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is

sober, and most vilely in the afternoon, when he
is drunk: when he is best, he is a little worse
than a man, and when he is worst, he is little

better than a beast : an the worst fall that ever

fell, I hope I shall make shift to go without
him.
Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose

the right casket, you should refuse to perform
your father’s will, if you should refuse to accept

him.
Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray

thee, set a deep glass of rhenish wine on the

contrary casket, for if the devil be within and
that temptation without, I know he will choose it.

I will do any thing, Nerissa, ere I’ll be married

to a sponge.
Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any

of these lords: they have acquainted me with

their determinations ;
which is, indeed, to return

to their home and to trouble you with no more
suit, unless you may be won by some other sort

than your father’s imposition depending on the

caskets.

Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will

die as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by
the manner of my father’s will. I am glad this

parcel of wooers are so reasonable, for there is

not one among them but I dote on his very

absence, and I pray God grant them a fair de-

parture.

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your
father’s time, a Venetian, a scholar and a soldier,

that came hither in company of the Marquis of

Montferrat?
Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think, he

was so called.

Ner. True, madam : he, of all the men that

ever my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best

deserving a fair lady. 131

Por. I remember him well, and I remember
him worthy of thy praise.

Enter a Serving-man.

How now ! what news?
Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam,

to take their leave : and there is a forerunner
come from a fifth, the Prince of Morocco, who
brings word the prince his master will be here
to-night.

>
139

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so

good a heart as I can bid the other four farewell,

I should be glad of his approach : if he have the

condition of a saint and the complexion of a
devil, I had rather he should shrive me than
wive me.
Come, Nerissa. Sirrah, go before.

Whiles we shut the gates upon one wooer, another
knocks at the door. [Exeunt.
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[Act 1.

Scene III. Venice. A public place.

Enter Bassanio and Shylock:.

Shy. Three thousand ducats ; well.

Bass. Ay, sir, for three months.
Shy. For three months ; well.

Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio
shall be bound.
Shy. Antonio shall become bound ; well.

Bass. May you stead me? will you pleasure
me? shall I know your answer?
Shy. Three thousand ducats for three months

and Antonio bound. 10
Bass. Your answer to that.

Shy. Antonio is a good man.
Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the

contrary?
Shy. Oh, no, no, no, no: my meaning in

saying he is a good man is to have you under-
stand me that he is sufficient. Yet his means are
in supposition: he hath an argosy bound to Tri-
polis, another to the Indies; I understand, more-
over, upon the Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico,
a fourth for England, and other ventures he hath,
squandered abroad. But ships are but boards,
sailors but men: there be land-rats and water-
rats, water-thieves and land-thieves, I mean
pirates, and then there is the peril of waters,
winds and rocks. The man is, notwithstanding,
sufficient. Three thousand ducats; I think I

may take his bond.
Bass. Be assured you may.
Shy. I will be assured I may; and, that I

may be assured, I will bethink me. May I speak
with Antonio?
Bass. If it please you to dine with us.
Shy. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habi-

tation which your prophet the Nazarite conjured
the devil into. I will buy with you, sell with
you, talk with you, walk with you, and so follow-
ing, but I will not eat with you, drink with you,
nor pray with you. What news on the Rialto?
Who is he comes here ? 40

Enter Antonio.
Bass. This is Signior Antonio.
Shy. [Aside] How like a fawning publican he

looks

!

I hate him for he is a Christian,
But more for that in low simplicity
He lends out money gratis and brings down
The rate of usance here with us in Venice.
If I can catch him once’upon the hip,

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.
He hates our sacred nation, and he rails,

Even there where merchants most do congregate,
On me, my bargains and my well-won thrift, 51
Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe.

If I forgive him !

Bass. Shylock, do you hear ?

Shy. I am debating of my present store,

And, by the near guess of my memory,
I cannot instantly raise up the gross
Of full three thousand ducats. W'hat of that?
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe,

Will furnish me. But soft ! how many months
Do you desire? [To Ant.] Rest you./air, good

signior ; 60
Your worship was the last man in our mouths.

Ant. Shylock, although I neither lend nor
borrow

By taking nor by giving of excess,
Yet, to supply the ripe svarits of my friend,
I’ll break a custom. Is he yet possess’d
How much ye would?
Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats.
Ant. And for three months.
Shy. I had forgot ; three months

;
you told

me so.

Well then, your bond ; and let me see ; but
hear you

;

Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow
Upon advantage.
Ant. I do never use it. 71
Shy. When Jacob grazed his uncle Laban’s

sheep

—

This Jacob from our holy Abram was,
As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,
The third possessor; ay, he was the third

—

Ant. And what of him? did he take interest?
Shy. No, not take interest, not, as you would

say»
Diredlly interest: mark what Jacob did.
When Laban and himself were compromised
That all the eanlings which were streak’d and pied
Should fall as Jacob’s hire, the ewes, being rank,
In the end of autumn turned to the rams,
And, when the work of generation was
Between these woolly breeders in the act,

The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands
And, in the doing of the deed of kind,
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes,
Who then conceiving did in eaning time
Fall parti-colour’d lambs, and those were Jacob’s.
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest

: 90
And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not.

Ant. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob
served for

;

A thing not in his power to bring to pass,
But sway’d and fashion’d by the hand of heaven.
Was this inserted to make interest good?
Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams?
Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast

:

But note me, signior.

Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio,
The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose.
An evil soul producing holy witness 100
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek,
A goodly apple rotten at the heart

:

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath !

Shy. Three thousand ducats ; ’tis a good
round sum.

Three months from twelve ; then, let me see

;

the rate

—

Ant. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholding
to you ?

Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft

In the Rialto you have rated me
About my moneys and my usances

:

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug, no
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe.

You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog.
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine,
And all for use of that which is mine own.
Well then, it now appears you need my help:
Go to, then

;
you come to me, and you say

‘ Shylock, we would have moneys :’ you say so

;

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard
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And foot me as you spurn a stranger cur

Over your threshold : moneys is your suit. 120

What should I say to you? Should I not say
‘ Hath a dog money ? is it possible

A cur can lend three thousand ducats?’ Or
Shall I bend low and in a bondman’s key,

With bated breath and whispering humbleness,

Say this

;

4 Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last

;

You spurn’d me such a day; another time

You call’d me dog; and for these courtesies

I’ll lend you thus much moneys’?
_

130

Ant. I am as like to call thee so again,

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too.

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not

As to thy friends ; for when did friendship take

A breed for barren metal of his friend?

But lend it rather to thine enemy,
Who, if he break, thou mayst with better face

Exadt the penalty.

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm !

I would be friends with you and have your love,

Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with,

Supply your present wants and take no doit 141

Of usance for my moneys, and you’ll not hear me

:

This is kind I offer.

Bass. This were kindness.

Shy. This kindness will I show.
Go with me to a notary, seal me there

Your single bond; and, in a merry sport,

If you repay me not on such a day,
In such a place, such sum or sums as are

Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit

Be nominated for an equal pound 150
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken
In what part of your body pleaseth me.
Ant. Content, i’ faith : I ’ll seal to such a bond

And say there is much kindness in the Jew.
Bass , You shall not seal to such a bond for me

:

I ’ll rather dwell in my necessity.

I

A nt. Why, fear not, man ; 1 will not forfeit it

:

Within these two months, that’s a month before

This bond expires, I do expedf return 160

Of thrice three times the value of this bond.
Shy. O father Abram, what these Chris-

tians are,

Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspedt
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this

;

[f he should break his day, what should I gain
By the exadtion of the forfeiture?

A pound of man’s flesh taken from a man
Is not so estimable, profitable neither.

As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say,

To buy his favour, I extend this friendship :

If he will take it, so; if not, adieu; 170
And, for my love, I pray you wrong me not.

Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond.
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s ;

Give him direction for this merry bond,
And I will go and purse the ducats straight,

See to my house, left in the fearful guard
Of an unthrifty knave, and presently
I will be with you.
Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew. [Exit Shylock.

The Hebrew will turn Christian : he grows kind.
Bass. I like not fair terms and a villain’s mind.
Ant. Come on : in this there can be no dismay

;

My ships come home a month before the day.
[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. Belmont. A room hi Portia’s house.

Flotirish of cornets. Enter the Prince of
Morocco and his train

;

Portia, Nerissa,
and others attending.

Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion.

The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun,

To whom I am a neighbour and near bred.

Bring me the fairest creature northward born,

Where Phoebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles,

And let us make incision for your love,

To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine.

I tell thee, lady, this aspedt of mine
Hath fear’d the valiant : by my love, I swear
The best-regarded virgins of our clime 10

Have loved it too : I would not change this hue,

Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen.
Por. In terms of choice I am not solely led

By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes

;

Besides, the lottery of my destiny

Bars me the right of voluntary choosing

:

But if my father had not scanted me
And hedged me by his wit, to yield myself
His wife who wins me by that means I told you,
Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair 20
As any comer I have look’d on yet
For my affedfion.

Mor. Even for that I thank you r

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets

To try my fortune. By this scimitar

That slew the Sophy and a Persian prince
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,
I would outstare the sternest eyes that look,

Outbrave the heart most daring on the earth.

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear,

Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 30
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while !

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice

Which is the better man, the greater throw
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand

:

So is Alcides beaten by his page

;

And so may I, blind fortune leading me,
Miss that which one unworthier may attain,

And die with grieving.

Por. You must take your chance,
And either not attempt to choose at all

Or swear before you choose, if you choose wrong
Never to speak to lady afterward 41
In way of marriage : therefore be advised.
Mor. Nor will not. Come, bring me unto

my chance.
Por. First, forward to the temple : after dinner

Your hazard shall be made.
Mor. Good fortune then !

To make me blest or cursed’st among men.
[Cornets, and exeunt.

Scene II. Venice. A street.

Enter Launcelot.

Laun. Certainly my conscience wifl serve me
to run from this Jew my master. The fiend is at

mine elbow and tempts me saying to me
‘Gobbo, Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot,’ or
‘good Gobbo,’ or ‘good Launcelot Gobbo, use
your legs, take the start, run away.’ My con-
science says ‘No; take heed, honest Launcelot;
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take heed, honest Gobbo,’ or, as aforesaid, ‘ honest
Launcelot Gobbo ; do not run ; scorn running with
thy heels.* Well, the most courageous fiend bids

me pack :

‘ Via !
’ says the fiend ;

‘ away !
* says

the fiend
;

‘ for the heavens, rouse up a brave
mind,’ says the fiend, ‘and run.’ Well, my con-
science, hanging about the neck of my heart,

says very wisely to me ‘ My honest friend Laun-
celot, being an honest man’s son,’ or rather an
honest woman’s son ; for, indeed, my father did
something smack, something grow to, he had a
kind of taste; well, my conscience says ‘Launce-
lot, budge not.’ ‘Budge,’ says the fiend.

‘Budge not,’ says my conscience. ‘Conscience,’
say I, ‘you counsel well

;’ ‘Fiend,’ say I, ‘you
counsel well:’ to be ruled by my conscience,
I should stay with the Jew my master, who,
God bless the mark, is a kind of devil

;
and, to

run away from the Jew, I should be ruled by the
fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the devil

himself. Certainly the Jew is the very devil

incarnal ; and, in my conscience, my conscience
is but a kind of hard conscience, to offer to coun-
sel me to stay with the Jew. The fiend gives
the more friendly counsel : I will run, fiend ; my
heels are at your command ; I will run.

Enter Old Gobbo, with a basket.

Gob. Master young man, you, I pray you,

which is the way to master Jew’s?
Laun. [Aside] O heavens, this is my true-

begotten father ! who, being more than sand-

blind, high-gravel blind, knows me not : I will

try confusions with him.
Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you,

which is the way to master Jew’s ? 41
Laun

.

Turn up on your right hand at the

next turning, but, at the next turning of all, on
your left ; marry, at the very next turning, turn

of no hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew’s
house.

Gob. By God’s sonties, ’twill be a hard way
to hit. Can you tell me whether ope Launcelot,
that dwells with him, dwell with him or no ?

Laun. Talk you of young Master Launcelot?
[Aside] Mark me now; now will I raise the

waters. Talk you pf young Master Launcelot?
Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son :

his father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding
poor man and, God be thanked, well to live.

Latin. Well, let his father be what a’ will,

we talk of young Master Launcelot.

Gob. Your worship’s friend and Launcelot, sir.

Laun. But I pray you, ergo, old man, ergo, I

beseech you, talk you of young Master Launcelot ?

Gob. Of Launcelot, an’t please your master-

ship.

Latin. Ergo, Master Launcelot. Talk not of

Master Launcelot, father ; for the young gentle-

man, according to Fates and Destinies and such
odd sayings, the Sisters Three and such branches
of learning, is indeed deceased, or, as you would
say in plain terms, gone to heaven.

Gob. Marry, Good forbid ! the boy was the

very staff of my age, my very prop. 70
Laun. Do I look like a cudgel or a hovel-

post, a staff or a prop? Do you know me, father?

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young

gentleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy,
God rest his soul, alive or dead ?

Laun. Do you not know me, father ?

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind ; I knows
you not.

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes,i

you might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise’

father that knows his own child. Well, old man,j
I will tell you news of your son : give me youri
blessing : truth will come to light ; murder cannot!
be hid long ; a man’s son may, but at the-

length truth will out.

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up : I am sure you
are not Launcelot, my boy.
Laun. Pray you, let’s have no more fooling

about it, but give me your blessing : I am Launce-
lot, your boy that was, your son that is, your
child that shall be. 91

Gob. I cannot think you are my son.

Laun. I know not what I shall think of that :|

but I am Launcelot, the Jew’s man, and I am,:

sure Margery your wife is my mother.
Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed: I’ll be

sworn, if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own
flesh and blood. Lord worshipped might he be !

what a beard hast thou got ! thou hast got more
hair on thy chin than Dobbin my fill-horse has on
his tail. 101

Laun. It should seem, then, that Dobbin’s
tail grows backward : I am sure he had more
hair of his tail than I have of my face when I

last saw him.
Gob. Lord, how art thou changed ! How

dost thou and thy master agree ? I have brought
him a present. How ’gree you now ?

Laun. Well, well : but, for mine own part,

as I have, set up my rest to run away, so I will

not rest till I have run some ground. My master’s

a very Jew : give him a present ! give him a
halter : I am famished in his service

;
you may

j

tell every finger I have with my ribs. Father, I

am glad you are come : give me your present to

one Master Bassanio, who, indeed, gives rare

new liveries : if I serve not him, I will run as far

as God has any ground. O rare fortune ! here
comes the man : to him, father ; for I am a Jew,
if I serve the Jew any longer. 120

Enter Bassanio, with Leonardo and other
followers.

Bass. You may do so ; but let it be so hasted
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of

the clock. See these letters delivered
;
put the

liveries to making, and desire Gratiano to come
anon to my lodging. [Exit a Servant.
Laun. To him, father.

Gob. God bless your worship !

Bass. Gramercy ! wouldst thou aught with me ?

Gob. Here’s my son, sir, a poor boy,

—

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew’s
man ; that would, sir, as my father shall spe-

cify

—

Gob. He hath a great infedlion, sir, as one
would say, to serve,

—

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I

serve the Jew, and have a desire, as my father

shall specify

—

Gob. His master and he, saving your worship’s

reverence, are scarce cater-cousins

—
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aun. To be brief, the very truth is that the

having done me wrong, doth cause me, as

father, being, I hope, an old man, shall fru-

unto you

—

ob. I have here a dish of doves that I would

ow upon your worship, and my suit is

—

aun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to

;elf, as your worship shall know by this honest

man ;
and, though I say it, though old man,

poor man, my father.

ass. One speak for both. What would you ?

aun. Serve you, sir. * 15 1

ob. Tha-t is the very defeat of the matter, sir.

ass. I know thee well ; thou hast obtain’d

thy suit

:

lock thy master spoke with me this day,

l hath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment

leave a rich Jew’s service, to become
: follower of so poor a gentleman.

aun. The old proverb is very well parted

veen my master Shylock and you, sir : you

s the grace of God, sir, and he hath enough.

ass. Thou speak’st it well. Go, father, with

thy son. .

:e leave of thy old master and inquire

lodging out. Give him a livery
_

re guarded than his fellows’ : see it done.

aun. Father, in. I cannot get a service, no ;

ave ne’er a tongue in my head. Well, if any

t in Italy have f a fairer table which doth offer

wear upon a book, I shall have good fortune,

to, here’s a simple line of life : here’s a small

s of wives : alas, fifteen wives is nothing !

en widows and nine maids is a simple coming-

or one man: and then to ’scape drowning

ce, and to be in peril of my life with the edge

l feather-bed ;
here are simple scapes. Well,

'ortune be a woman, she ’s a good wench for

gear. Father, come ; I ’ll take my leave of

Jew in the twinkling of an eye.

£Exeunt Launcelot and Old Gobbo.

'ass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on

this

:

;se things being bought and orderly bestow d,

urn in haste, for I do feast to-night 180

best-esteem’d acquaintance : hie thee, go.

.

eon. My best endeavours shall be done herein.

Enter Gratiano.

'ra. Where is your master ?

.eon. Yonder, sir, he walks. [Exit,

'ra. Signior Bassanio !

lass. Gratiano
!

_

'ra. I have a suit to you.

lass. You have obtain’d it.

'ra. You must not deny me : I must go with

1 to Belmont.
lass. Why, then you must. But hear thee,

Gratiano

;

du art too wild, too rude and bold of voice

;

•ts that become thee happily enough 191

d in such eyes as ours appear not faults

;

t where thou art not known, why, there they

show
nething too liberal. Pray thee, take pain

allay with some cold drops of modesty

y skipping spirit, lest through thy wild be-

haviour

I be misconstrued in the place I go to

And lose my hopes.

Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me

:

If I do not put on a sober habit, 199
Talk with respeft and swear but now and then,

Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely,
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine

eyes
Thus with my hat, and sigh and say ‘ amen,’

Use all the observance of civility,

.Like one well studied in a sad ostent

To please his grandam, never trust me more.

Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing.

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night
:
you shall not

gauge me
By what we do to-night.

Bass. No, that were pity :

I would entreat you rather to put on 210

Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpose merriment. But fare you well

:

I have some business.

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest

:

But we will visit you at supper-time. [Exeunt.

Scene III. The same. A room in Shylock’s
house.

Enter Jessica and Launcelot.

yes. I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so

:

Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil,

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness.

But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee :

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see

Lorenzo, who is thy new master’s guest

:

Give him this letter ; do it secretly

;

And so farewell : I would not have my father

See me in talk with thee. 9
L,aun. Adieu ! tears exhibit my tongue. Most

beautiful pagan, most sweet Jew! if a Christian

did not play the knave and get thee, I am much
deceived. But, adieu : these foolish drops do
something drown my manly spirit : adieu.

yes. Farewell, good Launcelot.
[Exit Launcelot.

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me
To be ashamed to be my father’s child

!

But though I am a daughter to his blood,

I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo,

If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife, 20

Become a Christian and thy loving wife. [Exit.

Scene IV. The same. A street.

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and
Salanio.

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time,

Disguise us at my lodging and return,

All in an hour.

Gra. We have not made good preparation.

Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch-

bearers.

Salan. ’Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly

order’d,

And better in my mind not undertook.

Lor. ’Tis now but four o’clock : we have two
hours

To furnish us.
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Enter Launcelot, •with a letter.

Friend Launcelot, what’s the news ?

Laun. An it shall please you to break up this,

it shall seem to signify.
. _

1

1

Lor. I know the hand : in faith, ’tis a fair hand ;

And whiter than the paper it writ on
Is the fair hand that writ.

Gra. Love-news, in faith.

Latm. By your leave, sir.

Lor. Whither goest thou?
Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the

Jew to sup to-night with my new master the
Christian.

Lor. Hold here, take this : tell gentle Jessica
I will not fail her; speak it privately. 21

Go, gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot.
Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ?

I am provided of a torch-bearer.
Salar. Ay, marry, I ’ll be gone about it straight.

Salan. And so will I.

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano
At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence.

Salar. ’Tis good we do so.

[Exeunt Salar. and Salan.
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica ?

Lor. I must needs tell thee all. She hath
diretfted 30

How I shall take her from her father’s bouse,
What gold and jewels she is furnish’d with,
What page’s suit she hath in readiness.
If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven,
It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake :

And never dare misfortune cross her foot,

Unless she do it under this excuse,
That she is issue to a faithless Jew.
Come, go with me

;
peruse this as thou goest

:

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt.

Scene V. The same. Before Shylock’s house.

Enter Shylock and Launcelot.

Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be
thy judge.

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio :

—

What, Jessica!—thou shalt not gormandise,
As thou hast done with me :—What, Jessica !

—

And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ;

—

Why, Jessica, I say!
Laun. Why, Jessica!
Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not bid thee

call.

Lau?i. Your worship was wont to tell me that
I could do nothing without bidding.

Enter Jessica.

fes. Call you? what is your will? 10
Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica:

There are my keys. But wherefore should I go ?

I am not bid for love ; they flatter me :

But yet I ’ll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal Christian. Jessica, my girl,

Look to my house. I am right loath to go :

There is some ill a-brewing towards my rest,

For I did dream of money-bags to-night.

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go: my young
master doth expedt your reproach. 20
Shy. So do I his.

Laun. An they have conspired together,
will not say you shall see a masque ; but if yi

do, then it was not for nothing that my nose f;

a-bleeding on Black-Monday last at six o’clock

the morning, falling out that year on Ash-We
nesday was four year, in the afternoon.

Shy. What, are there masques? Hear y<

me, Jessica:
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drui

And the vile squealing of the wry-neck’d fife,

Clamber not you up to the casements then,

Nor thrust your head into the public street

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces

But stop my house’s ears, I mean my casement
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter
My sober house. By Jacob’s staff, I swear,
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night

:

But I will go. Go you before me, sirrah

;

Say I will come.
Lau?i. I will go before, sir. Mistress, loc

out at window, for all this ; . j

There will come a Christian by.
Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. [Exi

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s offsprin;

ha?
yes . His words were ‘Farewell mistress

nothing else.

Shy. The patch is kind enough, but a hu«
feeder

;

Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day
More than the wild-cat: drones hive not with m<
Therefore I part with him, and part with him
To one that I would have him help to waste <

His borrow’d purse. Well, Jessica, go in:

Perhaps I will return immediately

:

Do as I bid you ;
shut doors after you

:

Fast bind, fast find ;

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exi
yes. Farewell ; and if my fortune be not cros

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exi

Scene VI. The same.

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masgued\

Gra. This is the pent-house under whic
Lorenzo

Desired us to make stand.

Salar. His hour is almost pas
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hou:

For lovers ever run before the clock.

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fl

To seal love’s bonds new-made, than they ar

wont
To keep obliged faith unforfeited !

Gra. That ever holds : who riseth from a fea:

With that keen appetite that he sits down?
Where is the horse that doth untread again 1

His tedious measures with the unbated fire

That he did pace them first? All things that ar<

Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d.
How like a younker or a prodigal
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay,
Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind !

How like the prodigal doth she return,
With over-weather’d ribs and ragged sails,

Lean, rent and beggar’d by the strumpet wind

!

Salar. Here comes Lorenzo: more of thi

hereafter. aj

—

^
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Enter Lorenzo.

or. Sweet friends, your patience for my
long abode ;

I, but my affairs, have made you wait:

jn you shall please to play the thieves for

wives,

watch as long for you then. Approach

;

e dwells my father Jew. Ho ! who’s within?

Enter Jessica, above, in boy's clothes.

»,s. Who are you? Tell me, for more cer-

tainty,

-it I ’ll swear that I do know your tongue.

or. Lorenzo, and thy love.

es. Lorenzo, certain, and my love indeed,

who love I so much ? And now who knows
you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours? 31

or. Heaven and thy thoughts are witness

that thou art.

es. Here, catch this casket; it is worth

the pains.

1 glad ’tis night, you do not look on me,

I am much ashamed of my exchange

:

love is blind and lovers cannot see

pretty follies that themselves commit ;

if they could, Cupid himself would blush

see me thus transformed to a boy.

or. Descend, for you must be my torch-

bearer. 4°

es. What, must I hold a candle to my
shames ?

:y in themselves, good sooth, are too too light.

y, ’tis an office of discovery, love ;

l I should be obscured.

or. So are you, sweet,

n in the lovely garnish of a boy.

come at once

;

the close night doth play the runaway,

l we are stay’d for at Bassanio’s feast.

es. I will make fast the doors, and gild my-
self

h some more ducats, and be with you straight.

[Exit above. 50
ra. Now, by my hood* a Gentile and no

Jew.
or. Beshrew me but I love her heartily

;

she is wise, if I can judge of her,

1 fair she is, if that mine eyes be true,

1 true she is, as she hath proved herself,

1 therefore, like herself, wise, fair and true,

.11 she be placed in my constant soul.

Enter Jessica, below.

at, art thou come? On, gentlemen; away!
* masquing mates by this time for us stay.

[Exit with Jessica and Salarino.

Enter Antonio.

Int. Who’s there? 60

'ra. Signior Antonio !

Int. Fie, fie, Gratiano! where are all the

rest ?

5 nine o’clock : our friends all stay for you.

|

masque to-night : the wind is come about

;

>sanio presently will go aboard

:

ave sent twenty out to seek for you.

rra. I am glad on’ t: I desire no more delight

an to be under sail and gone to-night. [Exeunt.

Scene. VII. Belmont. A room in

Portia’s house.

Flourish of cornets. Enter Portia, with the

. . Prince of Morocco, and their trains.

Por. Go draw aside the curtains and discover

The several caskets to this noble prince.

Now make your choice.

Mor. The. first, of gold, who this inscription

bears,

‘Who chooseth me shall gain what many men
desire ;’

The second, silver, which this promise carries,

« Who chooseth me shall get as much as he de-

serves ;’

This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt,

‘ Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he
hath.’

How shall I know if I do choose the right? 10

Por. The one of them contains my pidlure,

prince

:

If you choose that, then I am yours withal.

Mor. Some god diredt my judgement ! Let me
see

;

I will survey the inscriptions back again.

What says this leaden casket?
‘ Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he

hath.’

Must give : for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead ?

This casket threatens. Men that hazard all

Do it in hope of fair advantages

:

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross ; 20

I ’ll then nor give nor hazard aught for lead.

What says the silver with her virgin hue ?

‘ Who chooseth me shall get as much as he de-

serves.’

As much as he deserves ! Pause there, Morocco,
And weigh thy value with an even hand

:

If thou be’st rated by thy estimation,

Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough
May not extend so far as to the lady :

And yet to be afeard of my deserving

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 30
As much as I deserve ! Why, that’s the lady

:

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes.

In graces and in qualities of breeding ;

But more than these, in love I do deserve.

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here ?

Let’s see once more this saying graved in gold

;

‘Who chooseth me shall gain what many men
desire.’

Why, that’s the lady; all the world desires her;

From the four corners of the earth they come,

To kiss this shrine, this mortal-breathing saint
: 40

The Hyrcanian deserts and the vasty wilds

Of wide Arabia are as throughfares now
For princes to come view fair Portia

:

The watery kingdom, whose ambitious head
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar

To stop the foreign spirits, but they come.
As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia.

One of these three contains her heavenly pidlure.

Is’tlike that lead containsher? ’Twere damnation
To think so base a thought : it were too gross 50
To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave.

Or shall I think in silver she ’s immured,
Being ten times undervalued to tried gold?

O sinful thought ! Never so rich a gem
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Was set in worse than gold. They have in Eng-
land

A coin that bears the figure of an angel
Stamped in gold, but that’s insculp’d upon;
But here an angel in a golden bed
Lies all within. Deliver me the key

:

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 60
Por. There, take it, prince ; and if my form

lie there,

Then I am yours. {He unlocks the golden casket.
Mor. O hell ! what have we here ?

A carrion Death, within whose empty eye
There is a written scroll ! I ’ll read the writing.
[Reads] All that glisters is not gold;

Often have you heard that told

;

Many a man his life hath sold
But my outside to behold

:

Gilded tombs do worms infold.

Had you been as wise as bold, 70
Young in limbs, in judgement old,

Your answer had not been inscroll’d

:

Fare you well
;
your suit is cold.

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost

:

Then, farewell, heat, and welcome, frost

!

Portia, adieu. I have too grieved a heart
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part.

[Exit with his train. Flourish ofcornets.
Por. A gentle riddance. Draw the curtains, go.

Let all of his complexion chooseme so. [Exeunt.

Scene VIII. Venice. A street.

Enter Salarino and Salanio.

Salar. Why, man, I saw Bassanio under sail;

With him is Gratiano gone along

;

And in their ship I am sure Lorenzo is not.

Sala7i. The villain Jew with outcries raised
the duke,

Who went with him to search Bassanio’s ship.

Salar. He came too late, the ship was under
sail

:

But there the duke was given to understand
That in a gondola were seen together
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica:
Besides, Antonio certified the duke 10
They were not with Bassanio in his ship.

Salan. I never heard a passion so confused.
So strange, outrageous, and so variable,

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets

:

‘My daughter ! O my ducats ! O my daughter

!

Fled with a Christian ! O my Christian ducats !

Justice ! the law ! my ducats, and my daughter !

A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats,
Of double ducats, stolen from me by my daughter !

And jewels, two stones, two rich and precious
stones, 20

Stolen by my daughter ! Justice ! find the girl;

She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats.’

Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow
him,

Crying, his stones, his daughter, and his ducats.

Salan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day.
Or he shall pay for this.

Salar. Marry, well remember’d.
I reason'd with a Frenchman yesterday,
Who told me, in the narrow seas that part
The French and English, there miscarried
A vessel of our country richly fraught

: 30

I thought upon Antonio when he told me

;

And wish’d in silence that it were not his.

Salan. You were best to tell Antonio wh;
you hear;

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him.
Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not tl

earth.

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part

;

Bassanio told him he would make some speed
Of his return : he answer’d, ‘ Do not so

;

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio,
But stay the very riping of the time

; 4And for the Jew’s bond which he hath of me,
fLet it not enter in your mind of love :

Be merry, and employ your chiefest thoughts
To courtship and such fair ostents of love
As shall conveniently become you there :

’

And even there, his eye being big with tears,
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him,
And with affection wondrous sensible
He wrung Bassanio’s hand

; and so they parted.
Salan. I think he only loves the world fo

him. 2'

I pray thee, let us go and find him out
And quicken his embraced heaviness
With some delight or other.
Salar. Do we so. [Exeunt

Scene IX. Belmont. A room in Portia’s
house.

Enter Nerissa with a Servitor.

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee; draw th<

curtain straight:

The Prince of Arragon hath ta’en his oath.
And comes to his election presently.

Flourish of cornets. Enter the Prince 01
Arragon, Portia, and their trams.

Por. Behold, there stand the caskets, nobk
prince

:

If you choose that wherein I am contain’d,
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemnized

:

But if you fail, without more speech, my lord,

You must be gone from hence immediately.
Ar. I am enjoin’d by oath to observe three

things

:

First, never to unfold to any one 10

Which casket ’twas I chose ; next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage :

Lastly,

If I do fail in fortune of my choice,
Immediately to leave you and be gone.
Por. To these injunctions every one doth

swear
That comes to hazard for my worthless self.

Ar. And so have I address’d me. Fortune
now

To my heart’s hope ! Gold ; silver
; and base lead.

‘Who chooseth me must give and hazard all he
hath.’ 21

You shall look fairer, ere I give or hazard.
What says the golden chest? ha ! let me see

:

‘Who chooseth me shall gain what many men
desire.’

What many men desire! that ‘many’ may be
meant

By the fool multitude, that choose by show,
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ot learning more than the fond eye doth teach;

ffiich pries not to the interior, but, like the

martlet,

uilds in the weather on the outward wall,

ven in the force and road of casualty. 30

will not choose what many men desire,
>

ecause I will not jump with common spirits

nd rank me with the barbarous multitudes.

^hy, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house ;

ell me once more what title thou dost bear :

VVho chooseth me shall get as much as he de-

serves :’

nd well said too ;
for who shall go about

o cozen fortune and be honourable

Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume

o wear an undeserved dignity. 40

,
that estates, degrees and offices

fere not derived corruptly, and that clear honour

fere purchased by the merit of the wearer !

:0w many then should cover that stand bare !

!ow many be commanded that command !

low much low peasantry would then be glean’d

rom the true seed of honour ! and how much
honour

ick’d from the chaff and ruin of the times

o be new-varnish’d ! Well, but to my choice

:

•Vho chooseth me shall get as much as he de-

serves.’
.

.
5°

will assume desert. Give me a key for this,

nd instantly unlock my fortunes here.

[He opens the silver casket.

Por. Too long a pause for that which you find

there.
# .

Ar. What’s here? the portrait of a blinking

idiot,

resenting me a schedule ! I will read it.

[ow much unlike art thou to Portia

!

low much unlike my hopes and my deservings !

Who chooseth me shall have as much as he de-

serves.’

fid I deserve no more than a fool’s head ?

; that my prize ? are my deserts no better ? 60

Por. To offend, and judge, are distindl offices

nd of opposed natures.

Ar. What is here?

Reads] The fire seven times tried this :

Seven times tried that judgement is,

That did never choose amiss.

Some there be that shadows kiss

;

Such have but a shadow’s bliss

:

There be fools alive, I wis,
_

Silver’d o’er ; and so was this.

Take what wife you will to bed, 70
I will ever be your head

:

So be gone : you are sped.

Still more fool I shall appear
By the time I linger here :

With one fool’s head I came to woo,
But I go away with two.
Sweet, adieu. I ’ll keep my oath,

Patiently to bear my wroth.
[Exeunt A rragon and train.

Por. Thus hath the candle singed the moth.

1, these deliberate fools ! when they do choose,

'hey have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 81

Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy,
tanging and wiving goes by destiny.

Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Where is my lady?

Por. Here : what would my lord ?

Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate

A young Venetian, one that comes before

To signify the approaching of his lord ;

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets,

To wit, besides commends and courteous breath,

Gifts of rich value. Yet I have not seen 91

So likely an ambassador of love

:

A day in April never came so sweet,

To show how costly summer was at hand,

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord.

Por. No more, I pray thee : I am half afeard

Thou wilt say anon he is some kin to thee,

Thou spend’st such high-day wit in praising him.

Come, come, Nerissa; for I long to see

Quick Cupid’s post that comes so mannerly. 100

Ner. Bassanio, lord Love, if thy will it be !

[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I. Venice. A street.

Enter Salanio and Salarino.

Salan. Now, what news on the Rialto?

Salar. Why, yet it lives there unchecked
that Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wrecked
on the narrow seas ;

the Goodwins, I think they
call the place ; a very dangerous flat and fatal,

where the carcases of many a tall ship lie buried,

as they say, if my gossip Report be an honest
woman of her word.
Salan. I would she were as lying a gossip in

that as ever knapped ginger or made her neigh-

bours believe she wept for the death of a third

husband. But it is true, without any slips of

prolixity or crossing the plain highway of talk,

that the good Antonio, the honest Antonio,

O that I had a title good enough to keep his

name company!

—

Salar. Come, the full stop.

Salan. Ha! what sayest thou? Why, the

end is, he hath lost a ship.

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his

losses. 21

Salan. Let me say ‘amen’ betimes, lest the

devil cross my prayer, for here he comes in the

likeness of a Jew.

Enter Shylock.

How now, Shylock ! what news among the

merchants ?

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as

you, ofmy daughter’s flight.

Salar. That’s certain: I, for my part, knew
the tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 30
Salan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew

the bird was fledged ; and then it is the complexion
of them all to leave the dam.
Shy. She is damned for it.

Salar. That’s certain, if the devil may be her

judge.
Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel

!

Salan. Out upon it, old carrion ! rebels it at

these years ?
.

39
Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood.

Salar. There is more difference between thy
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flesh and hers than between jet and ivory; more
between your bloods than there is between red
wine and rhenish. But tell us, do you hear
whether Antonio have had any loss at sea or no?
Shy. There I have another bad match: a

bankrupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his

head on the Rialto ; a beggar, that was used to

come so smug upon the mart ; let him look to his

bond: he was wont to call me usurer; let him
look to his bond : he was wont to lend money for

a Christian courtesy ; let him look to his bond.
Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou

wilt not take his flesh : what’s that good for?

Shy. To bait fish withal : if it will feed nothing
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced
me, and hindered me half a million ; laughed at
my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my
nation, thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends,

heated mine enemies; and what ’s his reason ? I

am a Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes? hath not a
Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, afifedtions,

passions? fed with the same food, hurt with the
same weapons, subjedl to the same diseases,

healed by the same means, warmed and cooled
by the same winter and summer, as a Christian
is? If you prick us, do we not bleed? if you
tickle us, do we not laugh? if you poison us, do we
not die ? and ifyou wrong us, shall we not revenge ?

If we are like you in the rest, we will resemble
you in that. If a Jew wrong a Christian, what
is his humility? Revenge. If a Christian wrong
a J ew, what should his sufferance be by Christian
example? Why, revenge. The villany you teach
me, I will execute, and it shall go hard but I will

better the instruction.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at

his house and desires to speak with you both.
Salar. We have been up and down to seek him.

Enter Tubal.
Salan. Here comes another of the tribe : a

third cannot be matched, unless the devil himself
turn Jew. {Exeunt Salan., Salar., and Servant.
Shy. How now, Tubal ! what news from

Genoa? hast thou found my daughter?
Tub. I often came where I did hear of her,

but cannot find her.
Shy. Why, there, there, there, there ! a dia-

mond gone, cost me two thousand ducats in

Frankfort ! The curse never fell upon our nation
till now ; I never felt it till now : two thousand
ducats in that; and other precious, preciousjewels.
I would my daughter were dead at my foot, and
the jewels in her ear ! would she were hearsed at
my foot, and the ducats in her coffin ! No news
of them? Why, so: and I know not what’s
spent in the search : why, thou loss upon loss ! the
thief gone with so much, and so much to find the
thief

;
and no satisfaction, no revenge : nor no ill

luck stirring but what lights on my shoulders ; no
sighs but of my breathing ; no tears but of my
shedding. ioi
Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too : Antonio,

as I heard in Genoa,

—

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck?
Tub. Hath an argosy cast away, coming from

Tripolis.

Shy. I thank God, I thank God. Is’t true,
is’t true?

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that
escaped the wreck. no
Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal

:
good news,

good news ! ha, ha ! where? in Genoa?
Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I

heard, in one night fourscore ducats.
Shy. Thou stickest a dagger in me : I shall

never see my gold again : fourscore ducats at a
sitting ! fourscore ducats !

Tub. There came divers ofAntonio’s creditors
in my company to Venice, that swear he cannot
choose but break. 120
Shy. I am very glad of it : I ’ll plague him

;

I ’ll torture him ; I am glad of it.

Tub. One of them showed me a ring that he
had of your daughter for a monkey.
Shy. Out upon her! Thou torturest me,

Tubal: it was my turquoise; I had it of Leah
when I was a bachelor : I would not have given
it for a wilderness of monkeys.
Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone.
Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true. Go,

Tubal, fee me an officer; bespeak him a fortnight
before. I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit

;

for, were he out of Venice, I can make what
merchandise I will. Go, go, Tubal, and meet
me at our synagogue; go, good Tubal; at our
synagogue, Tubal. {Exeunt.

Scene II. Belmont. A room in Portia’s house.

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa,
and Attendants.

Por. I pray you, tarry
:
pause a day or two

Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wrong,
I lose your company : therefore forbear awhile.
There ’s something tells me, but it is not love,

I would not lose you ; and you know yourself,
Hate counsels not in such a quality.
But lest you should not understand me well,

—

And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,

—

I would detain you here some month or two
Before you venture for me. I could teach you
How to choose right, but I am then forsworn; 11

So will I never be : so may you miss me

;

But if you do, you’ll make me wish a sin,

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes,
They have o’erlook’d me and divided me ;

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,
Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours.
And so all yours. O, these naughty times
Put bars between the owners and their rights

!

And so, though yours, not yours. Prove it so,

Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 21
I speak too long ; but ’tis to peize the time,
To eke it and to draw it out in length,
To stay you from election.

Bass. Let me choose

;

For as I am, I live upon the rack.
Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio ! then confess

What treason there is mingled with your love.
Bass

f None but that ugly treason of mistrust,
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love

:

There may as well be amity and life 30
’Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love.

Por. Ay, but I fear you speak jipon the rack,
Where men enforced do speak anything.
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Bass. Promise me life, and I’ll confess the

truth.

Por. Well then, confess and live.

Bass. ‘Confess’ and ‘love’

lad been the very sum of my confession

:

happy torment, when my torturer

>oth teach me answers for deliverance !

ut let me to my fortune and the caskets.

Por. Away, then ! I am lock’d in one of
them

: 40
’ you do love me, you will find me out.

[erissa and the rest, stand all aloof,

et music sound while he doth make his choice

;

hen, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end,
ading in music : that the comparison
[ay stand more proper, my eye shall be the

stream
nd watery death-bed for him. He may win

;

nd what is music then ? Then music is

ven as the flourish when true subjects bow
o a new-crowned monarch : such it is 50
s are those dulcet sounds in break of day
hat creep into the dreaming bridegroom’s ear
nd summon him to marriage. Now he goes,
^ith no less presence, but with much more love,

han young Alcides, when he did redeem
he virgin tribute paid by howling Troy
o the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice

;

he rest aloof are the Dardanian wives,
rith bleared visages, come forth to view
he issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 60
ive thou, I live : with much much more dismay
view the fight than thou that makest the fray.

r
usic, whilst Bassan 10 comments on the caskets

to himself.

Song.
Tell me where is fancy bred,
Or in the heart or in the head?
How begot, how nourished ?

Reply, reply.

It is engender’d in the eyes,

With gazing fed ; and fancy dies

In the cradle where it lies.

Let us all ring fancy’s knell
: 70

I ’ll begin it,—Ding, dong, bell.

All. Ding, dong, bell.

Bass. So may the outward shows be least

themselves

:

le world is still deceived with ornament,
law, what plea so tainted and corrupt

it, being seasoned with a gracious voice,

oscures the show of evil? In religion,

hat damned error, but some sober brow
ill bless it and approve it with a text,

iding the grossness with fair ornament? 80
lere is no vice so simple but assumes
•me mark of virtue on his outward parts

:

ow many cowards, whose hearts are all as false

; stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins
le beards of Hercules and frowning Mars,
ho, inward search’d, have livers white as milk

;

id these assume but valour’s excrement
) render them redoubted ! Look on beauty,
id you shall see ’tis purchased by the weight

;

hich therein works a miracle in nature, 90
aking them lightest that wear most of it

:

> are those crisped snaky golden locks
hich make such wanton gambols with the wind,

Upon supposed fairness, often known
To be the dowry of a second head,
The skull that bred them in the sepulchre.
Thus ornament is but the guiled shore
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf
fVeiling an Indian beauty; in a word, 99
The seeming truth which cunning times put on
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold,

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee

;

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
’Tween man and man: but thou, thou meagre

lead,

Which rather threatenest than dost promise aught,
Thy paleness moves me more than eloquence ;

And here choose I
:
joy be the consequence !

Por. [Aside] How all the other passions fleet

to air,

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embraced despair,

And shuddering fear, and green-eyed jealousy !

0 love, in
Be moderate ; allay thy ecstasy

;

In measure rein thy joy; scant this excess.
1 feel too much thy blessing : make it less,

For fear I surfeit.

Bass. What find I here ?

[Oflening the leaden casket.
Fair Portia’s counterfeit ! What demi-god
Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes

?

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine,
Seem they in motion? Here are sever’d lips,

Parted with sugar breath: so sweet a bar
Should sunder such sweet friends. Here in her

hairs 120
The painter plays the spider and hath woven
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men
Faster than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes,

—

How could he see to do them? having made one,
Methinks it should have power to steal both his

And leave itself unfurnish’d. Yet look, how far

The substance of my praise doth wrong this

shadow
In underprizing it, so far this shadow
Doth limp behind the substance. Here’s the

scroll, 130
The continent and summary of my fortune.

[Peads\ You that choose not by the view.
Chance as fair and choose as true !

Since this fortune falls to you,
Be content and seek no new.
If you be well pleased with this

And hold your fortune for your bliss.

Turn you where your lady is

And claim her with a loving kiss.

A gentle scroll. Fair lady, by your leave ; 140
I come by note, to give and to receive.

Like one of two contending in a prize,

That thinks he hath done well in people’s eyes.

Hearing applause and universal shout,

Giddy in spirit, still gazing in a doubt
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ;

So, thrice-fair lady, stand I, even so

;

As doubtful whether what I see be true,

Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by you.

Por. You see me, Lord Bassanio, where I stand,

Such as I am : though for myself alone 15

1

I would not be ambitious in my wish,

To wish myself much better
;
yet, for you

I would be trebled twenty times myself

;

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times
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More rich

;

That only to stand high in your account,

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends,

Exceed account ; but the full sum of me
t Is sum of something, which, to term in gross,

Is an unlesson’d girl, unschool’d, unpradtised ; 161

Happy in this, she is not yet so old

t But she may learn
;
happier than this,

She is not bred so dull but she can learn ;

Happiest of all is that her gentle spirit

Commits itself to yours to be directed,

As from her lord, her governor, her king.

Myself and what is mine to you and yours
Is now converted : but now I was the lord

Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 170
Queen o’er myself ; and even now, but now,
This house, these servants and this same myself
Are yours, my lord : I give them with this ring

;

Which when you part from, lose, or give away,
Let it presage the ruin of your love

And be my vantage to exclaim on you.

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words.
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins ;

And there is such confusion in my powers.
As, after some oration fairly spoke 180

By a beloved prince, there doth appear
Among the buzzing pleased multitude

;

Where every something, being blent together.

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy,

Express’d and not express’d. But when this ring

Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence :

O, then be bold to say Bassanio’s dead !

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time.

That have stood by and seen our wishes prosper,

To cry,, good joy : good joy, my lord and lady !

Gra. My lord Bassanio and my gentle lady,

I wish you all the joy that .you can wish

;

For I am sure you can wish none from me

:

And when youf honours mean to solemnize
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you,
Even at that time I may be married too.

Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a
wife.

Gra. I thank your lordship, you have got me
one.

My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours :

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ; 200
You loved, I loved for intermission.

No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.
Your fortune stood upon the casket there,

And so did mine too, as the matter falls ;

For wooing here until I sweat again,

And swearing till my very roof was dry
With oaths of love, at last, if promise last,

I got a promise of this fair one here
To have her love, provided that your fortune
Achieved her mistress.

For. Is this true, Nerissa? 210
Ner. Madam, it is, so yqu stand pleased withal.

Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ?

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord.

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour’d in

your marriage.
Gra. We’ll play with them the first boy for a

thousand ducats.

Ner. What, and stake down ?

Gra. No ; we shall ne’er win at that sport,

and stake down. 220
But who comes here ? Lorenzo and his infidel ?

What, and my old Venetian friend Salerio ?

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Salerio,
a Messengerfrom Venice.

Bass. Lorenzo and Salerio, welcome hither

;

If that the youth of my new interest here
Have power to bid you welcome. By your leave,
I bid my very friends and countrymen.
Sweet Portia, welcome.
Por. So do I, my lord :

They are entirely welcome.
Lor. I thank your honour. For my part, m}

lord,

My purpose was not to have seen you here ; 23c

But meeting with Salerio by the way.
He did intreat me, past all saying nay,
To come with him along.

Saler. I did, my lord ;

And I have reason for it. Signor Antonio
Commends him to you. [Gives Bassanio a letter.

Bass. Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you, tell me how my good friend doth.

Saler. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind;
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there
Will show you his estate.

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yon stranger ; bid her

welcome. 24c

Your hand, Salerio: what’s the news from Venice 5

How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ?

I know he will be glad of our succe^ ;

We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece.

Saler. I would you had won the fleece that

he hath lost.

Por. There are some shrewd contents in yor
same paper,

That steals the colour from Bassanio’s cheek :

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the worlc
Could turn so much the constitution

Of any constant man. What, worse and worse
With leave, Bassanio ; I am half yourself, 251
And I must freely have the half of anything
That this same paper brings you.

Bass. O sweet Portia,

Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words
That ever blotted paper ! Gentle lady,

When I did first impart my love to you,
I freely told you, all the wealth I had
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman

;

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady,
Rating myself at nothing, you shall see
How much I was a braggart. When I told you
My state was nothing, I should then have told yor
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed,
I have engaged myself to a dear friend.

Engaged my friend to his mere enemy,
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady

;

The paper as the body of my friend,

And every word in it a gaping wound,
Issuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio ?

Have all his ventures fail’d ? What, not one hit

!

From Tripolis, from Mexico and England, 271

From Lisbon, Barbary and India?
And not one vessel ’scape the dreadful touch
Of merchant-marring rocks ?

Saler. Not one, my lord.

Besides, it should appear, that if he had
The present money to discharge the Jew,
He would not take it. Never did I know
A creature, that did bear the shape of man,

:
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;0 keen and greedy to confound a man :

Je plies the duke at morning and at night,

Lnd doth impeach the freedom of the state, 280

f they deny him justice : twenty merchants,

?he duke himself, and the magnificoes

)f greatest port, have all persuaded with him
;

lut none can drive him from the envious plea

)f forfeiture, of justice and his bond.

Jes. When I was with him I have heard him
swear

_'o Tubal and to Chus, his countrymen,
"hat he would rather have Antonio’s flesh

"han twenty times the value of the sum
That he did owe him : and I know, my lord, 290
f law, authority and power deny not,

t will go hard with poor Antonio.

Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus in

trouble?

Bass. The dearest, friend to me, the kindest

man,
he best-condition’d and unwearied spirit

n doing courtesies, and one in whom
"he ancient Roman honour more appears
,'han any that draws breath in Italy.

Por. What sum owes he the Jew ?

Bass. For me three thousand ducats.

Por. What, no more ? 300
'ay him six thousand, and deface the bond

;

)ouble six thousand, and then treble that,

efore a friend of this description

hall lose a hair through Bassanio’s fault.

'irst go with me to church and call me wife,

md then away to Venice to your friend

;

or never shall you lie by Portia’s side

Vith an unquiet soul. You shall have gold
'o pay the petty debt twenty times over

:

/hen it is paid, bring your true friend along. 310
ly maid Nerissa and myself meantime
/ill live as maids and widows. Come, away !

or you shall hence upon your wedding-day

:

id your friends welcome, show a merry cheer :

ince you are dear bought, I will love you dear,

ut let me hear the letter of your friend.

Bass. [Roads] Sweet Bassanio, my ships have
1 miscarried, my creditors grow cruel, my es-

.te is very low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit

;

id since in paying it, it is impossible I should
ye, all debts are cleared between you and I, if I

ight but see you at my death. Notwith-
anding, use your pleasure : if your love do not
ijrsuade you to come, let not my letter.

Por. O love, dispatch all business, and be
gone !

Bass. Since I have your good leave to go
away,

I will make haste : but, till I come again.
No bed shall e’er be guilty of iny stay,

No rest be interposer ’twixt us twain.

[Exeunt.

Scene III. Venice. A street

.

\inter Shylock, Salarino, Antonio, and
Gaoler.

Shy. Gaoler, look to him: tell not me of
mercy

;

his is the fool that lent out money gratis

:

aoler, look to him.
A nt. Hear me yet, good Shylock.

Shy. I’ll have my bond; speak not against
my bond

:

I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond.
Thou call’dst me dog before thou hadst a cause

;

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs

:

The duke shall grant me justice. I do wonder,
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond
To come abroad with him at his request. 10
Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak.
Shy. I’ll have my bond; I will not hear th<?e

speak

:

I ’ll have my bond ; and therefore speak no more.
I’ll not be made a soft and dull-eyed fool,

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield
To Christian intercessors. Follow not;
I ’ll have no speaking : I will have my bond.

[Exit.
Salar. It is the most impenetrable cur

That ever kept with men.
Ant. Let him alone

:

I’ll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 20
He seeks my life ; his reason well I know

:

I oft deliver’d from his forfeitures

Many that have at times made moan to me ;

Therefore he hates me.
Salar. I am sure the duke

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.
Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law

:

For the commodity that strangers have
With us in Venice, if it be denied,
Will much impeach the justice of his state

;

Since that the trade and profit of the city 30
Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go

:

These griefs and losses have so bated me,
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh

To-morrow to my bloody creditor.

Well, gaoler, on. Pray God, Bassanio come
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not

!

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. Belmont. A room in Portia’s
house.

Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica,
and Balthasar.

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your
presence,

You have a noble and a true conceit
Of god-like amity; which appears most strongly
In bearing thus the absence of your lord.

But if you knew to whom you show this honour,
How true a gentleman you send relief,

How dear a lover of my lord your husband,
I know you would be prouder of the work
Than customary bounty can enforce you.
Por. I never did repent for doing good, 10

Nor shall not now : for in companions
That do converse and waste the time together,
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love.
There must be needs a like proportion
Of lineaments, of manners and of spirit ;

Which makes me think that this Antonio,
Being the bosom lover ofmy lord,

Must needs be like my lord. If it be so.
How little is the cost I have bestow’d
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 20
From out the state of hellish misery !

This comes too near the praising of myself

;

m
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Therefore no more of it : hear other things.

Lorenzo, I commit into your hands
The husbandry and manage of my house
Until my lord’s return : for mine own part,

I have toward heaven breathed a secret vOw
To live in prayer and contemplation,

Only attended by Nerissa here,

Until her husband and my lord’s return : 30
There is a monastery two miles off

;

And there will we abide. I do desire you
Not to deny this imposition;

The which my love and some necessity

Now lays upon you.
Lor. Madam, with all my heart

;

I shall obey you in all fair commands.
Por. My people do already know my mind.

And will acknowledge you and Jessica
In place of Lord Bassanio and myself.

And so farewell, till we shall meet again. 40
Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend

on you

!

Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart’s content.

Por. I thank you for your wish, and am well

pleased
To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica.

[Exeunt Jessica and Lorenzo.
Now, Balthasar,
As I have ever found thee honest-true,

So let me find thee still. Take this same letter,

And use thou all the endeavour of a man
In speed to Padua: see thou render this

Into my cousin’s hand, Dodtor Bellario ; 50
And, look, what notes and garments he doth

give thee.

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagined speed
Unto the tranedt, to the common ferry

Which trades to Venice. Waste no time in words,

But get thee gone : I shall be there before thee.
• Balth. Madam, I go with all convenient

speed.
_

[Exit.

Por. Come on, Nerissa; I have work in hand
That you yet know not of : we ’ll see our husbands
Before they think of us.

Ner. Shall they see us ?

Por. They shall
4

Nerissa; but in such a

habit,
_

60
That they shall think we are accomplished
With that we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager.

When we are both accoutred like young men,
I ’ll prove the prettier fellow of the two,

And wear my dagger with the braver grace,

And speak between the change of man and boy
With a reed voice, and turn two mincing steps

Into a manly stride, and speak of frays

Like a fine bragging youth, and tell quaint lies,

How honourable ladies sought my love, 70
Which I denying, they fell sick and died

;

I could not do withal ;
then I ’ll repent.

And wish, for all that, that I had not kill’d them

;

And twenty of these puny lies I ’ll tell,

That men shall swear I have discontinued school

Above a twelvemonth. I have within my mind
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks,

Which I will practise.

Ner. Why, shall we turn to men ?

Por. Fie, what a question’s that.

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter
! .

80

But come, I ’ll tell thee all my whole device

When I am in my coach, which stays for us

At the park gate ; and therefore haste away,
For we must measure twenty miles to-day.

[Exeunt.

Scene V. The same. A garden.

Enter Launcelot and Jessica.

Laun. Yes, truly ; for, look you, the sins of

the father are to be laid upon the children:

therefore, I promise ye, I fear you. I was
always plain with you, and so now I speak my
agitation of the matter: therefore be of good
cheer, for truly I think you are damned.
There is but one hope in it that can do you
any good ; and that is but a kind of bastard

hope neither.

Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee? 10

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your

father got you not, that you are not the Jew’s

daughter.

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope,

indeed: so the sins of my mother should be

visited upon me.
Latm. Truly then I fear you are damned

both by father and mother : thus when I shun

Scylla, your father, I fall into Charybdis, your

mother : well, you are gone both ways. 20

Jes. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath

made me a Christian.

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he : we were

Christians enow before; e’en as many as could

well live, one by another. This making of Chris-

tians will raise the price of hogs : if we grow all

to be pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a

rasher on the coals for money.

Enter Lorenzo.

Jes. I’ll tell my husband, Launcelot, what
you say : here he comes. 30

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly,

Launcelot, if you thus get my wife into corners.

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo:

Launcelot and I are out. He tells me flatly,

there is no mercy for me in heaven, because I

am a Jew’s daughter: and he says, you are no

good member of the commonwealth, for in con-

verting Jews to Christians, you raise the price

of pork. 39

Lor. I shall answer that better to the com-

monwealth than you can the getting up of the

negro’s belly: the Moor is with child by you,

j

Launcelot. I

Latm. It is much that the Moor should be

more than reason: but if she be less than an

honest woman, she is indeed more than I took :

her for. I

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word !|

I think the best grace of wit will shortly turn

into silence, and discourse grow commendable in

none only but parrots. Go in, sirrah ; bid them

prepare for dinner.

Laun. That is done, sir; they have all

stomachs.
Lor. Goodly Lord, what a wit-snapper are

you ! then bid them prepare dinner.

Laun. That is done too, sir; only * cover’ is

the word.
Lor. Will you cover then, sir ?

Laun. Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty.
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Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion ! Wilt

hou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an in-

fant? I pray thee, understand a plain man in

lis plain meaning
:
go to thy fellows ;

bid them
:over the table, serve in the meat, and we will

:ome in to dinner.

Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be served in

;

'or the meat, sir, it shall be covered ;
for your

coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours
md conceits shall govern.

^
[Exit.

Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are

suited ! 70
The fool hath planted in his memory
Yn army of good words ;

and I do know
Y many fools, that stand in better place,

ramish’d like him, that for a tricksy word
.

Defy the matter. How cheer’st thou, Jessica?

Ynd now, good sweet, say thy opinion,

dow dost thou like the Lord Bassanio’s wife?

Jes. Past all expressing. It is very meet
The Lord Bassanio live an upright life

;

"or, having such a blessing in his lady, 80

de finds the joys of heaven here on earth;

And if on earth he do not mean it, then

n reason he should never come to heaven.

Yhy, iftwo gods should play some heavenly match
Ynd on the wager lay two earthly women,
Ynd Portia one, there must be something else
3awn’d with the other, for the poor rude world
Lath not her fellow.

Lor. Even such a husband
dast thou of me as she is for a wife.

Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 90
Lor. I will anon : first, let us go to dinner.

Jes. Nay, let me praise you while I have a

stomach.
Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk

;

Then, howsoe’er thou speak’st, ’mong other things
l

i shall digest it.

Jes. Well, I’ll set you forth. [Exeunt

.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Venice. A court ofjustice.

Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes, Antonio,
: Bassanio, Gratiano, Salerio, and others.

Duke. What, is Antonio here?

Ant. Ready, so please your grace.

Duke. I am sorry for thee : thou art come to

answer
Y stony adversary, an inhuman wretch
Jncapable of pity, void and empty
Yrom any dram of mercy.
Ant. I have heard

Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify

tiis rigorous course ;
but since he stands obdurate

Ynd that no lawful means can carry me
3ut of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 10

Vly patience to his fury, and am arm’d
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit,

The very tyranny and rage of his.

Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the court.

Saler. He is ready at the door : he comes, my
lord.

Enter Shylock.

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before

our face.

Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too,

That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice
To the last hour of adl ; and then ’tis thought
Thou ’Itshow thy mercy and remorse more strange

Than is thy strange apparent cruelty; 21

And where thou now exadt’st the penalty,

Which is a pound of this poor merchant’s flesh,

Thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture,

But, touch’d with human gentleness and love,

Forgive a moiety of the principal;

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses,

That have of late so huddled on his back.
Enow to press a royal merchant down
And pluck commiseration of his state 30
From brassy bosoms and rough hearts of flint,

From stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train’d

To offices of tender courtesy.

We all expe6t a gentle answer, Jew.
Shy. I have possess’d your grace of what I

purpose

;

And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn
To have the due and forfeit of ray bond

:

If you deny it, let the danger light

Upon your charter and your city’s freedom.
You’ll ask me, why I rather choose to have 40
A weight of carrion flesh than to receive

Three thousand ducats: I’ll not answer that:

But, say, it is my humour : is it answer’d?
What if my house be troubled with a rat

And I be pleased to give ten thousand ducats

To have it baned? What, are you answer’d yet?
Some men there are love not a gaping pig

;

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat

;

And others, when the bagpipe sings i’ the nose,

Cannot contain their urine : for affedlion, 50
Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood
Of what it likes or loathes. Now, for your

answer:
As there is no firm reason to be render’d,

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig

;

Why he, a harmless necessary cat

;

fWhy he, a woollen bag-pipe ; but of force

Must yield to such inevitable shame
As to offend, himself being offended

;

So can I give no reason, nor I will not,

More than a lodged hate and a certain loathing
I bear Antonio, that I follow thus 61

A losing suit against him. Are you answer’d?
Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man.

To excuse the current of thy cruelty.

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my
answers.

Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not
love?

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not
kill?

Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first.

Sky. What, wouldst thou have a serpent sting

thee twice?
Ant. I pray you, think you question with the

Jew: 70
You may as well go stand upon the beach
And bid the main flood bate his usual height

;

You may as well use question with the wolf
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb

;

You may as well forbid the mountain pines
To wag their high tops and to make no noise,

When they are fretten with the gusts of heaven

;

You may as well do any thing most hard,
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As seek to soften that—than which what’s hard-

er?

—

His Jewish heart: therefore, I do beseech you, 80

Make no more offers, use no farther means,
But with all brief and plain conveniency
Let me have judgement and the Jew his will.

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six.

Sky. If every ducat in six thousand ducats
Were in six parts and every part a ducat,
I would not draw them

; I would have my bond.
Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, render-

ing none ?

Shy. What judgement shall I dread, doing no
wrong ?

You have among you many a purchased slave, 90
Which, likq your asses and your dogs and mules,
You use in abjedt and in slavish parts,

Because you bought them : shall I say to you,
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs?
Why sweat they under burthens ? let their beds
Be made as soft as yours and let their palates
Be season’d with such viands? You will answer
‘The slaves are ours :’ so do I answer you

:

The pound of flesh, which I demand of him,
Is dearly bought ; ’tis mine and I will have it. 100
If you deny me, fie upon your law !

There is no force in the decrees of Venice.
I stand for judgement: answer; shall I have it?

Duke. Upon my power I may dismiss this

court,

Unless Bellario, a learned dodlor,
Whom I have sent for to determine this,

Come here to-day.

Saler. My lord, here stays without
A messenger with letters from the dodlor,

New come from Padua.
Duke. Bring us the letters; call the messenger.
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man,

courage yet! in
The Jew shall havemy flesh, blood, bones and all,

Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood.

A nt. I am a tainted wether of the flock,

Meetest for death : the weakest kind of fruit

Drops earliest to the ground ; and so let me

:

You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio,
Than to live still and write mine epitaph.

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyer’s clerk.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario?

Ner. From both, my lord. Bellario greets
your grace. [.Presenting a letter. 120

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so
earnestly?

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt
there.

Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh
Jew,

Thou makest thy knife keen ;
but no metal can,

N o, not the hangman’s axe, bear half the keenness
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee?
Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to

make.
Gra. O, be thou damn’d, inexecrable dog

!

And for thy life let justice be accused.
Thou almost makest me waver in my faith 130
To hold opinion with Pythagoras,
That souls of animals infuse themselves
Into the trunks ofmen : thy currish spirit

Govern’d a wolf, who, hang’d for human slaughter,

Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet,

And, whilst thou la^dst in thy unhallow’d dam,
Infused itself in thee

;
for thy desires

Are wolvish, bloody, starved and ravenous.
Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my

bond,
Thou but offend’st thy lungs to speak so loud

:

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 14

1

To cureless ruin. I stand here for law.
Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend

A young and learned dodlor to our court.

Where is he ?

Ner. He attendeth here hard by,
To know your answer, whether you’ll admit him.

j

;

Duke. With all my heart. Some three or four
of you

Go give him courteous conduct to this place.

Meantime the court shall hear Bellario’s letter.

Clerk. [Reads\ Your grace shall understand
that at the receipt of your letter I am very sick :

but in the instant that your messenger came, in

loving visitation was with me a young dodlor of

Rome
;
his name is Balthasar. I acquainted him

with the cause in controversy between the Jew
and Antonio the merchant : we turned o’er many
books together : he is furnished with my opinion

;

which, bettered with his own learning, the great-

ness whereof I cannot enough commend, comes I

with him, at my importunity, to fill up your
grace’s request in my stead. I beseech you, let

his lack of years be no impediment to let him lack

a reverend estimation ; for I never knew so young
a body with so old a head. I leave him to your
gracious acceptance, whose trial shall better pub-
lish his commendation.
Duke. Ypu hear the learn’d Bellario, what he

writes

:

And here, I take it, is the dodlor come.

Enter Portia, dressed like a dodlor oflaws.

Give me your hand. Come you from old Bellario ?

Por. I did, my lord.

Duke. You are welcome : take your place.

Are you acquainted with the difference 171

That holds this present question in the court?

Por. I am informed throughly of the cause. -

Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew?
Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand

forth. • 1
Por. Is your name Shylock?
Shy. Shylock is my name.

I

Por. Ofa strange nature is the suit you follow ;
1

Yet in such rule that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you as you do proceed.

You stand within his danger, do you not? 180

Ant. Ay, so he says. *

Por. Do you confess the bond? 1

Ant. I do.
. I

Por. Then must the Jew be merciful.

Shy. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that.

Por. The quality of mercy is not strain’d,

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath : it is twice blest

;

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes:

’Tis mightiest in the mightiest : it becomes
The throned monarch better than his crown ;

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power,

The attribute to awe and majesty, 191
j

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings

:
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lit mercy is above this sceptred sway

;

is enthroned in the hearts of kings,

is an attribute to God himself

;

nd earthly power doth then show likest God’s

/hen mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew,
hough justice be thy plea, consider this,

hat, in the course of justice, none of us

lould see salvation : we do pray for mercy ;
200

nd that same prayer doth teach us all to render

he deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much
o mitigate the justice of thy plea

;

Tiich if thou follow, this stri<5t court ofVenice

[ust needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant
there.

Shy. My deeds upon my head ! I crave the

law,

he penalty and forfeit of my bond.

For. Is he not able to discharge the money?
Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the

court

;

ea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice, 210

will be bound to pay it ten times o’er,

n forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart

:

‘ this will not suffice, it must appear

hat malice bears down truth. And I beseech you,

Test once the law to your authority:

o do a great right, do a little wrong,

nd curb this cruel devil of his will.

For. It must not be; there is no power in

Venice
an alter a decree established

:

'will be recorded for a precedent, 220

nd many an error by the same example
Til rush into the state : it cannot be.

Shy. A Daniel come to judgement! yea, a
Daniel

!

wise young judge, how I do honour thee !

Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.

Shy. Here ’tis, most reverend dodfor, here

it is.

Por. Shylock, there’s thrice thy money offer’d

thee.

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in

heaven

:

ball I lay perjury upon my soul?

o, not for Venice.
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit ; 230

nd lawfully by this the Jew may claim

.
pound of flesh, to be by him cut off

Tearest the merchant’s heart. Be merciful

:

ake thrice thy money ;
bid me tear the bond.

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour.

It doth appear you are a worthy judge;
'ou know the law, your exposition

lath been most sound : I charge you by the law,

:

/hereof you are a well-deserving pillar,

'roceed to judgement : by my soul I swear 240
'here is no power in the tongue of man
'o alter me : I stay here on my bond.
Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court

?o give the judgement.
Por. Why then, thus it is

:

r
ou must prepare your bosom for his knife.

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man !

Por. For the intent and purpose of the law
lath full relation to the penalty,

Vhich here appeareth due upon the bond.
Shy. ’Tis very true : O wise and upright

judge ! 250

How much more elder art thou than thy looks !

Por. Therefore lay bare your bosom.

Shy. Ay, his breast

:

So says the bond : doth it not, noble judge?
‘ Nearest his heart :’ those are the very words.

Por. It is so. Are there balance here to

weigh
The flesh?

Shy. I have them ready.

Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your
charge,

To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death.

Shy. Is it so nominated in the bond?
Por. It is not so express’d : but what of that ?

’Twere good you do so much for charity. 261

Shy. I cannot find it; ’tis not in the bond.

Por. You, merchant, have you any thing to

say?
Ant. But little; I am arm’d and well pre-

pared.
Give me your hand, Bassanio : fare you well

!

Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you

;

For herein Fortune shows herself more kind

Than is her custom : it is still her use

To let the wretched man outlive his wealth,

To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 270

An age of poverty; from which lingering penance

Of such misery doth she cut me off..

Commend me to your honourable wife

:

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end

;

Say how I loved you, speak me fair in death

;

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge
Whether Bassanio had not once a love.

Repent but you that you shall lose your friend,

And he repents not that he pays your debt

;

For if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 280

I’ll pay it presently with all my heart.
.

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife

Which is as dear to me as life itself

;

But life itself, my wife, and all the world,

Are not with me esteem’d above thy life

;

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all

Here to this devil, to deliver you.

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks

for that,

If she were by, to hear you make the offer.

Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love

:

I would she were in heaven, so she could 291

Entreat some power to change this currish Jew.
Ner. ’Tis well you offer it behind her back

;

The wish would make else an unquiet house.

Shy. These be the Christian husbands. I

have a daughter

;

Would any of the stock of Barrabas

Had been her husband rather than a Christian !

[Aside.

We trifle time : I pray thee, pursue sentence.

Por. A pound of that same merchant’s flesh

is thine

:

The court awards it, and the law doth give it.

Shy. Most rightful judge ! 301

Por. And you must cut this flesh from off

his breast

:

The law allows it, and the court awards it.

Shy. Most learned judge ! A sentence ! Come,
prepare

!

Por. Tarry a little ;
there is something else.

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ;

The words expressly are ‘ a pound of flesh :

’
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Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of
flesh

;

But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 311
Unto the state of Venice.
Gra. 0 upright judge ! Mark, Jew : O learned

judge !

Shy. Is that the law?
Por. Thyself shalt see the a<5t

:

For, as thou urgest justice, be assured
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desirest.

Gra. O learned judge ! Mark, Jew : a learned
judge

!

Shy. I take this offer, then; pay the bond
thrice

And let the Christian go.
Bass. Here is the money.
Por. Soft ! 320

The Jew shall have all justice ; soft ! no haste :

He shall have nothing but the penalty.
Gra. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned

judge 1

Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut offthe flesh.

Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou less nor more
But just a pound of flesh : if thou cut’st more
Or less than a just pound, be it but so much
As makes it light or heavy in the substance,
Or the division of the twentieth part
Of one poor scruple, nay, if the scale do turn 330
But in the estimation of a hair,

Thou diest and all thy goods are confiscate.

Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew !

Now, infidel, I have you on the hip.

Por. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy for-

feiture.

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go.
Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is.

Por. He hath refused it in the open court :

He shall have merely justice and his bond. 339
Gra. A Daniel, still say I, a second Daniel !

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.
Shy. Shall I not have barely my principal?
Por. Thou shalt have nothing but the forfeiture,

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew.
Shy. Why, then the devil give him good of it !

I ’ll stay no longer question.

Por. Tarry, Jew:
The law hath yet another hold on you.
It is enadled in the laws of Venice,
If it be proved against an alien

That by diredl or indirect attempts 350
He seek the life of any citizen,

The party ’gainst the which he doth contrive
Shall seize one half his goods

; the other half
Comes to the privy coffer of the state ;

And the offender’s life lies in the mercy
Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice.

In which predicament, I say, thou stand’st;
For it appears, by manifest proceeding,
That indiredtly and diredtly too
Thou hast contrived against the very life 360
Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr’d
The danger formerly by me rehearsed.
Down therefore and beg mercy of the duke.
Gra. Beg that thou mayst have leave to hang

thyself

:

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state,

Thou hast not left the value of a cord
; .

Therefore thou must be hang’d at the state’s charge.
Duke. That thou shalt see the difference of

our spirits,

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it

:

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio’s
; 370

The other half comes to the general state,

Which humbleness may drive unto a fine.

Por. Ay, for the state, not for Antonio.
Shy. Nay, takemy life and all

; pardon not that :

You take my house when you do take the prop
That doth sustain my house

;
you take my life

When you do take the means whereby I live.

Por. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ?

Gra. A halter gratis ; nothing else, for God’s
|

sake.
Ant. So please my lord the duke and all the

court 380
To quit the fine for one half of his goods,
I am content ; so he will let me have
The other half in use, to render it,

Upon his death, unto the gentleman
That lately stole his daughter :

Two things provided more, that, for this favour,
He presently become a Christian ;

The other, that he do record a gift,

Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d,
Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter. 390

Dtike. He shall do this, or else I do recant
The pardon that I late pronounced here.

Por. Art thou contented, Jew? what dost thou
say ?

Shy. I am content.
Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift.

Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from
hence ;

I am not well : send the deed after me.
And I will sign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In christening shalt thou have two god-
fathers :

Had I beenjudge, thou shouldst have had ten more,
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 400

[Exit Shylock.
Duke. Sir, I entreat youhome withme to dinner.

Por. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon :

I must away this night toward Padua,
And it is meet I presently set forth.

Duke. I am sorry that your leisure serves you
not.

Antonio, gratify this gentleman,
For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.

[.Exeunt Dtike and his train.

Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend

Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted
Ofgrievous penalties ; in lieu whereof, 410
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew,
We freely cope your courteous pains withal.

Ant. And stand indebted, over and above.
In love and service to you evermore.
Por. He is well paid that is well satisfied;

And I, delivering you, am satisfied

And therein do account myself well paid :

My mind was never yet more mercenary.
I pray you, know me when we meet again :

I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 420
Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you

further :

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute,

Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you,
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slot to deny me, and to pardon me.

Por. You press me far, and therefore I will

yield.

To Ant.] Give me your gloves, I’ll wear them

for your sake

;

To Bass.] And, for your love, I’ll take this

ring from you

:

Do not draw back your hand ;
I ’ll take no more ;

\nd you in love shall not deny me this.

Bass. This ring, good sir, alas, it is a trifle !

[ will not shame myself to give you this. 431

Por. I will have nothing else but only this

;

And now methinks I have a mind to it.

Bass. There’s more depends on this than on

the value.

The dearest ring in Venice will I give you,

And find it out by proclamation

:

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me.

Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers

:

You taught me first to beg ;
and now methinks

You teach me how a beggar should be answer’d.

Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by my
wife ;

441

And when she put it on, she made me vow
That I should neither sell nor give nor lose it.

Por. That 'scuse serves many men to save

their gifts.

An if your wife be not a mad-woman,
And know how well I have deserved the ring,

She would not hold out enemy for ever,

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you

!

[.Exeunt Portia and Nerissa.

Ant. My Lord Bassanio, let him have the

ring

:

Let his deservings and my love withal 450

Be valued ’gainst your wife’s commandment.
Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him

;

Give him the ring, and bring him, if thou canst,

Unto Antonio’s house : away 1 make haste.

[Exit Gratiano.

Come, you and I will thither presently

;

And in the morning early will we both

Fly toward Belmont : come, Antonio. [Exeunt.

Scene II. The same. A street.

Enter Portia and Nerissa.

Por. Inquire the Jew’s house out, give him
this deed

Uid let him sign it: we’ll away to-night

Vnd be a day before our husbands home

:

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.

Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Fair sir, you are well o’erta’en

:

My Lord Bassanio upon more advice

Hath sent you here this ring, and doth entreat

Your company at dinner.

Por. That cannot be

:

His ring I do accept most thankfully

:

And so, I pray you, tell him: furthermore, 10

I pray you, show my youth old Shylock’s house.

Gra. That will I do.

Ner. Sir, I would speak with you.
[Aside to Por.] I’ll see if I can get my hus-

band’s ring,

Which I did make him swear to keep for ever.

Por. [Aside to Ner.] Thou mayst, I warrant.

We shall have old swearing

That they did give the rings away to men

;

But we’ll outface them, and outswear them too.

[A loud] Away ! make haste : thou know’st where

I will tarry.

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show me to

this house? [Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. Belmont. Avenue A? Portia's house.

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica.

Lor. The moon shines bright : in such a night

as this,

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees

And they did make no noise, in such a night

Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls

And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents,

Where Cressid lay that night.

Jes. In such a night

Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew
And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself

And ran dismay’d away.
Lor. In such a night

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 10

Upon the wild sea banks and waft her love

To come again to Carthage.

Jes. In such a night

Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs
That did renew old HLson.

Lor. In such a night

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice
As far as Belmont.

Jes. In such a night

Did young Lorenzo swear he loved her well.

Stealing her soul with many vows of faith

And ne’er a true one.

Lor. In such a night 20

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew.

Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

Jes. I would out-night you, did no body come

;

But, hark, I hear the footing of a man.

Enter Stephano.

Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night?

Steph. A friend.

Lor. A friend ! what friend? your name, I

pray you, friend?

Steph. Stephano is my name; and I bring

word
My mistress will before the break of day
Be here at Belmont : she doth stray about 30
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays
For happy wedlock hours.

Lor. Who comes with her?
Steph.

'

None but a holy hermit and her maid.
I pray you, is my master yet return’d?

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from
him.

But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica,

And ceremoniously let us prepare
Some welcome for the mistress of the house.

Enter Launcelot.

Laun . Sola, sola ! wo ha, ho ! sola, sola

!

Lor. Who calls? 40
Laun. Solal did you see Master Lorenzo?

Master Lorenzo, sola, sola !
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Lor. Leave hollaing, man : here.
Laun. Sola ! where ? where ?

Lor. Here.
Laun. Tell him there’s a post come from my

master, with his horn full of good news : my mas-
ter will be here ere morning. [Exit.
Lor. Sweet soul, let’s in, and there expedt

their coming.
And yet no matter : why should we go in ? 50
My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you,
Within the house, your mistress is at hand ;

And bring your music forth into the air.

[Exit Stephano.
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank !

Here will we sit and let the sounds of music
Creep in our ears : soft stillness and the night
Become the touches of sweet harmony.
Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold:
There’s not the smallest orb which thou behold’ st

But in his motion like an angel sings, 61
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubins

;

Such harmony is in immortal souls

;

But whilst this muddy vesture of decay
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

Enter Musicians.

Come, ho ! and wake Diana with a hymn :

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress’ ear
And draw her home with music. [Music.

Jes. I am never merry when I hear sweet
music.

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are atten-
tive

: 7o
For do but note a wild and wanton herd,
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts,

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing
loud,

Which is the hot condition of their blood ;
*

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound,
Or any air of music touch their ears,
You shall perceive them make a mutual stand,
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze
By. the sweet power of music: therefore the poet
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones and

floods ; 80
Since nought so stockish, hard and full of rage,
But music for the time doth change his nature.
The man that hath no music in himself,
Nor is not moved with concord of swdet sounds,
Is fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils

;

The motions of his spirit are dull as night
And his affedlions dark as Erebus

:

Let no such man be trusted. Mark the music.

Enter Portia and Nerissa.

Por. That light we see is burning in my hall.

How far that little candle throws his beams
! 90

So shines a good deed in a naughty world.
Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see

the candle,
Por.

_

So doth the greater glory dim the less

:

A substitute shines brightly as a king
Until a king be by, and then his state
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook
Into the main of waters. Music! hark

!

Ner. It is your music, madam, of the house.
Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respedl:

Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by day.

Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam.
Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark

When neither is attended, and I think
The nightingale, if she should sing by day,
When every goose is cackling, would be thought
No better a musician than the wren.
How many things by season season’d are
To their right praise and true perfection !

Peace, ho ! the moon sleeps with Endymion
And would not be awaked. [Music ceases.
Lor. That is the voice, no

Or I am much deceived, of Portia.
Por. He knows me as the blind man knows

the cuckoo,
By the bad voice.

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home.
Por. We have been praying for our husbands’

healths,

Which speed, we hope, the better for our words.
Are they return’d?
Lor. Madam, they are not yet;

But there is come a messenger before,
To signify their coming.
Por. Go in, Nerissa

;

Give order to my servants that they take
No note at all of our being absent hence ; 120
Nor you, Lorenzo; Jessica, nor you.

[A tticket sounds.
Lor. Your husband is at hand; I hear his

trumpet

:

We are no tell-tales, madam; fear you not. • •

Por. This night methinks is but the daylight
sick

;

It looks a little paler : ’tis a day,
Such as the day is when the sun is hid.

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Gratiano, and
iheir followers.

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes,
If you would walk in absence of the sun.
Por. Let me give light, but let me not

be light;

For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 130
And never be Bassanio so for me :

But God sort all ! You are welcome home, my
lord.

Bass. I thank you, madam. Give welcome
to my friend.

This is the man, this is Antonio,
To whom I am so infinitely bound.
Por. You should in all sense be much bound

to him,
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you.
Ant. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house

:

It must appear in other ways than words, 140
Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy.

Gra. [To Ner. ] By yonder moon I swear
you do me wrong

;

In faith, I gave it to the judge’s clerk

:

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part,

Since you do take it, love, so much at heart.
Por. A quarrel, ho, already ! what’s the matter?
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring

That she did give me, whose posy was
For all the world like cutler’s poetry
Upon a knife, ‘ Love me, and leave me not.’ 150
Ner. What talk you of the posy or the value ?

You swore to me, when I did give it you,
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'hat you would wear it till your hour of death

nd that it should lie with you in your grave :

hough not for me, yet for your vehement oaths,

ou should have been respective and have

kept it.

,ave it a judge’s clerk ! no, God’s my judge,

'he clerk will ne’er wear hair on’s face that

had it.

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man.

Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 160

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to a youth,

L kind of boy, a little scrubbed boy,

go higher than thyself, the judge’s clerk,

l prating boy, that begg’4 it as a fee

:

could not for my heart deny it him.

Por. You were to blame, I must be plain

with you,

^o part so slightly with your wife’s first gift

;

l thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger

md so riveted with faith unto your flesh,

gave my love a ring and made him swear 170

^ever to part with it ; and here he stands ;

dare be sworn for him he would not leave it

for pluck it from his finger, for the. wealth

"hat the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano,
rou give your wife too unkind a cause of grief

:

in ’twere to me, I should be mad at it.

Bass. [Aside] Why, I were best to cut my
left hand off

fod swear I lost the ring defending it

Gra, My Lord Bassanio gave his ring away
Jnto the judge that begg’d it and indeed 180

Reserved it too ;
and then the boy, his clerk,

That took some pains in writing, he begg’d mine

;

\.nd neither man nor master would take aught

3ut the two rings.

Por. What ring gave you, my lord?

Slot that, I hope, which you received of me.

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault,

! would deny it ; but you see iny finger

d!ath not the ring upon it ; it is gone.

Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth.

3y heaven, I will ne’er come in your bed 190

Jntil I see the ring.

Ner. Nor I in yours

Fill I again see mine.
Bass. Sweet Portia,

[f you did know to whom I gave the ring,

[f you did know for whom I gave the ring,

\nd would conceive for what I gave the ring

\.nd how unwillingly I left the ring,

When nought would be accepted but the ring,

Ion would abate the strength of your displeasure.

Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring,

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring, 200

Or your own honour to contain the ring,

you would not then have parted with the ring.

What man is there so much unreasonable,

If you had pleased to have defended it

With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty
To urge the thing held as a ceremony?
Nerissa teaches me what to believe :

I’ll die for’t but some woman had the ring.

Bass. No, by my honour, madam, by my soul,

No woman had it, but a civil dodtor, 210

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me
And begg’d the ring ; the which I did deny him
And suffer’d him to go displeased away

;

Even he that did uphold the very life

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet

lady ?

I was enforced to send it after him

;

I was beset with shame and courtesy;

My honour would not let ingratitude

So much besmear it. Pardon me, good lady

;

For, by these blessed candles of the night, 220

Had you been there, I think you would have
begg’d

The ring of me to give the worthy do<5tor.

Por. Let not that dodtor e’er come near my
house

:

Since he hath got the jewel that I loved,

And that which you did swear to keep for me,
I will become as liberal as you

;

I ’ll not deny him any thing I have,

No, not my body nor my husband’s bed:
Know him I shall, I am well sure of it

:

Lie not a night from home; watch me like

Argus : * 230

If you do not, if I be left alone,

Now, by mine honour, which is yet mine own.
I’ll have that dodtor for my bedfellow.

Ner. And I his clerk; therefore be well

advised
How you do leave me to mine own protedtion.

Gra. Well, do you so : let not me take him,

then ;

For if I do, I ’ll mar the young clerk’s pen.

Ant. I am the unhappy subjedt of these

quarrels. «

Por. Sir, grieve not you; you are welcome
notwithstanding.

Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong

;

And, in the hearing of these many friends, 241

I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes.

Wherein I see myself

—

Por. Mark you but that

!

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself

;

In each eye, one : swear by your double self,

And there’s an oath of credit.

Bass. Nay, but hear me

:

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear

I never more will break an oath with thee.

Ant. I once did lend my body for his wealth

;

Which, but for him that had your husband’s ring,

Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again.

My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord

Will never more break faith advisedly.

Por. Then you shall be his surety. Give him
this

And bid him keep it better than the other.

Ant. Here, Lord Bassanio; swear to keep
this ring.

Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the

dodtor

!

Por. I had it of him
:
pardon me, Bassanio

;

For, by this ring, the dodtor lay with me.
.

259
Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano

;

For that same scrubbed boy, the dodtor’ s clerk.

In lieu of this last night did lie with me.

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-

ways
In summer, where the ways are fair enough

: .

What, are we cuckolds ere we have deserved it?

Por. Speak not so grossly. You are all

amazed

:

Here is a letter ; read it at your leisure ;

It comes from Padua, from Bellario

:
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There you shall find that Portia was the dodtor,
Nerissa there her clerk : Lorenzo here 270
Shall witness I set forth as soon as you
And even but now return’d ; I have not yet
Enter’d my house. Antonio, you are welcome

;

And I have better news in store for you
Than you expedt : unseal this letter soon ;

There you shall find three of your argosies
Are richly come to harbour suddenly

:

You shall not know by what strange accident
I chanced on this letter.

Ant. I am dumb.
Bass. Were you the dodtor and I knew you

not? 280
Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me

cuckold ?

Ner. Ay, but the clerk that never means to
do it,

Unless he live until he be a man.
Bass. Sweet dodtor, you shall be my bed-

fellow :

When I am absent, then lie with my wife.
Ant.

<

Sweet lady, you have given me life and
living

;

For here I read for certain that my ships
Are safely come to road.
Por> How now, Lorenzo

!

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you.
Ner. Ay, and I’ll give them him without

fee. 2C
There do I give to you and Jessica,
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift,
After his death, of all he dies possess’d of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way
Of starved people.
Por- It is almost morning.

And yet I am sure you are not satisfied
Of these events at full. Let us go in ;

And charge us there upon inter’gatories.
And we will answer all things faithfully. - 4 .

Gra. Let it be so : the first inter’gatory 300
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on is.

Whether till the next night she had rather stay,
•

Or go to bed now, being two hours to day

:

But were the day come, I should wish it dark,
That I were couching with the doctor’s clerk.
Well, while I live I’ll fear no other thing
So sore as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring. [Exeunt.
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DRAMATIS

Duke, living in banishment.

Frederick, his brother, and usurper of his

dominions. . ,

Amiens,! lords attending on the banished

Jaques, J duke.

Le Beau, a courtier attending upon t rede-

rick.

Charles, wrestler to Frederick.

Oliver, \
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Jaques, ( sons of Sir Rowland de Boys.

Orlando, )

Adam
, j servants to Oliver.

Dennis, J

Touchstone, a clown.

ACT I.

Scene I. Orchard of Oliver’s house.

Enter Orlando a?id Adam.

Orl. tAs I remember, Adam, it was upon this

fashion bequeathed me by will but poor a thou-

sand crowns, and, as thou sayest, charged my
brother, on his blessing, to breed me well : and

there begins my sadness. My brother Jaques

he keeps at school, and report speaks goldenly of

his profit : for my part, he keeps me rustically at

home, or, to speak more properly, stays me here

at home unkept ;
for call you that keeping for a

gentleman of my birth, that differs not from the

stalling of an ox? His horses are bred better;

for, besides that they are fair with their feeding,

they are taught their manage, and to that end

1
riders dearly hired: but I, his brother, gain

nothing under him but growth ;
for the which his

animals on his dunghills are as much bound to

him as I. Besides this nothing that he so plenti-

fully gives me, the something that nature gave

: me his countenance seems to take from me : he

lets me feed with his hinds, bars me the place of

a brother, and, as much as in him lies, mines my
gentility with my education. This is it, Adam,
that grieves me; and the spirit of my father,

which I think is within me, begins to mutiny

[ against this servitude : I will no longer endure

it, though yet I know no wise remedy how to

avoid it.

A dam. Yonder comes my master, your brother.

Orl. Go .apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear

how he will shake me up. 30

Enter Oliver.

Oli. Now, sir! what make you here?

Orl. Nothing: I am not taught to make any
thing.

Oli. What mar you then, sir?

LIKE IT.

PERSONS.

Sir Oliver Martext, a vicar.

Corin, 1 shepherds.
Silvius,! v

. .

William, a country fellow, in love witu

Audrey.
A person representing Hymen.

Rosalind, daughter to the banished duke.

Celia, daughter to Frederick.

Phebe, a shepherdess.

Audrey, a country wench.

Lords, pages, and attendants, &c.

Scene : Oliver1

s house ; Duke Frederick's court

;

and the Forest of Arden.

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that

which God made, a poor unworthy brother of

yours, with idleness.

Oli. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be

naught awhile. 39

Orl. Shall I keep your hogs and eat husks

with them? What prodigal portion have I spent,

that I should come to such penury ?

Oli. Know you where you are, sir?

Orl. O, sir, very well : here in your orchard.

Oli. Know you before whom, sir?

Orl. Ay, better than him I am before knows

me. I know you are my eldest brother ; and, in

the gentle condition of blood, you should so know

me. The courtesy of nations allows you my
better, in that you are the first-born; but the

same tradition takes not away my blood, were

there twenty brothers betwixt us : I have as much

of my father in me as you; albeit, I confess, your

coming before me is nearer to his reverence.

Oli. What, boy

!

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too

young in this.
.

Oli. Wilt thon lay hands on me, villain ?

Orl. I am no villain ; I am the youngest son

of Sir Rowland de Boys ; he was my father, and

he is thrice a villain that says such a father begot

villains. Wert thou not my brother, I would not

take this hand from thy throat till this other had

pulled out thy tongue for saying so : thou hast

railed on thyself.

Adam. Sweet masters, be patient: for your

father’s remembrance, be at accord.

Oli. Let me go, I say.

Orl. I will not, till I please : you shall hear

me. *My father charged you in his will to give

me good education : you have trained me like a

peasant, obscuring and hiding from me all gen-

tleman-like qualities. The spirit of my father

grows strong in me, and I will no longer endure

it : therefore allow me such exercises as may be-

come a gentleman, or give me the poor allottery
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my father left me by testament ; with that I will
go buy my fortunes.

OIL And what wilt thou do ? beg, when that
is spent? Well, sir, get you in: I will not long
be troubled with you

;
you shall have some part

of your will : I pray you, leave me.
Orl. I will no further offend you than be-

comes me for my good.
OIL Get you with him, you old dog.
Adam. Is ‘old dog’ my reward? Most true,

I have lost my teeth in your service. God be
with my old master ! he would not have spoke
such a word. [Exeunt Orlando and Adam.

Oli. Is it even so? begin you to grow upon
me ? I will physic your rankness, and yet give
no thousand crowns neither. Holla, Dennis !

Enter Dennis.

Den . Calls your worship ?

Oli. Was not Charles, the duke’s wrestler,
here to speak with me ?

Den. So please you, he is here at the door
and importunes access to you.

Oli. Call him in. [Exit Dennis. ] ’Twill be
a good way ; and to-morrow the wrestling is.

Enter Charles.
Cha. Good morrow to your worship. ioo
OIL Good Monsieur Charles, what’s the new

news at the new court ?

Cha. There’s no news at the court, sir, but
the old news : that is, the old duke is banished
by his younger brother the new duke

; and three
or four loving lords have put themselves into
voluntary exile with him, whose lands and re-
venues enrich the new duke ; therefore he gives
them good leave to wander.

Oli. Can you tell if Rosalind, the duke’s
daughter, be banished with her father ? 1 1

1

Cha. O, no ; for the duke’s daughter, her
cousin, so loves her, being ever from their cradles
bred together, that she would have followed her
exile, or have died to stay behind her. She is at
the court, and no less beloved of her uncle than
his own daughter ; and never two ladies loved as
they do.

Oli. Where will the old duke live ?

Cha. They say he is already in the forest of
Arden, and a many merry men with him ; and
there they live like the old Robin Hood of
England : they say many young gentlemen flock
to him every day, and fleet the time carelessly,
as they did in the golden world.

Oli. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the
new duke ?

Cha. Marry, do I, sir; and I came to ac-
quaint you with a matter. I am given, sir,

secretly to understand that your younger brother
Orlando hath a disposition to come in disguised
against me to try a fall. To-morrow, sir, I wrestle
for my credit ; and he that escapes me without
some broken limb shall acquit him well. »Your
brother is but young and tender

; and, for your
love, I would be loath to foil him, as I must, for
my own honour, if he come in : therefore, out of
my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you
withal, that either you might stay him from his
intendment or brook such disgrace well as he

shall run into, in that it is a thing of his own
search and altogether against my will.

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me,
which thou shalt find I will most kindly requite!
I had myself notice of my brother’s purpose
herein and have by underhand means laboured
to dissuade him from it, but he is resolute. I’ll

tell thee, Charles : it is the stubbornest young
fellow of France, full of ambition, an envious
emulator of every man’s good parts, a secret and
villanous contriver against me his natural brother

:

therefore use thy discretion ; I had as lief thou
didst break his neck as his finger. And thou
wert best look to’t; for if thou dost him any
slight disgrace or if he do not mightily grace
himself on thee, he will pradlise against thee by
poison, entrap thee by some treacherous device
and never leave thee till lie hath ta’en thy life by
some indirect means or other ; for, I assure thee,
and almost with tears I speak it, there is not one
so young and so villanous this day living. I

speak but brotherly of him ; but should I ana-
tomize him to thee as he is, I must blush and
weep and thou must look pale and wonder.

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you.
If he come to-morrow, I ’ll give him his payment

:

if ever he go alone again, I ’ll never wrestle for
prize more : and so God keep your worship !

Oli. Farewell, good Charles. [Exit Charles.]

Now will I stir this gamester : I hope I shall see
an end of him

; for my soul, yet I know not why,
hates nothing more than he. Yet he’s gentle,
never schooled and yet learned, full of noble
device, of all sorts enchantingly beloved, and
indeed so much in the heart of the world, and
especially of my own people, who best know him,
that I am altogether misprised : but it shall not
be so long ; this wrestler shall clear all : nothing
remains but that I kindle the boy thither ; which
now I ’ll go about. [Exit. 180

Scene II. Lawn before the Duke’s palace.

Enter Celia and Rosalind.
Cel. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be

merry.
Ros. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I

am mistress of ; and would you yet I were mer-
rier ? Unless you could teach me to forget a
banished father, you must not learn me how to
remember any extraordinary pleasure.

Cel. Herein I see thou lovest me not with the
full weight that I love thee. If my uncle, thy
banished father, had banished thy uncle, the
duke my father, so thou hadst been still with
me, I could have taught my love to take thy
father for mine : so wouldst thou, if the truth of
thy love to me were so righteously tempered as
mine is to thee.

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition of my
estate, to rejoice in yours.

Cel. You know my father hath no child but I,

nor none is like to have : and, truly, when he
dies, thou shalt be his heir, for what he hath
taken away from thy father perforce, I will render
thee again in afledlion

; by mine honour, I will

;

and when I break that oath, let me turn mon-
ster : therefore, my sweet Rose, my dear Rose,
be merry. a
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Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise

sports. Let me see ;
what think you of falling

in love?
, .

'

Cel. Marry, I prithee, do, to make sport

withal : but love no man in good earnest ;
nor no

further in sport neither than with safety of a pure

blush thou mayst in honour come off again.

Ros. What shall be our sport, then?

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife

Fortune from her wheel, that her gifts may
henceforth be bestowed equally.

Ros. I would we could do so, for her benefits

are mightily misplaced, and the bountiful blind

woman doth most mistake in her gifts to women.

Cel. ’Tis true ;
for those that she makes fair

she scarce makes honest, and those that she

makes honest she makes very ill-favouredly.

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from Fortune s

office to Nature’s : Fortune reigns in gifts of the

world, not in the lineaments of Nature.

Enter Touchstone.

Cel. No? when Nature hath made a fair crea-

ture, may she not by Fortune fall into the fire?

Though Nature hath given us wk to flout at For-

tune, hath not Fortune sent in this fool to cut off

the argument? 5° i

Ros. Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for

Nature, when Fortune makes Nature’s natural

the cutter-off of Nature’s wit.

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune’s work
neither, but Nature’s; who perceiveth our natural

wits too dull to reason of such goddesses and

hath sent this natural for our whetstone ; for al-

ways the dulness of the fool is the whetstone of

the wits. How now, wit ! whither wander you?

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to

your father. 61

Cel. Were you made the messenger?
Touch. No, by mine honour, but I was bid to

come for you.
Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool?

! Touch. Of a certain knight that swore by
his honour they were good pancakes and swore

by his honour the mustard was naught : now I ’ll

i stand to it, the pancakes were naught and the

mustard was good, and yet was not the knight

forsworn. 7 1

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap
of your knowledge ?

Ros. Ay, marry, now unmuzzle your wisdom.
Touch. Stand you both forth now: stroke

your chins, and swear by your beards that I am
a knave.

Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou

art.

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I

were ; but if you swear by that that is not, you
are not forsworn: no more was this knight,

swearing by his honour, for he never had any

;

or if he had, he had sworn it away before ever
he saw those pancakes or that mustard.

Cel. Prithee, who is’t that thou meanest?
Touch. One that old Frederick, your father,

loves.

Cel. My father’s love is enough to honour
him: enough! speak no more of him; you’ll be
whipped for taxation one of these days. 91

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not

speak wisely what wise men do foolishly.

Cel. By my troth, thou sayest true
;
for since

the little wit that fools have was silenced, the

little foolery that wise men have makes a great

show. Here comes Monsieur Le Beau.
Ros. With his mouth full of hews.

Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed

their young. 100

Ros. Then shall we be news-crammed.
Cel. All the better; we shall be the more

marketable.

Enter Le Beau.

Bon jour, Monsieur Le Beau : what’s the news?
Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much

good sport.

Cel. Sport! of what colour?

Le Beau. What colour, madam ! how shall I

answer you ?

Ros. As wit and fortune will. 110

Touch. Or as the Destinies decree.

Cel. Well said : that was laid on with a trowel.

Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank,

—

Ros. Thou losest thy old smell.
.

Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies: I would
have told you of good wrestling, which you have
lost the sight of.

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling.

Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning ;
and,

if it please your ladyships, you may see the end ;

for the best is yet to do; and here, where you
are, they are coming to perform it.

Cel. Well, the beginning, that is dead and
buried.

Le Beau. There comes an old man and his

three sons,

—

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old

tale.

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excel-

lent growth and presence.
.

130
Ros. With bills on their necks, ‘ Be it known

unto all men by these presents.’

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wrestled

with Charles, the duke’s wrestler ; which Charles
in a moment threw him and broke three of his

ribs, that there is little hope of life in him : so he
served the second, and so the third. Yonder
they lie

;
the poor old man, their father, making

such pitiful dole over them that all the beholders

take his part with weeping. 140
Ros. Alas

!

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that

the ladies have lost?”

Le Beatt. Why, this that I speak of.

Touch. Thus men may grow wiser every day

:

it is the first time that ever I heard breaking of

ribs was sport for ladies.

Cel. Or I, I promise thee.

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this

broken music in his sides? is there yet another

dotes upon rib-breaking? Shall we see this wrest-

ling, cousin?
Le Beau. You must, if you stay here; for

here is the place appointed for the wrestling, and
they are ready to perform it.

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming: let us

now stay and see it.
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Flourish. Enter Duke Frederick, Lords,

Orlando, Charles, and Attendants.

Diike F. Come on : since the youth will not

be entreated, his own peril on his forwardness.

Ros. Is yonder the man? 160

Le Beau. Even he, madam.
Cel. Alas, he is too young ! yet he looks suc-

cessfully.

Duke F. How now, daughter and cousin!

are you crept hither to see the wrestling?

Ros. Ay, my liege, so please you give us
leave.

Duke F. You will take little delight in it, I

can tell you ;
there is such odds in the man. In

pity of the challenger’s youth I would fain dis-

suade him, but he will not be entreated. Speak
to him, ladies ; see if you can move him.

Cel. Call him hither, good Monsieur Le Beau.
Duke F. Do so : I ’ll not be by.

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the prin-

cesses call for you.
Orl. I attend them with all respedl and duty.

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles

the wrestler?
_

179
Orl. No, fair princess ; he is the general chal-

lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try with
him the strength of my youth.

Cel. Young gentleman, your spirits are too

bold for your years. You have seen cruel proof

of this man’s strength : if you saw yourself with

your eyes or knew yourselfwith your judgement,
the fear of your adventure would counsel you to

a more equal enterprise. We pray you, for your
own sake, to embrace your own safety and give

over this attempt.
_

190
Ros. Do, young sir; your reputation shall not

therefore be misprised : we will make it our suit

to the duke that the wrestling might not go for-

ward.
Orl. I beseech you, punish me not with your

hard thoughts ;
wherein I confess me much guilty,

to deny so fair and excellent ladies any thing.

But let your fair eyes and gentle wishes go with
me to my trial : wherein if I be foiled, there is

but one shamed that was never gracious ; ifkilled,

but one dead that is willing to be so : I shall do
my friends no wrong, for I have none to lament
me, the world no injury, for in it I have nothing;

only in the world I fill up a place, which may be
better supplied when I have made it empty.

Ros. The little strength that I have, I would
it were with you.

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers.

Ros. Fare you well
:
pray heaven I be de-

ceived in‘you ! 210
Cel. Your heart’s desires be with you !

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant that

is so desirous to lie with his mother earth ?

Orl. Ready, sir; but his will hath in it a more
modest working.
Duke F. You shall try but one fall.

Cha. No, I warrant your grace, you shall not
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily
persuaded him from a first. 219

Orl. An you mean to mock me after, you should
not have mocked me before : but come your ways.
Ros. Now Hercules be thy speed, young man !

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the

strong fellow by the leg. [They wrestle.

Ros. O excellent young man !

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can
tell who should down. {Shout. Charles is thrown.

.

Duke F. No more, no more.
Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace : I am not yet

well breathed. 230
Duke F. How dost thou, Charles ?

' Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord.

Duke F. Bear him away. What is thy name,
young man ?

Orl. Orlando, my liege ; the youngest son of

Sir Rowland de Boys.
Duke F. I would thou hadst been son to some

man else

:

The world esteem’d thy father honourable.

But I did find him still mine enemy

:

Thou shouldst have better pleased me with this

deed, 240
Hadst thou descended from another house.

But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth

:

I would thou hadst told me of another father.

{Exeunt Duke Fred., train
,
and Le Beau.

Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this?
;

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland’s son,

His youngest son; and would not change that

calling,

To be adopted heir to Frederick.
*

Ros. My father loved Sir Rowland as his soul.

And all the world was ofmy father’s mind :

Had I before known this young man his son,

I should have given him tears unto entreaties, 250
Ere he should thus have ventured.

Cel. Gentle cousin,

Let us go thank him and encourage him :

My father’s rough and envious disposition

Sticks me at heart. Sir, you have well deserved

:

Ifyou do keep your promises in love

But justly, as you have exceeded all promise.

Your mistress shall be happy.
Ros. Gentleman,

{Giving him a chainfrom her neck.

Wear this for me, one out of suits with fortune,

That could give more, but that her hand lacks

means.
Shall we go, coz?

Cel. Ay. Fare you well, fair gentleman.

Orl. Can I not say, I thank you ? My better

parts
e

261

Are all thrown down, and that which here stands

up
Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block.

Ros. He calls us back ; my pride fell with my
fortunes

;

I ’ll ask him what he would. Did you call, sir?

Sir, you have wrestled well and overthrown
More than your enemies.

Cel. Will you go, coz?

Ros. Have with you. Fare you well.

{Exeunt Rosalind and Celia.

Orl. What passion hangs these weights upon
my tongue?

I cannot speak to her, yet she urged conference.
j

O poor Orlando, thou art overthrown ! 271 *

Or Charles or something weaker masters thee.

Re-enter Le Beau.

Le Beau . Good sir, I do in friendship counsel

you
To leave this place. Albeit you have deserved
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digh commendation, true applause and love,

fet such is now the duke’s condition

That he misconstrues all that you have done.

The duke is humorous * what he is indeed,

dore suits you to conceive than I to speak of.

Orl. I thank you, sir : and, pray you, tell me
this ;

280
Vhich of the two was daughter of the duke
That here was at the wrestling?

Le Beazi. Neither his daughter, if we judge
by manners

;

But yet indeed the lesser is his daughter

:

;?he other is daughter to the banish’d duke,
Ind here detain’d by her usurping uncle,

.’o keep his daughter company ;
whose loves

^re dearer than the natural bond of sisters.

But I can tell you that of late this duke
iath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece,

Grounded upon no other argument
.

291
But that the people praise her for her virtues

Ind pity her for her good father’s sake

;

^.nd, on my life, his malice ’gainst the lady
Vill suddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well:

lereafter, in a better world than this,

shall desire more love and knowledge of you.
Orl. I rest much bounden to you : fare you

well. [Exit Le Beau.
?hus must I from the smoke into the smother

;

"rom tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother: 300
But heavenly Rosalind !

[Exit.

Scene III. A room in the palace.

Enter Celia and Rosalind.

Cel. Why, cousin ! why, Rosalind ! Cupid
ave mercy ! not a word ?

Eos. Not one to throw at a dog.

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be
ast away upon curs ; throw some of them at me

;

ome, lame me with reasons.

Eos. Then there were two cousins laid up

;

/hen the one should be lamed with reasons and
lie other mad without any.

Cel. But is all this for your father ? 10

Eos. No, some of it is for my child’s father.

), how full of briers is this working-day world !

Cel. They are but
,
burs, cousin, thrown upon

hee in holiday foolery: if we walk not in the

rodden paths, our very petticoats will catch them.
Eos. I could shake them off my coat: these

>urs are in my heart.

Cel. Hem them away.
Eos. I would try, if I could cry ‘hem’ and

lave him. 20

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affedtions.

Eos. O, they take the part of a better wrestler

han myself

!

Cel. O, a good wish upon you
!
you will try

n time, in despite of a fall. But, turning these
ests out of service, let us talk in good earnest : is

t possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into

.0 strong a liking with old Sir Rowland’s youngest
on?
Eos. The duke my father loved his father

learly.
_

3 1

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue that you should
ove his son dearly? By this kind of chase, I

should hate him, for my father hated his father
learly

;
yet I hate not Orlando.

Eos. No, faith, hate him not, for my sake.

Cel. Why should I not? doth he not deserve
well?
Eos. Let me love him for that, and do you

love him because I do. Look, here comes the
duke. 41

Cel. With his eyes full of anger.

Enter Duke Frederick, 'with Lords.

Diike F. Mistress, dispatch you with your
safest haste

And get you from our court.

Eos. Me, uncle?
Duke F. You, cousin:

Within these ten days if that thou be’st found
So near our public court as twenty miles,
Thou diest for it.

Eos. I do beseech your grace,
Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me :

If with myself I hold intelligence

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires, 50
If that I do not dream or be not frantic,

—

As I do trust I am not—then, dear uncle,
Never so much as in a thought unborn
Did I offend your highness.
Duke F.

^
Thus do all traitors

:

If their purgation did consist in words,
They are as innocent as grace itself

:

Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not.

Eos. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a
traitor

:

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.
Duke F. Thou art thy father’s daughter;

there’s enough. 60
Eos. So was I when your highness took his

dukedom

;

So was I when your highness banish’d him

:

Treason is not inherited, my lord

;

Or, if we did derive it from our friends,
What’s that to me? my father was no traitor:
Then, good my liege, mistake me not so much
To think my poverty is treacherous.

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me speak.
Duke F. Ay, Celia ; we stay’d her for your sake,

Else had she with her father ranged along. 70
Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay

;

It was your pleasure and your own remorse

:

I was too young that time to value her ;

But now I know her : if she be a traitor,

Why so am I ; we still have slept together,
Rose at an instant, learn’d, play’d, eat together,
And wheresoe’er we went, like Juno’s swans,
Still we went coupled and inseparable.
Duke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her

smoothness,
Her very silence and her patience 80
Speak to the people, and they pity her.

Thou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name

;

And thou wilt show more bright and seem more
virtuous

When she is gone. Then open not thy lips

:

Firm and irrevocable is my doom
Which I have pass’d upon her ; she is banish’d.

Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me,
my liege:

I cannot live out of her company.
Duke F. You are a fool. You, niece, provide

yourself

:

If you outstay the time, upon mine honour, 90

14
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And in the greatness of my word, you die.

{Exeunt Duke Frederick and Lords.

Cel. O my poor Rosalind, whither wilt

thou go?
Wilt thou change fathers? I will give thee mine.

I charge thee, be not thou more grieved than I am.
Ros. 1 have more cause.

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin

;

Prithee, be cheerful : know’st thou not, the duke
Hath banish’d me, his daughter?
Ros. That he hath not.

Cel. No, hath not? Rosalind lacks then the

love
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one r

Shall we be sunder’d ? shall we part, sweet girl ?

No : let my father seek another heir. ioi

Therefore devise with me how we may fly,

Whither to go and what to bear with us

;

And do not seek to take your change upon you,

To bear your griefs yourself and leave me out;

For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale.

Say what thou canst, I’ll go along with thee.

Ros. Why, whither shall we go?
Cel. To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden.
Ros. Alas, what danger will it be to us, no

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far

!

Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.
.

Cel. I ’ll put myself in poor and mean attire

And with a kind of umber smirch my face

;

The like do you : so shall we pass along
And never stir assailants.

s

Ros. Were it not better.

Because that I am more than common tall,

That I did suit me all points like a man ?

A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 1 19
A boar-spear in my hand

;
and—in my heart

Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will

—

We’ll have a swashing and a martial outside,

As many other mannish cowards have
That do outface it with their semblances.

Cel. What shall I call thee when thou art

a man?
Ros. I’ll have no worse a name than Jove’s

own page

;

And therefore look you call me Ganymede.
But what will you be call’d ?

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my
state

;

No longer Celia, but Aliena. 130

Ros. But, cousin, what if we assay’d to steal

The clownish fool out of your father’s court ?

Would he not be a comfort to our travel?

Cel. He’ll go along o’er the wide world
with me

;

|

Leave me alone to woo him. Let’s away,

|

And get our jewels and our wealth together,

j

Devise the fittest time and safest way

j

To hide us from pursuit that will be made
i After my flight. Now go we in content

To liberty and not to banishment. [Exeunt

.

140

ACT II.

Scene I. The Forest of Arden.

I Enter Duke senior, Amiens, and two or
three Lords, likeforesters.

Duke S. Now, my co-mates and brothers in

exile,

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet

Than that of painted pomp?. Are not these woods
More free from peril than the envious court?

Here feel we but the penalty of Adam,
The seasons’ difference, as the icy fang
And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind,
Which, when it bites and blows upon my body,
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile and say
‘ This is no flattery : these are counsellors 10

That feelingly persuade me what I am.’

Sweet are the uses of adversity,

Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous.
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head

;

And this our life exempt from public haunt
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running

brooks,
Sermons in stones and good in every thing.

I would not change it.

A mi. Happy is your grace,

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune

Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 20

Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us
venison ?

And yet it irks me the poor dappled fools,

Being native burghers of this desert city,

Should in their own confines with forked heads
Have their round haunches gored.

First Lord. Indeed, my lord,
;

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that,

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp
Than doth your brother that hath banish’d you.

To-day my Lord of Amiens and myself
Did steal behind him as he lay along 30
Under an oak whose antique root peeps out

Upon the brook that brawls along this wood:
To the which place a poor sequester’d stag,

That from the hunter’s aim had ta’en a hurt.

Did come to languish, and indeed, my lord,

The wretched animal heaved forth such groans

That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat

Almost to bursting, and the big round tears

Coursed one another down his innocent nose

In piteous chase; and thus the hairy fool, 40
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook,

Augmenting it with tears.

Duke S. But what said Jaques?
Did he not moralize this spe<5tacle?

First Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similes.

First, for his weeping into the needless stream ;

‘ Poor deer,’ quoth he ‘ thou makest a testament

As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more
To that which had too much then, being there

alone,

Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends, 50
‘ ’Tis right:’ quoth he ‘ thus misery doth part

The flux of company.:’ anon a careless herd,

Full of the pasture, jumps along by him
And never stays to greet him ;

‘ Ay,’ quoth Jaques,
‘ Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens

;

’Tis just the fashion : wherefore do you look

Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there?’

Thus^ most invedlively he pierceth through
The body of the country, city, court,

Yea, and of this our life, swearing that we 60

Are mere usurpers, tyrants and what’s worse,

To fright the animals and to kill them up
In their assign’d and native dwelling-place.

Duke S. And did you leave him in this con-

templation ?
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Sec. LordI We did, my lord, weeping and
commenting

Upon the sobbing deer.

Duke S. Show me the place

:

I love to cope him in these sullen fits.

For then he’s full of matter.
First Lord. I’ll bring you to him straight.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. A roo7n in the palace.

Enter Duke Frederick, with Lords.

Duke F. Can it be possible that no man saw
them ?

It cannot be : some villains of my court
Are of consent and sufferance i-n this.

First Lord. I cannot hear of any that did
see her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber,
.Saw her a-bed, and in the morning early
They found the bed untreasured of their mistress.

Sec. Lord. My lord, the roynish clown, at
whom so oft

Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing.
Hisperia, the princess’ gentlewoman, io
Confesses that she secretly o’erheard
Your daughter and her cousin much commend
The parts and graces of the wrestler
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles;
And she believes, wherever they are gone,
That youth is surely in their company.
Duke F. Send to his brother; fetch that

gallant hither;

If he be absent, bring his brother to me

;

I ’ll make him find him : do this suddenly.
And let not search and inquisition quail 20
To bring again these foolish runaways. [Exeunt

.

Scene III. Before Oliver’s house.

Enter Orlando and Adam, meeting

.

Orl. Who ’s there ?

A darn. What, my young master? O my
gentle master

!

O my sweet master ! O you memory
Of old Sir Rowland ! why, what make you here ?

Why are you virtuous ? why do people love you ?

And wherefore are you gentle, strong and valiant ?

Why would you be so fond to overcome
The bonny priser of the humorous duke ?

Your praise is come too swiftly home before you.
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 10
Their graces serve them but as enemies?
No more do yours

:
your virtues, gentle master,

Are sandlified and holy traitors to you.
0, what a world is this, when what is comely
Envenoms him that bears it

!

Orl. Why, what’s the matter?
Adam.

_ .
O unhappy youth

!

ome not within these doors
; within this roof

The enemy of all your graces lives

:

four brother—no, no brother; yet the son

—

fet not the son, I will not call him son 20
3f him I was about to call his father

—

Tath heard your praises, and this night he means
To burn the lodging where you use to lie

Vnd you within it : if he fail of that,
Te will have other means to cut you off.

overheard him apd his practices.

This is no place
;
this house is but a butchery

:

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouldst thou have
me go?

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not
here. 30

Orl. What, wouldst thou have me go and beg
my food ?

Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce
A thievish living on the common road?
This I must do, or know not what to do

:

Yet this I will not do, do how I can;
I rather will subject me to the malice
Of a diverted blood and bloody brother.
Adam. But do not so. I have five hundred

crowns,
The thrifty hire I saved under your father,
Which I did store to be my foster-nurse ' 40
When service should in my old limbs lie lame
And unregarded age in corners thfown :

Take that, and He that doth the ravens feed.
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow,
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ;

All this I give you. Let me be your servant

:

Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty

;

For in my youth I never did apply
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood,
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 50
The means of weakness and debility;
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter,
Frosty, but kindly: letnie go with you;
I ’ll do the service of a younger man
In all your business and necessities.

Orl. O good old man, how well in thee ap-
pears

The constant service of the antique worlds
When service sweat for duty, not for meed

!

Thou art not for the fashion of these times.
Where none will sweat but for promotion, 60
And haying that, do choke their service up
Even with the having : it is not so with thee.
But, poor old man, thou prunest a rotten tree,
That cannot so much as a blossom yield
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry.
But come thy ways; we’ll go along together.
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent,
We’ll light upon some settled low content.
Adam. Master, go on, and I will follow thee.

To the last gasp, with truth and lojmlty. 70
From seventeen years till now almost fourscore
Here lived I, but now live here no more.
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek;
But at fourscore it is too late a week :

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better
Than to die well and not my master’s debtor.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. The Forest ofArden.

Enter Rosalind for Ganymede-, Celia for
Aliena, and Touchstone.

Ros. O Jupiter, how weary are my spirits !

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs
were not weary.
Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace my

man’s apparel and to cry like a woman
; but I

must comfort the weaker vessel, as doublet and
hose ought to show itselfcourageous to petticoat

;

therefore courage, good Aliena

!

14-
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Cel. I pray you, bear with me ; I cannot go

no further.

Touch. For my part, I had rather bear with

you than bear you
;
yet I should bear no cross if

I did bear you, for I think you have no money

in your purse.

Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden.

Totich. Ay, now am I in Arden; the more

fool I ;
when I was at home, I was in a better

place but travellers must be content.

Ros. Ay, be so, good Touchstone.

Enter Corin and Silvius.

Cor. * Who calls?

Touch. Your betters, sir.

Cor. Else are they very wretched.

Ros. Peace, I say. Good even to you, friend.

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all.

Ros. I prithee, shepherd, if that love or gold

Can in this desert place buy entertainment,

Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed

:

O irAi inrr m'lirl with travel TTUlch ODDreSs’c

Look you, who comes here ; a young man and an

old in solemn talk. 21

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you

still.

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew’st how I do

love her

!

Cor. I partly guess ; for I have loved ere now.

Sil. No, Corin, being old, thou canst not

guess,

Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover

As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow

:

But if thy love were ever like to mine

—

As sure I think did never man love so—
How many adlions most ridiculous 30

Hast thou been drawn to by thy fantasy ?

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forgotten.

Sil. O, thou didst then ne’er love so heartily !

If thou remember’ st not the slightest folly

That ever love did make thee run into,

Thou hast not loved

:

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now,

Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise,

Thou hast not loved

:

Or if thou hast not broke from company 40

Abruptly, as my passion now makes me,

Thou hast not loved.

0 Phebe, Phebe, Phebe !
[Exit

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd! searching of thy

wound,
1 have by hard adventure found mine own,

Touch. And I mine. I remember, when I

was in love I broke my sword upon a stone and

bid him take that for coming a-night to Jane

Smile ; and I remember the kissing of her batlet

and the cow’s dugs that her pretty chopt hands

had milked; and I remember the wooing of a

peascod instead of her, from whom I took two

Here’s a young maid with travel much oppress’d

And faints for succour.

Cor. Fair sir, I pity her

And wish, for her sake more than for mine own,

My fortunes were more able to relieve her

;

But I am shepherd to another man
And do not shear the fleeces that I graze

:

My master is of churlish disposition 80

And little recks to find the way to heaven

By doing deeds of hospitality :

Besides, his cote, his flocks and bounds of feed

Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now,

By reason of his absence, there is.nothing

That you will feed on ;
but what is, come see,

And in my voice most welcome shall you be.

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and

pasture ?

Cor. That young swain that you saw here but

erewhile,

That little cares for buying any thing. go

Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty,

Buy thou the cottage, pasture and the flock,

And thou shalt have to pay for it of us.

Cel. And we will mend thy wages. I

this place,
> . .

And willingly could waste my time in it.

Cor. Assuredly the thing is to be sold :

Go with me : if you like upon report.

The soil, the profit and this kind of life,

I will your very faithful feeder be

And buy it with your gold right suddenly.

cods and, giving her them again, said with weep

ing tears ‘Wear these for my sake.’ We thai
i ^ ^ ^

We that

are true lovers run into strange capers ; but as all

is mortal in nature, so is all nature in love mortal

in folly.

Ros. Thou speakest wiser than thou art ware

of. .

Touch. Nay, I shall ne’er be ware of mine own

wit till I break my shins against it.
%

6°

Ros. Jove, Jove ! this shepherd’s passion

Is much upon my fashion.

Touch. And mine; but it grows something

stale with me.

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man

If he for gold will give us any food :

I faint almost to death.

Touch. Holla, you clown !

Ros. Peace, fool : he’s not thy kinsman.

like

[Exeunt

.

Scene V. Theforest.

Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others.

Song.

Ami. Under the greenwood tree

Who loves to lie with me,
And turn his merry note

Unto the sweet bird’s throat,

Come hither, come hither, come hither

:

Here shall he see

No enemy
But winter and rough weather.

Jaq. More, more, I prithee, more.

Ami. It will make you melancholy, Mon-

sieur Jaques. **

Jaq. I thank it. More, I prithee, more. 1

can suck melancholy - out of a song, as a weasel

sucks eggs. More, I prithee, more.

Ami. My voice is ragged: I know I cannot!

please you.
. , T , j

Jaq. I do not desire you to please me ;
1 ao 1

desire you to sing. Come, more ;
another stanzo

call you ’em stanzos ?

Ami. What you will, Monsieur Jaques. 20

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names ;
they

owe me nothing. Will you sing ?
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Ami. More at your request than to please

myself.
, T ,„

Jaq. Well then, if ever T thank any man, I 11

thank you ;
but that they call compliment is like

the encounter of two dog-apes, and when a man
thanks me heartily, methinks I have given him a

penny and he renders me the beggarly thanks.

Come, sing; and you that will not, hold your

tongues.

Anti. Well, I’ll end the song. Sirs, cover the

while ;
the duke will drink under this tree. He

hath been all this day to look you.

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid

him. He is too disputable for my company : I

think of as many matters as he, but I give heaven

thanks and make no boast of them. Come, warble,

come.

Song.

Who doth ambition shun [A ll together here.

And loves to live i’ the sun, 41

Seeking the food he eats

And pleased with what he gets,

Come hither, come hither, come hither :

* Here shall he see

No enemy
But winter and rough weather.

Jaq. I ’ll give you a verse to this note that I

made yesterday in despite of my invention.

Ami. And I’ll sing it. 5°

Jaq. Thus it goes :

—

If it do come to pass

That any man turn ass,

Leaving his wealth and ease,

A stubborn will to please,

Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame :

Here shall he see

Gross fools as he,

An if he will come to me.

Ami. What’s that ‘ducdame’? 60

Jaq. ’Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools

into a circle. I’ll go sleep, if I can ; if I cannot,

I’ll rail against all the first-born of Egypt.
Ami. And I’ll go seek the duke : his banquet

is prepared. [Exeunt severally.

Scene YI. The forest.

Enter Orlando arid Adam.

Adam. Dear master, I can go no further: O,

I die for food ! Here lie I down, and measure

out my grave. Farewell, kind master.

Orl. Why, how now, Adam ! no greater heart

in thee ? Live a little ;
comfort a little ; cheer

thyself a little. If this uncouth forest yield any
thing savage, I will either be food for it or bring

it for food to thee. Thy conceit is nearer death

than thy powers. For my sake be comfortable ;

hold death awhile at the arm’s end : I will here

be with thee presently ; and if I bring thee not

something to eat, I will give thee leave to die :

but if thou diest before I come, thou art a mocker
of my labour. Well said ! thou lookest cheerly,

and I’ll be with thee quickly. Yet thou liest in

the bleak air : come, I will bear thee to some
shelter ; and thou shalt not die for • lack of a
dinner, if there live any thing in this desert.

Cheerly, good Adam !
\Exeunt.

Scene VII. The forest.

A table set otit. Enter Duke senior, Amiens,
and Lords like outlaws.

Duke S. I think he be transform’d into a beast

;

For I can no where find him like a man.
First Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone

hence

:

Here was he merry, hearing of a song.

Duke S. If he, compact ofjars, grow musical,

We shall have shortly discord in the spheres.

.

Go, seek him : tell him I would speak with him.

Enter Jaques.

First Lord. He saves my labour by his own
approach.

Duke S. Why, how now, monsieur ! what a

life is this,

That your poor friends must woo your company?
What, you look merrily

!
_

n
Jaq. A fool, a fool ! I met a fool i’ the forest,

A motley fool ; a miserable world !

As I do live by food, I met a fool ;

Who laid him down and bask’d him in the sun,

And rail’d on Lady Fortune in good terms,

In good set terms and yet a motley fool.

‘Good morrow, fool,’ quoth I. ‘No, sir,’quothhe,
4 Call me not fool till heaven hath sent me fortune :’

And then he drew a dial from his poke, 20

And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye,

Says very wisely, ‘ It is ten o’clock :

Thuswe may see,’ quoth he, ‘ how the worldwags

:

’Tis but an hour ago since it was nine.

And after one hour more ’twill be eleven

;

And so, from hour to hour, we ripe and ripe,

And then, from hour to hour, we rot and rot

;

And thereby hangs a tale.’ When I did hear
The motley fool thus moral on the time,

My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 30
That fools should be so deep-contemplative.

And I did laugh sans intermission

An hour by his dial. O noble fool !

A worthy fool ! Motley’s the only wear,
Duke S. What fool is this ?

Jaq. O worthy fool I One that hath been a
courtier,

And says, if ladies be but young and fair,

They have the gift to know it : and in his brain.

Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit

After a voyage, he hath strange places cramm’d
With observation, the which he vents 41
In mangled forms. O that I were a fool

!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.

Duke S. Thou shalt have one.

Jaq. It is my only suit;

Provided that you weed your better judgements
Of all opinion that grows rank in them
That I am wise. I must have liberty

Withal, as large a charter as the wind,

To blow on whom I please ; for so fools have ;

And they that are most galled with my folly, 50
They mostmust laugh. And why, sir, must they so?
The ‘why’ is plain as way to parish church:
He that a fool doth very wisely hit

Doth very foolishly, although he smart,
Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not,

The wise man’s folly is anatomized
Even by the squandering glances of the fool.

Invest me in my motley
;
give me leave



To speak my mind, and I will through and

through
Cleanse the foul body of the infedted world, 60

If they will patiently receive my medicine.

Duke S. Fie on thee 1 I can tell what thou

wouldst do.

Jaq. What, for a counter, would I do but

good? . . , .

,

Duke S. Most mischievous foul sm, m chid-

ing sin
: #

For thou thyself hast been a libertine,

As sensual as the brutish sting itself;

And all the embossed sores and headed evils.

That thou with license of free foot hast caught,

Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world.

Jaq . Why, who cries out on pride, 7°

That can therein tax any private party ?

Doth it not flow as hugely as the sea,

fTill that the weary very means do ebb ?

What woman in the city do I name,

When that I say the city-woman bears

The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders ?

Who can come in and say that I mean her,

When such a one as she such is her neighbour?

Or what is he of basest fundlion

That says his bravery is not of my cost,
.

80

Thinking that I mean him, but therein suits

His folly to the mettle pf my speech?

There then; how then? what then? Let me see

wherein
# .

My tongue hath wrong’d him : if it do him right,

Then he hath wrong’d himself ;
if he be free,

Why then my taxing like a wild-goose flies,

Unclaim’d of any man. But who comes here ?

Enter Orlando, with his sword drawn.

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more.

Jaq. Why, I have eat none yet.

Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be served.

Jaq. Of what kind should this cock come of?

Duke S. Art thou thus bolden’d, man, by

thy distress, 9X

Or else a rude despiser of good manners.

That in civility thou seem’st so empty ?

Orl. You touch’d my vein at first : the thorny

point

Of bare distress hath ta’en from me the show

Of smooth civility ; yet am I inland bred

And know some nurture. But forbear, I say

:

He dies that touches any of this fruit

Till I and my affairs are answered.
#

Jaq. An you will not be answered with rea-

son, I must die. 101

Duke S. What would you have? Your gen-

tleness shall force

More than your force move us to gentleness.

, Orl. I almost die for food ;
and let me have it.

Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to

our table.

Orl. Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I

pray you:
I thought that all things had been savage here ;

And therefore put I on the countenance

Of stern commandment. But whate er you are

That in this desert inaccessible, 1X0

Under the shade of melancholy boughs,

Lose and negleft the creeping hours of time

;

If ever you have look’d on better days,

If ever been where bells have knoll’d to church,

If ever sat at any good man’s feast,

If ever from your eyelids wiped a tear

And know what ’tis to pity and be pitied,

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be :

In the which hope I blush, and hide my sword.

Duke S. True is it that we have seen better

days, X2°

And have with holy bell been knoll’d to church

And sat at good men’s feasts and wiped our eyes

Of drops that sacred pity hath engender’d

:

And therefore sit you down in gentleness

And take upon command what help we have

That to your wanting may be minister’d.

Orl. Then but forbear your food a little while,

Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn

And give it food. There is an old poor man.

Who after me hath many a weary step 130

Limp’d in pure love : till he be first sufficed,

Oppress’d with two weak evils, age and hunger,

I will not touch a bit.

Duke S. Go find him out,

And we will nothing waste till you return.

Orl. I thank ye ;
and be blest for your good

comfort !
[Exit.

Duke S. Thou seest we are not all alone un-

happy :

This wide and universal theatre

Presents more woeful pageants than the scene

Wherein we play in.

Jaq. All the world’s a stage.

And all the men and women merely players : 140

They have their exits and their entrances

;

And one man in his time plays many parts.

His adls being seven ages. At first the infant.

Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms.

And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel

And shining morning face, creeping like snail

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover.

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad
_

Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,

Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard.

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,

Seeking the bubble reputation
. .

Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,

In fair round belly with good capon lined,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

Full of wise saws and modern instances ;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts

Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
_
159

His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide

For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice.

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound. J-<ast scene of all*

That ends this strange eventful history,

Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
#

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing.

Re-enter Orlando, with Adam.

Duke S. Welcome. Set down your venerable

burthen,

And let him feed.

Orl. I thank you most for him.

Adam. So had you need :

I scarce can speak to thank you for myself. 170

Duke S. Welcome ; fall to : I will not trouble

you
,

_

As yet, to question you about your fortunes.

Give us some music ;
and, good cousin, sing.
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Song.

Ami. Blow, blow, thou winter wind,

Thou art not so unkind
As man’s ingratitude

;

Thy tooth is not so keen,

Because thou art not seen,

Although thy breath be rude. 179

Heigh-ho ! sing, heigh-ho ! unto the green holly

:

Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly

:

Then, heigh-ho, the holly

!

This life is most jolly.

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky,

That dost not bite so nigh

.As benefits forgot

:

Though thou the waters warp,

Thy sting is not so sharp

As friend remember’d not.

Heigh-ho ! sing, &c: 1CP
Dtike S. If that you were the good Sir Row-

land’s son,

As you have whisper’d faithfully you were.

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness

Most truly limn’d and living in your face.

Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke

That loved your father : the residue ofyour fortune,

Go to my cave and tell me. Good old man,

Thou art right welcome as thy master is.

Support him by the arm. Give me your hand,

And let me all your fortunes understand. [A*xeutit.

ACT III.

Scene I. A room in thepalace.

Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and Oliver.

Duke F. Not see him since? Sir, sir, that

cannot be

:

But were I not the better part made mercy,

I should not seek an absent argument

Of my revenge, thou present. But look to it

:

Find out thy brother, wheresoe’er he is

;

Seek him with candle ; bring him dead or living

Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more

To seek a living in our territory.

Thy lands and all things that thou dost call thine

Worth seizure do we seize into our hands, 10

Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother’s mouth
Of what we think against thee.

OIL O that your highness knew my heart

in this

!

I never loved my brother in my life.

Duke F. More villain thou. Well, push him
out of doors;

And let my officers of such a nature

Make an extent upon his house and lands

:

Do this expediently and turn him going. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Theforest.

Enter Orlando, with a paper.

Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness ofmy love :

And thou, thrice-crowned queen ofnight, survey

With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above,

Thy huntress’ name that my full life doth sway.

O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books
And in their barks my thoughts I ’ll character

;

That every eye which in this forest looks

Shall see thy virtue witness’d every where.

Run, run, Orlando ;
carve on every tree

The fair, the chaste and unexpressive she. [Exit.

Enter Corin and Touchstone.

Cor. And how like you this shepherd’s life,

Master Touchstone?
Totich. Truly, shepherd, in respedt of itself,

it is a good life
;
but in respedt that it is a shep-

herd’s life, it is naught. In respedt that it is

solitary, I like it very well ; but in respedt that it

is private, it is a very vile life. Now, in respedt

it is in the fields, it pleaseth me well ; but in

respedt it is not in the court, it is tedious. As it

is a spare life, look you, it fits my humour well;

but as there is no more plenty in it, it goes much
against my stomach. Hast any philosophy in

thee, shepherd?
Cor. No more but that I know the more one

sickens the worse at ease he is ; and that he that

wants money, means and content is without three

good friends ; that the property of rain is to wet

and fire to burn; that good pasture makes fat

sheep, and that a great cause of the night is lack

of the sun ; that he that hath learned no wit by
nature nor art may complain of good breeding or

comes of a very dull kindred.

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher.

Wast ever in court, shepherd?
Cor. No, truly.

Touch. Then thou art damned.
Cor. Nay, I hope.
Touch. Truly, thou art damned like an ill-

roasted egg, all on one side. 39
Cor. For not being at court? Your reason.

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court,

thou never sawest good manners ; if thou never

sawest good manners, then thy manners must
be wicked ;

and wickedness is sin, and sin is

damnation. Thou art in a parlous state, shepherd.

Cor. Not a whit, Touchstone : those that are

good manners at the court are as ridiculous in

the country as the behaviour of the country is

most mockable at the court. You told me you
salute not at the court, but you kiss your hands

:

that courtesy would be uncleanly, if- courtiers

were shepherds.
Tmtch. Instance, briefly; come, instance.

Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes,

and their fells, you know, are greasy.
_

Touch. Why, do not your courtier’s hands
sweat? and is not the grease -of a mutton as

wholesome as the sweat of a man? Shallow,

shallow. A better instance, I say ; come.

Cor. Besides, our hands are hard. 60

Touch. Your lips will feel them the sooner.

Shallow again. A more sounder instance, come.

Cor. And they are often tarred over with

the surgery of our sheep ; and would you have

us kiss tar? The courtier’s hands are perfumed
with civet.

Totcch. Most shallow man ! thou worms-meat,
in respedt of a good piece of flesh indeed ! Learn
of the wise, and perpend : civet is of a baser birth

than tar, the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend
the instance, shepherd. 71

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me:
I’ll rest.

Touch. Wilt thou rest damned? God help
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thee, shallow man ! God make incision in thee !

thou art raw.
Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer : I earn that I

eat, get that I wear, owe no man hate, envy no
man’s happiness, glad of other men’s good, con-

tent with my harm, and the greatest of my
pride is to see my ewes graze and my lambs suck.

Touch. That is another simple sin in you,

to bring the ewes and the rams together and
to offer to get your living by the copulation of

cattle
; to be bawd to a bell-wether, and to betray

a she-lamb of a twelvemonth to a crooked-pated,

old, cuckoldly ram, out of all reasonable match.

If thou beest not damned for this, the devil him-

self will have no shepherds; I cannot see else

how thou sliouldst ’scape. 90
Cor. Here comes young Master Ganymede,

my new mistress’s brother.

Enter Rosalind, with a paper,
reading.

Eos. From the east to western Ind,

No jewel is like Rosalind.

Her worth, being mounted on the wind,

Through all the world bears Rosalind.

All the pictures fairest lined

Are but black to Rosalind.

Let no fair be kept in mind
But the fair of Rosalind. 100

Touch. I’ll rhyme you so eight years to-

gether, dinners and suppers and sleeping-hours

excepted ; it is the right butter-women’s rank to

market.
Eos. Out, fool

!

Touch. For a taste :

If a hart do lack a hind,

Let him' seek out Rosalind.

If the cat will after kind,

So be sure will Rosalind. no
Winter garments must be lined,

So must slender Rosalind.

They that reap must sheaf and bind

;

Then to cart with Rosalind.

Sweetest nut hath sourest rind.

Such a nut is Rosalind.
.

He that sweetest rose will find

Must find love’s prick and Rosalind.

This is the very false gallop of verses : why do

you infedt yourself with them? 120

Eos. Peace, you dull fool ! I found them on a

tree.

Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

Eos. I’ll graff it with you, and then I shall

graff it with a medlar : then it will be the earliest

fruit i’ the country; for you’ll be rotten ere you
be half ripe, and that’s the right virtue of the

medlar.
Touch. You have said ;

but whether wisely or

no, let the forest judge. 130

Enter Celia, with a writing.

Eos. Peace

!

Here comes my sister, reading : stand aside.

Cel. [Eeads]

Why should this a desert be ?

For it is unpeopled? No;
Tongues I ’ll hang on every tree,

That shall civil sayings show

:

Some, how brief the life of man
Runs his erring pilgrimage,

That the stretching of a span
Buckles in his sum of age ; 140

j

Some, of violated vows
_

’Twixt the souls of friend and friend;
j

But upon the fairest boughs,
Or at every sentence end,

Will I Rosalinda write,

Teaching all that read to know
The quintessence of every sprite

Heaven would in little show.
Therefore Heaven Nature charged
That one body should be fill’d 1501

With all graces wide-enlarged

:

Nature presently distill’

d

Helen’s cheek, but not her heart,

Cleopatra’s majesty,
Atalanta’s better part,

Sad Lucretia’s modesty.
Thus Rosalind of many parts

By heavenly synod was devised,

Of many faces, eyes and hearts,

To have the touches dearest prized. r6o

Heaven would that she these gifts should
have,

And I to live and die her slave.

Eos. O most gentle pulpiter! what tedious

homily of love have you wearied your parish-

ioners withal, and never cried ‘ Have patience,

good people ’

!

Cel. How now ! back, friends ! Shepherd, go
off a little. Go with him, sirrah.

Touch . Come, shepherd, let us make an hon-
ourable retreat; though not with bag and bag-

gage, yet with scrip and scrippage. 171

[Exeunt Corin and Touchstone.
Cel. Didst thou hear these verses ?

Eos. O, yes, I heard them all, and more too;

for some of them had in them more feet than the

verses would bear.

Cel. That’s no matter: the feet might bear
the verses.

Eos. Ay, but the feet were lame and could

not bear themselves without the verse and there-

fore stood lamely in the verse. 180

Cel. But didst thou hear without wondering
how thy name should be hanged and carved upon
these trees?
Eos. I was seven of the nine days out

of the wonder before you came ; for look here

what I found on a palm-tree. I was never so be-

rhymed since Pythagoras’ time, that I was an
Irish rat, which I can hardly remember.

Cel. Trow you who hath done this?

Eos. Is it a man? 190

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about
his neck. Change you colour ?

Eos. I prithee, who? *

Cel. O Lord, Lord ! it is a hard matter for

friends to meet; but mountains may be removed
with earthquakes and so encounter.
Eos. Nay, but who is it?

Cel. Is it possible?

Eos. Nay, I prithee now with most petitionary

vehemence, tell me who it is. 200

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most won-
derful wonderful ! and yet again wonderful, and
after that, out of all hooping

!

Eos. Good my complexion ! dost thou think,

though I am caparisoned like a man, I have a
|
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ublet and hose in my disposition? One inch of

lay more is a South-sea of discovery ;
I prithee,

11 me who is it quickly, and speak apace. I

mid thou couldst stammer, that thou mightst

ur this concealed man out of thy mouth, as

ine comes out of a narrow-mouthed bottle,

ther too much at once, or none at all. I

ithee, take the cork out of thy mouth that I

ay drink thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

Ros. Is he of God’s making? What manner

man? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin

arth a beard ?

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard.

Ros. Why, God will send more, if the man
ill be thankful : let me stay the growth of his

:ard, if thou delay me not the knowledge of

s chin.

Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripped up the

restler’s heels and your heart both in an instant.

Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking : speak,

d brow and true maid.

Cel. I’ faith, coz, ’tis he.

Ros. Orlando?
Cel. Orlando. 230

Ros. Alas the day ! what shall I do with my
rnblet and hose? What did he when thou

west him? What said he? How looked he?
rherein went he ? What makes he here ? Did
i ask for me ? Where remains he ? How parted

i with thee? and when shalt thou see him

jain ? Answer me in one word.

Cel. You must borrow me Gargantua’s mouth
*st : ’tis a word too great for any mouth of this

re’s size. To say ay and no to these particulars

more than to answer in a catechism. 241

Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest

id in man’s apparel? Looks he as freshly as he

d the day he wrestled ?

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies as to resolve

ie propositions of a lover ;
but take a taste of

y finding him, and relish it with good observance,

found him under a tree, like a dropped acorn.

Ros. It may well be called Jove’s tree, when
drops forth such fruit. 250

Cel. Give me audience, good madam.
Ros. Proceed.

Cel. There lay he, stretched along, like a

ounded knight.

Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it

ell becomes the ground.

Cel. Cry ‘holla’ to thy tongue, I prithee; it

irvets unseasonably. He was furnished like a

unter. 259
Ros. O, ominous ! he comes to kill my heart.

Cel. 1 would sing my song without a burden:

iou bringest me out of tune.

Ros. Do you not know I am a woman? when
think, I must speak. Sweet, say on.

Cel. You bring me out. Soft ! comes he not

ere?

Enter Orlando and Jaques.

Ros. ’Tis he : slink by, and note him.

Jaq. I thank you for your company; but,

ood faith, I had as lief have been myself
lone.

#
270

Orl. And so had 1 ; but yet, for fashion sake,

thank you too for your society.

Jaq. God be wi’ you: let’s meet as little as

we can.

Orl. I do desire we may be better strangers.

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with
j

writing love-songs in their barks.

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses

with reading them ill-favouredly.

Jaq. Rosalind is your love’s name ? 280

Orl. Yes, just.

Jaq. I do not like her name.
Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you

when she was christened.

Jaq. What stature is she of?

Orl. Just as high as my heart.

Jaq. You are full of pretty answers. Have
you not been acquainted with goldsmiths’ wives,

and conned them out of rings ?
. _

289

Orl. Not so; but I answer you right painted

cloth, from whence you have studied your ques-

tions.

Jaq. You have a nimble wit : I think ’twas

made of Atalanta’s heels. Will you sit down with

me ? and we two will rail against our mistress the

world and all our misery.

Orl. I will chide no breather in the world but

myself, against whom I know most faults.

Jaq. The worst fault you have is to be in

love. 300

Orl. ’Tis a fault I will not change for your

best virtue. I am weary of you.

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool

when I found you.
Orl. He is drowned in the brook: look but

in, and you shall see him.

Jaq. There I shall see mine own figure.

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool or a cipher.

Jaq. I’ll tarry no longer with you: farewell,

good Signior Love. 310
Orl. I am glad of your departure: adieu,

good Monsieur Melancholy. [Exit Jaques.

Ros. [Aside to Celia] I will speak to him
like a saucy lackey and under that habit play the

knave with him. Do you hear, forester ?

Orl. Very well : what would you?
Ros. I pray you, what is’t o’ clock?

Orl. You should ask me what time o’ day:
there’s no clock in the forest.

.
319

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forest

;

else sighing every minute and groaning every

hour would detedt the lazy foot of Time as well

as a clock.

Orl. And why not the swift foot of Time? had
not that been as proper?
Ros. By no means, sir: Time travels in divers

paces with divers persons. I’ll tell you who
Time ambles withal, who Time trots withal, who
Time gallops withal and who he stands still withal.

Orl. I prithee, who doth he trot withal?

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid
between the contract of her marriage and the day
it is solemnized : if the interim be but a se’nnight,

Time’s pace is so hard that it seems the length of

seven year.

Orl. Who ambles Time withal?

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin and a rich

man that hath not the gout, for the one sleeps

easily because he cannot study and the other

lives merrily because he feels no pain, the one
lacking the burden of lean and wasteful learning,
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the other knowing no burden of heavy tedious

penury; these Time ambles withal.

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal?

Ros. With a thief to the gallows, for though
he go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself

too soon there.

Orl. Who stays it still withal ?

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation ; for they
sleep between term and term and then they per-

ceive not how Time moves. 351
Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth?
Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister; here

in the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a pet-

ticoat.

Orl. Are you native of this place ?

'

Ros. As the cony that you see dwell where
she is kindled.

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you
could purchase in so removed a dwelling. 360
Ros. I have been told so of many : but indeed

an old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak,
who was in his youth an inland man ; one that

knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love.

I have heard him read many lectures against it,

and I thank God I am not a woman, to be touched
with so many giddy offences as he hath generally
taxed their whole sex withal.

Orl. Can you remember any of the principal

evils that he laid to the charge of women ? 370
Ros. There were none principal ; they were

all like one another as half-pence are, every one
fault seeming monstrous till his fellow-fault came
to match it.

Orl. I prithee, recount some of them.
Ros. No, I will not cast away my physic but

on those that are sick. There is a man haunts
the forest, that abuses our young plants with
carving ‘ Rosalind ’ on their barks ; hangs odes
upon hawthorns and elegies on brambles, all, for-

sooth, deifying the name of Rosalind : if I could
meet that fancy-monger, I would give him some
good counsel, for he seems to have the quotidian
of love upon him.

Orl. I am he that is so love-shaked : I pray
you, tell me your remedy.

Ros. There is none of my uncle’s marks upon
you : he taught me how to know a man in love

;

in which cage of rushes I am sure you are not
prisoner. 390

Orl. What were his marks ?

Ros. A lean cheek, which you have not, a
blue eye and sunken, which you have not, an un-
questionable spirit, which you have not, a beard
negledted, which you have not ; but I pardon you
for that, for simply your having in beard is a
younger brother’s revenue : then your hose should
be ungartered, your bonnet unbanded, your sleeve

unbuttoned, your shoe untied and every thing
about you demonstrating a careless desolation ;

but you are no such man ; you are rather point-

device in your accoutrements as loving yourself
than seeming the lover of any other.

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee
believe I love.

Ros. Me believe it! you may as soon make
her that you love believe it ; which, I warrant,
she is apter to do than to confess she does : that

is one of the points in the which women still give

the lie to their consciences. But, in good sooth,

are you he that hangs the verses on the tree:

wherein Rosalind is so admired ?

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the whit
hand of Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunat
he.

Ros. But are you so much in love as you
rhymes speak ?

Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason can expres
how much. 41
Ros. Love is merely a madness, and, I te

you, deserves as well a dark house and a whip a

madmen do : and the reason why they are not s

punished and cured is, that the lunacy is so ord
nary that the whippers are in love too. Yet
profess curing it by counsel.

Orl. Did you ever cure any so ?

Ros. Yes, one, and in this manner. He wa
to imagine me his love, his mistress ; and I se

him every day to woo me : at which time woul
I, being but a moonish youth, grieve, be effemi

nate, changeable, longing and liking, proud, far

tastical, apish, shallow, inconstant, full of tears

full of smiles, for every passion something am
for no passion truly any thing, as boys and wome
are for the most part cattle of this colour ;

woul
now like him, now loathe him ; then entertai
him, then forswear him

; now weep for him, the
spit at him

; that I drave my suitor from his ma<
humour of love to a living humour of madness
which was, to forswear the full stream of th

world and to live in a nook merely monastic
And thus I cured him ; and this way will I tak
upon me to wash your liver as clean as a soum
sheep’s heart, that there shall not be one spo
of love in’t.

Orl. I would not be cured, youth.
Ros. I would cure you, if you would but cal

me Rosalind and come every day to my cote am
woo me.

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will: tel

me where it is. 45*

Ros. Go with me to it and I ’ll show it you
and by the way you shall tell me where in thi

forest you live. Will you go ?

Orl. With all my heart, good youth.
Ros. Nay, you must call me Rosalind. Come

sister, will you go ? [Exeunt

Scene III. Theforest.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey
; Jaques

behind.

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey: I wil

fetch up your goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey
am I the man yet ? doth my simple feature con
tent you ?

Aud. Your features ! Lord warrant us ! wha
features ?

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, a:

the most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was amon£
the Goths.

Jaq. [Aside] O knowledge ill-inhabited, worse

than Jove in a thatched house ! n
Touch. When a man’s verses cannot be un

derstood, nor a man’s good wit seconded with the

forward child Understanding, it strikes a mar
more dead than a great reckoning in a little room

I Truly, I would the gods had made thee poetical.
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Aud. I do not know what ‘poetical’ is : is it

nest in deed and word ? is it a true thing ?

Touch. No, truly; for the truest poetry is

. most feigning ;
and lovers are given to poetry,

i what they swear in poetry may be said as

ers they do feign.
, ,,

Aud. Do you wish then that the gods had

de me poetical ?

Touch. I do, truly ;
for thou swearest to me

m art honest : now, if thou wert a poet, I

ght have some hope thou didst feign.

Aud. Would you not have me honest?

Touch. No, truly, unless thou wert hard-

oured ; for honesty coupled to beauty is to

ve honey a sauce to sugar. 31

Jaq. [Aside] A material fool

!

Aud. Well, I am not fair;, and therefore I

ly the gods make me honest.

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon

oul slut were to put good meat into an unclean

Aud. I am not a slut, though I thank the gods

tm foul. 39
Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foul-

5s ! sluttishness may come hereafter. But be

is it may be, I will marry thee, and to that end

lave been with Sir Oliver Martext, the vicar of

i next village, who hath promised to meet me
this place of the forest and to couple us.

Jaq. [Aside] I would fain see this meeting.

Aud. Well, the gods give us joy !

Tozich. Amen. A man may, if he were of a

irful heart, stagger in this attempt ; for here

: have no temple but the wood, no assembly

t horn-beasts. But what though ? Courage !

; horns are odious, they are necessary. It is

d, ‘many a man knows no end of his goods

Jit ; many a man has good horns, and knows

end of them. Well, that is the dowry of his

fe ;
’tis none of his own getting. Horns? Even

. Poor men alone ? No, no ; the noblest deer

th them as huge as the rascal. Is the single

in therefore blessed ? No : as a walled town

more worthier than a village, so is the forehead

a married man more honourable than the bare

ow of a bachelor ; and by how much defence

better than no skill, by so much is a horn more

ecious than to want. Here comes Sir Oliver.

Enter Sir Oliver Martext.

r Oliver Martext, you are well met : will you
spatch us here under this tree, or shall we go
ith you to your chapel ?

Sir OIL Is there none here to give the woman?
Totich. I will not take her on gift of any man.

Sir Oli. Truly, she must be given, or the

arriage is not lawful. 7 1

Jaq. [Advancing] Proceed, proceed: I’ll give

:r.

Touch. Good even, good Master What-ye-
ill’t : how do you, sir? You are very well met

:

od ’ild you for your last company : I am very

ad to see you : even a toy in hand here, sir :

ly, pray be covered.

Jaq. Will you be married, motley? 79
Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse

s curb and the falcon her bells, so man hath
s desires ; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would
5 nibbling.

Jaq. And will you, being a man of your

breeding, be married under a bush like a beggar?

Get you to church, and have a good priest that

can tell you what marriage is : this fellow will

but join you together as they join wainscot ; then

one of you will prove a shrunk panel and, like

green timber, warp, warp. 99
Touch. [Aside] I am not in the mind but I

were better to be married of him than ofanother

:

for he is not like to marry me well ;
and not being

well married, it will be a good excuse for me
hereafter to leave my wife.

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel

thee.

Touch. Come, sweet Audrey

:

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry.
Farewell, good Master Oliver : not,— 100

O sweet Oliver,

O brave Oliver,

Leave me not behind thee :

but,

—

Wind away,
Begone, I say,

I will not to wedding with thee.

[Exeunt Jaques ,
Touchstone and Audrey.

Sir Oli. ’Tis no matter : ne’er a fantastical

knave of them all shall flout me out of my calling.

[Exit. 109

Scene IV. The forest.

Enter Rosalind and Celia.

Eos. Never talk to me ; I will weep.

Cel. Do, I prithee; but yet have the grace

to consider that tears do not become a man.

Eos. But have I not cause to weep?
Cel. As good cause as one would desire;

therefore weep.
Eos. His very hair is of the dissembling

colour.

Cel. Something browner than Judas’s : marry,

his kisses are Judas’s own children. 10

Eos. I’ faith, his hair is of a good colour.

Cel. An excellent colour
:
your chestnut was

ever the only colour.

Eos. And his kissing is as full of sandlity as

the touch of holy bread.

Cel. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of

Diana : a nun of winter’s sisterhood kisses not

more religiously; the very ice of chastity is in

them.
Eos. But why did he swear he would come

this morning, and comes not?
_

21

Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in him.

Eos. Do you think so?

Cel. Yes ; I think he is not a pick-purse nor a

horse-stealer, but for his verity in love, I do

think him as concave as a covered goblet or a

worm-eaten nut.

Eos. Not true in love?

Cel. Yes, when he is in; but I think he is

not in.
.
3°

Eos. You have heard him swear ’downright

he was.
Cel. ‘Was’ is not ‘is:’ besides, the oath of

a lover is no stronger than the word of a tapster

;

they are both the confirmer of false reckonings.

He attends here in the forest on the duke your

father.
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Ros. I met the duke yesterday and had much
question with him : he asked me of what parent-

age I was
;

I told him, of as good as he ; so he
laughed and let me go. But what talk we of

fathers, when there is such a man as Orlando ?

Cel. O, that’s a brave man ! he writes brave

verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths

and breaks them bravely, quite traverse, athwart
the heart of his lover; as a puisny tilter, that

spurs his horse but on one side, breaks his staff

like a noble goose: but all’s brave that youth
mounts and folly guides. Who comes here ?

Enter Cor in.

Cor. Mistress and master, you have oft in-

quired 50
After the shepherd that complain’d of love,

Who you saw sitting by me on the turf,

Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess
That was his mistress.

Cel. Well, and what of him?
Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play’d,

Between the pale complexion of true love

And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain,

Go hence a little and I shall condudt you,
If you will mark it.

Ros. O, come, let us remove

:

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love. 60
Bring us to this sight, and you shall say
1 ’ll prove a busy a<5tor in their play. [Exeunt.

Scene V. Another part of the forest.

Enter Silvius and Phebe.

Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me; do not,

Phebe

;

Say that you love me not, but say not so

In bitterness. The common executioner,

Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death makes
hard,

Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck
But first begs pardon : will you sterner be
fThan he that dies and lives by bloody drops?

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Corin, behind.

Phe. I would not be thy executioner :

I fly thee, for I would not injure thee.

Thou tell’st me there is murder in mine eye : 10

’Tis pretty, sure, and very probable,

That eyes, that are the frail’ st and softest things,

Who shut their coward gates on atomies,

Should be call’d tyrants, butchers, murderers !

Now I do frown on thee with all my heart;

And if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill

thee

;

Now counterfeit to swoon ;
why now fall down ;

Or if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame,
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers

!

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in

thee : 20

Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains
Some scar of it

;
lean but upon a rush,

The cicatrice and capable impressure

Thy palm some moment keeps ; but now mine
eyes,

Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not,

Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eyes
That can do hurt.

Sil. O dear Phebe,

If ever,—as that ever may be near,

—

You meet in some fresh cheek the power of fane
Then shall you know the wounds invisible

3

That love’s keen arrows make.
Phe. But till that time

Come not thou near me : and when that tire

comes,
Afflidt me with thy mocks, pity me not

;

As till that time I shall not pity thee.

Ros. And why, I pray you? Who might t

your mother,
That you insult, exult, and all at once,

Over the wretched ? What though you have n

beauty,

—

As, by my faith, I see no more in you
Than without candle may go dark to bed

—

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless? 4

Why, what means this ? Why do you look on me
I see no more in you than in the ordinary
Of nature’s sale-work. ’Od’s my little life,

I think she means to tangle my eyes too !

No, faith, proud mistress, hope not after it:

’Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair,

Your bugle eyeballs, nor your cheek of cream,
That can entame my spirits to your worship.
You foolish shepherd, wherefore doyou follow hei

Like foggy south puffing with wind and rain ? 5
You are a thousand times a properer man
Than she a woman : ’tis such fools as you
That makes the world full of ill-favour’d children

’Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her ;

And out of you she sees herselfmore proper
Than any of her lineaments can show her.

But, mistress, know yourself : down on yourkneet
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love

For I must tell you friendly in your ear,

Sell when you can : you are not for all markets

:

Cry the man mercy ;
love him ; take his offer : 6

Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer.

So take her to thee, shepherd : fare you well.

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a yea

together :

I had rather hear you chide than this man woo.
Ros. He’s fallen in love with your foulnes

and she’ll fall in love with my anger. If it be sc

as fast as she answers thee with frowning looks

I ’ll sauce her with bitter words. Why look yo
so upon me ? 7

Phe. For no ill will I bear you.
Ros. I pray you, do not fall in love with me,

For I am falser than vows made in wine ;

Besides, I like you not. Ifyou will know myhouse

’Tis at the tuft of olives here hard by.

Will you go, sister ? Shepherd, ply her hard.

Come, sister. Shepherdess, look on him better,

And be not proud : though all the world could see

None could be so abused in sight as he. 8

Come, to our flock.

[.Exetmt Rosalind
,
Celia and Corin

Phe. Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw ofmight

‘Who ever loved that loved not at first sight?’

Sil. Sweet Phebe,

—

Phe. Ha, what say’st thou, Silvius

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me.
Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius

Sil. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be :

If you do sorrow at my grief in love,

By giving love your sorrow and my grief

Were both extermined.
~
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?he. Thou hast my love : is not that neigh-

bourly ? 9°

ul. I would have you.

ofo. Why, that were covetousness,

vius, the time was that I hated thee,

d yet it is not that I bear thee love ;

t since that thou canst talk of love so well,

y company, which erst was irksome to me,

/ill endure, and I ’ll employ thee too :

t do not look for further recompense

an thine own gladness that thou art employ d.

>zV. So holy and so perfedt is my love,

d I in such a poverty of grace, ioo

iat I shall think it a most plenteous crop

glean the broken ears after the man
iat the main harvest reaps : loose now and then

scatter’d smile, and that I’ll live upon.

Phe. Know’st thou the youth that spoke to me
erewhile ?

Sil. Not very well, but I have met him oft ;

id he hath bought the cottage and the bounds

lat the old carlot once was master of.

Phe. Think not I love him, though I ask for

him

;

is but a peevish boy
;
yet he talks well ;

no
it what care I for words ? yet words do well

hen he that speaks them pleases those that hear,

is a pretty youth : not very pretty

it, sure, he’s proud, and yet his pride becomes

him:
. ...

e’ll make a proper man : the best thing in him

his cortiplexion ;
and faster than his tongue

id make offence his eye did heal it up.

e is not very tall
;
yet for his years he ’s tall

:

is leg is but so so ; and yet ’tis well

:

iere was a pretty redness in his lip, 120

little riper and more lusty red

bian that mix’d in his cheek ; ’twas just the dif-

ference

stwixt the constant red and mingled damask,

here be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d

him
l parcels as I did, would have gone near

o fall in love with him ; but, for my part,

love him not nor hate him not ; and yet

have more cause to hate him than to love him
or what had he to do to chide at me ?

larvci why I answer’d not again

.

t that’s all one ;
omittance is no quittance,

il write to him a very taunting letter,

nd thou shalt bear it : wilt thou, Silvius ?

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart.

Phe. I ’ll write it straight

;

'he matter ’s in my head and in my heart

:

will be bitter with him and passing short.

k> with me, Silvius. [Exeunt

.

ACT IV.

Scene I. The forest.

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Jaqves,

Jaq. I prithee, pretty youth, let me be better

icquainted with thee.

Ros. They say you are a melancholy fellow.

Jaq. I am so ; I do love it better than laughing.

Ros. Those that are in extremity of either are

abominable fellows and betray themselves to every

modern censure worse than drunkards.

Jaq. Why, ’tis good to be sad and say nothing.

Ros. Why then, ’tis good to be a post. 9

Jaq. I have neither the scholar’s melancholy,

which is emulation, nor the musician’s, which is

fantastical, nor the courtier’s, which is proud, nor

the soldier’s, which is ambitious, nor the lawyer’s,

which is politic, nor the lady* s, which is nice, nor

the lover’s, which is all these : but it is a melan-

choly of mine own, compounded of many simples,

extracted from many obj edts, and indeed the sun-

dry contemplation of my travels, in which my
often rumination wraps me in a most humorous
sadness. 20

Ros. A traveller ! By my faith, you have great

reason to be sad : I fear you have sold your own
lands to see other men’s; then, to have seen

much and to have nothing, is to have rich eyes

and poor hands.

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience.

Ros. And your experience makes you sad : I

had rather have a fool to make me merry than

experience tomake me sad ;
and to travel for it too !

Enter Orlando.

Orl. Good day and happiness, dear Rosalind !

Jaq. Nay, then, God be wi’ you, an you talk

in blank verse. {Exit.

Ros. Farewell, Monsieur Traveller : look you

lisp and wear strange suits, disable all the benefits

of your own country, be out of love with your

nativity and almost chide God for making you

that countenance you are, or I will scarce think

you have swam in a gondola. Why, how now,

Orlando! where have you been all this while?

You a lover ! An you serve me such another trick,

never come in my sight more.
.

41

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour

of my promise.
Ros. Break an hour’s promise in love! He

that will divide a minute into a thousand parts

and break but a part of the thousandth part of a

minute in the affairs of love, it may be said of

him that Cupid hath clapped him o’ the shoulder,

but I ’ll warrant him heart-whole.

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 50

Ros. Nav. an you be so tardy, come no more
in my sight : I had as lief be wooed of a snail.

Orl. Of a snail ?

Ros. Ay, of a snail; for though he comes

slowly, he carries his house on his head ;
abetter

jointure, I think, than you make a woman: be-

sides, he brings his destiny with’ him.

Orl. What ’s that ?

Ros. Why, horns, which such as you are fain

to be beholding to your wives for : but he comes
armed in his fortune and prevents the slander of

his wife.

Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker; and my Rosa-

lind is virtuous.

Ros. And I am your Rosalind.

Cel. It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath

a Rosalind of a better leer than you.

Ros. Come, woo me, woo me, for now I am in

a holiday humour and like enough to consent.

What would you say to me now, an I were your

very very Rosalind? 7 1

Orl. I would kiss before I spoke.
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Ros. Nay, you were better speak first, and
when you were gravelled for lack of matter, you
might take occasion to kiss. Very good orators,
when they are out, they will spit

; and for lovers
lacking—God warn us!—matter, the cleanliest
shift is to kiss.

OrL How if the kiss be denied ?

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there
begins new matter. 81

Orl. Who could be out, being before his be-
loved mistress ?

Ros. Marry, that should you, if I were your
mistress, or I should think my honesty ranker
than my wit.

Orl. What, of my suit ?

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of
your suit. Am not I your Rosalind ?

Orl. I take some joy to say you are, because
I would be talking of her, 91
Ros. Well in her person I say I will nothave you.
Orl. Then in mine own person I die.
Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor

world is almost six thousand years old, and in all

this time there was not any man died in his own
person, videlicet, in a love-cause. Troilus had
his brains dashed out with a Grecian club

;
yet he

did what he could to die before, and he is one of
the patterns of love. Leander, he would have
lived many a fair year, though Hero had turned
nun, if it had not been for a hot midsummer
night ; for, good }muth, he went but forth to wash
him in the Hellespont and being taken with the
cramp was drowned : and the foolish coroners of
that age found it was ‘Hero of Sestos.’ But
these are all lies : men have died from time to
time and worms have eaten them, but not for love.

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind of
this mind, for, I protest, her frown might kill me.
Ros. By this hand, it will not kill 2. fly. But

come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more
coming-on disposition, and ask me what you will,
I will grant it.

Orl. Then love me, Rosalind.
Ros. Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays

and all.

Orl. And wilt thou have me?
Ros. Ay, and twenty such.
Orl. What sayest thou ? 120
Ros. Are you not good?
Orl. I hope so.

Ros.
'

Why then, can one desire too much of a
good thing? Come, sister, you shall be the priest
and marry us. Give me your hand, Orlando.
What do you say, sister?

Orl. Pray thee, marry us.
Cel. I cannot say the words.
Ros. You must begin, ‘Will you, Orlando—

’

Cel. Go to. Will you, Orlando, have to wife
this Rosalind?

Orl. I will.

Ros. Ay, but when?
Orl. Why now

; as fast as she can marry us.
Ros. Then you must say ‘I take thee, Rosa-

lind, for wife.’

Orl. I take thee, Rosalind, for wife.
Ros. I might ask you for your commission

;

but I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband :

there’s a girl goes before the priest ; and certainly
a woman’s thought runs before her actions. 141

Orl. So do all thoughts
; they are winged.

Ros. Now tell me how long you would hav
her after you have possessed her.

Orl. For ever and a day.
Ros. Say ‘a day,’ without the ‘ever.’ Nc

no, Orlando ; men are April when they woe
December when they wed : maids are May whe
they are maids, but the sky changes when the
are wives. I will be more jealous of thee tha
a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen, more clamoi
ous than a parrot against rain, more new-fangle
than an ape, more giddy in my desires than ,

monkey : I will weep for nothing, like Diana i

the fountain, and I will do that when you ar
disposed to be merry

; I will laugh like a hyen
and that when thou art inclined to sleep.

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so ?

Ros. By my life, she will do as I do.
Orl. O, but she is wise. '

xfi

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to d
this : the wiser, the waywarder : make the door
upon a woman’s wit and it will out at the case
ment ; shut that and ’twill out at the key-hole
stop that, ’twill fly with the smoke out at th
chimney.

Orl. A man that had a wife with such a wit
he might say ‘Wit, whither wilt?’
Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for i

till you met your wife’s wit going to your neigh
hour’s bed. 17.

Orl. And what wit could wit have to excus<
that?

Ros. Marry, to say she came to seek yoi
there. You shall never take her without hei

answer, unless you take her without her tongue
O, that woman that cannot make her

t
fault hei

husband's occasion, let her never nurse her chile
herself, for she will breed it like a fool

!

Orl. For these two hours, Rosalind, I wil
leave thee. 181

Ros. Alas! dear love, I cannot lack thee twe
hours.

Orl. I 'must attend the duke at dinner: by
two o’clock I will be with thee again.
Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I

knew what you would prove : my friends told me
as much, and I thought no less : that flattering

tongue of yours won me : ’tis but one cast away,
and so, come, death ! Two o’clock is your hour?

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 191
Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and

so God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are
not dangerous, if you break one jot of your pro-
mise or come one minute behind your hour, I

will think you the most pathetical break-promise
and the most hollow lover and the most unworthy
of her you call Rosalind that may be chosen out
of the gross band of the unfaithful: therefore
beware my censure and keep your promise. 200

Orl. With no less religion than if thou wert
indeed my Rosalind : so adieu.
Ros. Well, Time is the old justice that exa-

mines all such offenders, and let Time try : adieu.

[Exit Orlando.
Cel. You have simply misused our sex in your

love-prate : we must have your doublet and hose
plucked over your head, and show the world what
the bird hath done to her own nest.

Ros. O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz,



it thou didst know how many fathom deep I

in love! But it cannot be sounded: my
edition hath an unknown bottom, like the bay

Portugal.

Cel. Or rather, bottomless, that as fast as you

ur affedtion in, it runs out.

Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus

it was begot of thought, conceived of spleen

d born of madness, that blind rascally boy that

uses every one’s eyes because his own are out,

him be judge how deep I am in love. I’ll

1 thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of

•lando: I’ll go find a shadow and sigh till he

Cel. And I ’ll sleep. {Exeunt.

Scene II. Theforest.

Enter Jaques, Lords, and Foresters.

Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer ?

4 Lord. Sir, it was I.

Jaq. Let’s present him to the duke, like a

iman conqueror; and it would do well to set

; deer’s horns upon his head, for a branch of

lory. Have you no song, forester, for this

rpose?

For. Yes, sir.

Jaq. Sing it : ’tis no matter how it be in tune,

it make noise enough. 10

Song.

For. What shall he have that kill’d the deer?

His leather skin and horns to wear.

Then sing him home

;

[ The rest shall bear this burden.

Take thou no scorn to wear the horn

;

It was a crest ere thou wast born :

Thy father’s father wore it,

And thy father bore it

:

The horn, the horn, the lusty horn

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Exeunt.

Scene III. Theforest.

EnterRosalind and Celia.

Ros. How say you now? Is it not past two

Jock? and here much Orlando !

Cel. I warrant you, with pure love and trou-

ed brain, he hath ta’en his bow and arrows and

gone forth to sleep. Look, who comes here.

Enter Silvius.

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youth

;

!y gentle' Phebe bid me give you this

:

know not the contents; but, as I guess

y the stern brow and waspish adtion

’hich she did use as she was writing of it, 10

bears an angry tenour
:
pardon me ;

am but as a guiltless messenger.

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this

letter

nd play the swaggerer; bear this, bear all

:

he says I am not fair, that I lack manners ;

he callsme proud, and that she could not love me,
7ere man as rare as phoenix. ’Od’s my will!

[er love is not the hare that I do hunt

:

rhy writes she so to me? Well, shepherd, well,

his is a letter of your own device. 20

Sil. No, I protest, I know not the contents

:

Phebe did write it.

Ros. Come, come, you are a fool

And turn’d into the extremity of love.

I saw her hand : she has a leathern hand,

.

A freestone-colour’d hand; I verily did think

That her old gloves were on, but’twas her hands

:

She has a huswife’s hand; but that’s no matter:

I say she never did invent this letter;

This is a man’s invention and his hand.

Sil. Sure, it is hers. 3°

Ros. Why, ’tis a boisterous and a cruel style,

A style for challengers; why, she defies me,_

Like Turk to Christian : women’s gentle brain

Could not drop forth such giant-rude invention,

Such Ethiope words, blacker in their effedt

Than in their countenance. Will you hear the

letter?

Sil. So please you, for I never heard it yet

;

Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty.

Ros. She Phebes me: mark how the tyrant

writes. {Reads.

Art thou god to shepherd turn’d, 40
That a maiden’s heart hath burn’d?

Can a woman rail thus ?

Sil. Call you this railing ?

Ros. [Reads]
Why, thy godhead laid apart,

Warr’st thou with a woman’s heart ?

Did you ever hear such railing ?

Whiles the eye of man did woo me.
That could do no vengeance to me.

Meaning me a beast.

If the scorn of your bright eyne
Have power to raise such love in mine;

Alack, in me what strange effedt

Would they work in mild aspedl

!

Whiles you chid me, I did love ;

How then might your prayers move

!

He that brings this love to thee

Little knows this love in me :

And by him seal up thy mind ;

Whether that thy youth and kind

Will the faithful offer take

Of me and all that I can make ;

Or else by him my love deny.

And then I’ll study how to die.

Sil. Call you this chiding ?

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd !

Ros. Do you pity him? no, he deserves no

pity. Wilt thou love such a woman ? What,, to

make thee an instrument and play false strains

upon thee ! not to be endured ! Well, go your

way to her, for I see love hath made thee a tame

snake, and say this to her : that if she love me,

I charge her to love thee
;

if she will not, I will

never have her unless thou entreat for her. If

you be a true lover, hence, and not a word
;
for

here comes more company. [Exit Silvius.

50

60

Enter Oliver.

Oil Good morrow, fair ones : pray you, if you
know,

Where in the purlieus of this forest stands

A sheep-cote fenced about with olive trees ?

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour

bottom :

The rank of osiers by the murmuring stream 80

Left on your right hand brings you to the place.

But at this hour the house doth keep itself

;

I
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There’s none within.

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue,

Then should I know you by description

;

Such garments and such years :

‘ The boy is fair,

Of female favour, and bestows himself

f Like a ripe sister : the woman low

And browner than her brother.’ Are not you
The owner of the house I did inquire for ? go

Cel. It is no boast, being ask’d, to say we are.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both,

And to that youth he calls his Rosalind

He sends this bloody napkin. Are you he ?

Ros. I am : what must we understand by this?

Oli. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me
What man I am, and how, and why, and where
This handkercher was stain’d.

Cel.
• I pray you, tell it.

Oli. When last the young Orlando parted

from you
He left a promise to return again 100

Within an hour, and pacing through the forest,

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy,

Lo, what befel ! he threw his eye aside,

And mark what objedl did present itself

:

Under an oak, whose boughs were moss’d with age

And high top bald with dry antiquity,

A wretched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair,

Lay sleeping on his back : about his neck

A green and gilded snake had wreathed itself,

Who with her head nimble in threats approach’d

The opening of his mouth ;
but suddenly, in

Seeing Orlando, it unlink’d itself,

And with indented glides did slip away
Into a bush : under which bush’s shade

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry,

Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch,

When that the sleeping man should stir ; for ’tis

The royal disposition of that beast

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead :

This seen, Orlando did approach the man 120

And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of that same
brother

;

And he did render him the most unnatural

That lived amongst men.
Oli. And well he might so do,

For well I know he was unnatural.

Ros. But, to Orlando : did he leave him there,

Food to the suck’d and hungry lioness ?

Oli. Twice did he turn his back and purposed

so ;

But kindness, nobler ever than revenge,

.

And nature, stronger than his just occasion, 130

Made him give battle to the lioness,

.

Who quickly fell before him : in which hurtling

From miserable slumber I awaked.
Cel. Are you his brother ?

Ros. Was’t you he rescued ?

Cel. Was’t you that did so oft contrive to kill

him ?

Oli. ’Twas I ;
but ’tis not I : I do not.shame

To tell you what I was, since my conversion

So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am.
Ros. But, for the bloody napkin ?

Oli. By and by.

When from the first to last betwixt us two 140

Tears our recountments had most kindly bathed,

As how I came into that desert place :

—

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke,

Who gave me fresh array and entertainment.

Committing me unto my brother’s love ;

Who led me instantly unto his cave,

There stripp’d himself, and here upon his arm
The lioness had torn some flesh away,
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted

And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind. 15c

Brief, I recover’d him, bound up his wound

;

And, after some small space, being strong at heart,

He sent me hither, stranger as I am,
To tell this story, that you might excuse
His broken promise, and to give this napkin
Dyed in his blood unto the shepherd youth
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind.

[.Rosalind swoons.

Cel. Why, how now, Ganymede ! sweet Gany
mede !

Oli. Many will swoon when they do look on

blood.

Cel. There is more in it. Cousin Ganymede

!

Oli. Look, he recovers. 161

Ros. I would I were at home.
Cel. We’ll lead you thither.

I pray you, will you take him by the arm ?

Oli. Be of good cheer, youth : you a man !

you lack a man’s heart.

Ros. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sirrah, a body
would think this was well counterfeited ! I pray

you, tell your brother how well I counterfeited.

Heigh-ho
! #

165

Oli. This was not counterfeit : there is too

great testimony in your complexion that it was a

passion of earnest.

Ros. Counterfeit, I assure you.

Oli. Well then, take a good heart and coun-

terfeit to be a man.
Ros. So I do : but, i’faith, I should have been

a woman by right.

Cel. Come, you look paler and paler: pray

you, draw homewards. Good sir, go with us.

Oli. That will I, for I must bear answer back

How you excuse my brother, Rosalind. 181

Ros. I shall devise something: but, I pray

you, commend my counterfeiting to him. Will

you go? IExeunt

.

ACT V.

Scene I. The forest.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey.

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey; pa-

tience, gentle Audrey. '

Aud. Faith, the priest was good enough, for

all the old gentleman’s saying.

Touch. A most wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a

most vile Martext. But, Audrey, there is a

youth here in the forest lays claim to you.

Aud. Ay, I know who ’tis; he hath no in-

terest in me in the world : here comes the man
you mean.

.

10

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a

clown: by my troth, we that have good wits

have much to answer for; we shall be flouting;

we cannot hold.

Enter William.

Will. Good even, Audrey.
A ud. God ye good even, William.
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Will. And good even to you, sir.

Touch. Good even, gentle friend. Cover thy

cad, cover thy head; nay, prithee, be covered,

low old are you, friend ? 20

Will. Five and twenty, sir.

Touch

.

A ripe age. Is thy name William?
Will. William, sir.

Touch. A fair name. Wast born i’ the forest

ere ?

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God.
Touch. ‘ Thank God ;’ a good answer. Art rich?

Will. Faith, sir, so so.

Touch. ‘ So so’ is good, very good, very ex-

ellent good ; and yet it is not ; it is but so so.

>rt thou wise ? 31
Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit.

Touch. Why, thou sayest well. I do now
emember a saying, ‘ The fool doth think he is

/ise, but the wise man knows himself to be a

ool.’ The heathen philosopher, when he had a

iesire to eat a grape, would open his lips when
ie put it into his mouth ; meaning thereby that

;rapes were made to eat and lips to open. You
lo love this maid? 40
Will. I do, sir.

Touch. Give me your hand. Art thou learned?
Will. No, sir.

Touch. Then learn this of me : to have, is to

ave; for it is a figure in rhetoric that drink,

•eing poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling

he one doth empty the other ; for all your writers

lo consent that ipse is he; now, you are not

pse, for I am he.

Will. Which he, sir? 50
Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman.

Therefore, you clown, abandon,—which is in the

ulgar leave,—the society,—which in the boorish
i company,—of this female,—which in the com-
lon is woman ; which together is, abandon the

ociety of this female, or, clown, thou perishest

;

r, to thy better understanding, diest ; or, to wit,

kill thee, make thee away, translate thy life

ato death, thy liberty into bondage : I will deal

1 poison with thee, or in bastinado, or in steel

;

will bandy with thee in fadlion; I will o’er-run

hee with policy ; I will kill thee a hundred and
ifty ways : therefore tremble, and depart.

A ud. Do, good William.
Will. God rest you merry, sir. [Exit.

Enter Corin.

€or. Our master and mistress seeks you

;

ome, away, away

!

Touch. Trip, Audrey! trip, Audrey! I at-

end, I attend. [Exeunt.

Scene II. The forest.

Enter Orlando and Oliver.

Orl. Is’t possible that on so little acquaint-
nce you should like her? that but seeing you
hould love her? and loving woo? and, wooing,
he should grant? and will you persever to enjoy
ter?

OH. Neither call the giddiness of it in ques-
ion, the poverty of her, the small acquaintance,
ny sudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting;
>ut say with me, I love Aliena; say with her
hat she loves me ; consent with both that we

may enjoy each other: it shall be to your good ;

for my father’s house and all the revenue that

was old Sir Rowland’s will I estate upon you,
and here live and die a shepherd.

Orl. You have my consent. Let your wed-
ding be to-morrow ; thither will I invite the duke
and all’s contented followers. Go you and pre-

pare Aliena ; for look you, here comes my Rosa*
lind.

Enter Rosalind.

Ros. God save you, brother. 20
OIL And you, fair sister. [Exit.
Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me

to see thee wear thy heart in a scarf!

Orl. It is my arm.
Ros. I thought thy heart had been wounded

with the claws of a lion.

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady.

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I coun-
terfeited to swoon when he showed me your
handkercher? 30

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that.

Ros. O, I know where you are : nay, ’tis true

:

there was never any thing so sudden but the fight

of two rams and Caesar’s thrasonical brag of ‘ I

came, saw, and overcame for your brother and
my sister no sooner met but they looked, no
sooner looked but they loved, no sooner loved
but they sighed, no sooner sighed but they asked
one another the reason, no sooner knew the rea-

son but they sought the remedy ; and in these

degrees have they made a pair of stairs to mar-
riage which they will climb incontinent, or else

be incontinent before marriage : they are in the

very wrath of love and they will together ; clubs

cannot part them.
Orl. They shall be married to-morrow, and I

will bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how
bitter a thing it is to look into happiness through
another man’s eyes ! By so much the more shall

I to-morrow be at the height of heart-heaviness,
by how much I shall think my brother happy in

having what he wishes for.

Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve
your turn for Rosalind?

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking.
Ros. I will weary you then no longer with

idle talking. Know of me then, for now I speak
to some purpose, that I know you are a gentle-

man of good conceit : I speak not this that you
should bear a good opinion of my knowledge, in-

somuch I say I know you are ; neither do I

labour for a greater esteem than may ih some
little measure draw a belief from you, to do
yourself good and not to grace me. Believe
then, if you please, that I can do strange things

:

I have, since I was three year old, conversed with
a magician, most profound in his art and yet not
damnable. If you do love Rosalind so near the
heart as your gesture cries it out, when your
brother marries Aliena, shall you marry her : I

know into what straits of fortune she is driven

;

and it is not impossible to me, if it appear not
inconvenient to you, to set her before your eyes
to-morrow human as she is and without any
danger.

Orl. Speakest thou in sober meanings?
Ros. By my life, I do; which I tender dearly
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though I say I am a magician. Therefore, put

you in your best array; bid your friends; for if

you will be married to-morrow, you shall, and to

Rosalind, if you will. Si

Enter Silvius and Phebe.

Look, here comes a lover of mine and a lover

of hers.

Phe. Youth, you have done me much un-

gentleness,

To show the letter that I writ to you.

Ros. I care not if I have : it is my study

To seem despiteful and ipigentle to you :

You are there followed by a faithful shepherd

;

Look upon him, love him ; he worships you.

Phe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what ’tis

to love.

Sil. It is to be all made of sighs and tears

;

And so am I for Phebe. 9 1

Phe. And I for Ganymede.
Orl. And I for Rosalind.

Ros. And I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service;

And so am I for Phebe.
Phe. And I for Ganymede.
Orl. And I for Rosalind.

Ros. And I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of fantasy, ioo

All made of passion and all made of wishes.

All adoration, duty, and observance,

All humbleness, all patience and impatience,

f All purity, all trial, all observance ;

And so am I for Phebe.
Phe. And so am I for Ganymede.
Orl. And so am I for Rosalind.

Ros. And so am I for no woman.
Phe. If this be so, why blame you me to

love you ? i 10

Sil. If this be so, why blame you me to

love you?
Orl. If this be so, why blame you me to

love you?
Ros. Who do you speak to, ‘Why blame you

me to love you V
Orl. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear.

Ros. Pray you, no more of this; ’tis like the

howling of Irish wolves against the moon. [To
Sil.] I will help you, if I can: [To Phe.] I

would love you, if I could. To-morrow meet
me all together. [To Phe.] I will marry you, if

ever I marry woman, and I’ll be married to-

morrow: [To Orl.] I will satisfy you, if ever I

satisfied man, and you shall be married to-mor-

row: [To Sil.] I will content you, if what
pleases you contents you, and you shall be

married to-morrow. [To Orl.] As you love

Rosalind, meet: [To Sil.] as you love Phebe,

meet : and as I love no woman, I ’ll meet. So

fare you well : I have left you commands. 131

Sil. I ’ll not fail, if I live.

Phe. Nor I.

Orl. Nor I. [Exeunt.

hope it is no dishonest desire to desire to be a

woman of the world. Here come two of the

banished duke’s pages.

Enter two Pages.
,

First Page. Well met, honest gentleman.

Touch. By my troth, well met. Come, sit,

sit, and a song.
# 9

Sec. Page. We are for you : sit i’ the middle.

First Page. Shall we clap into’t roundly,

without hawking or spitting or saying we are

hoarse, which are the only prologues, to a bad

voice ?

Sec. Page. I ’faith, i ’faith; and both in a

tune, like two gipsies on a horse.

Song.
It was a lover and his lass,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

That o’er the green corn-field did pass

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time,

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding : 21

Sweet lovers love the spring.

Between the acres of the rye,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino.

These pretty country folks would lie,

In spring time, &c.

This carol they began that hour,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino,

How that a life was but a flower

In spring time, &c.

And therefore take the present time,

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino

;

For love is crowned with the prime
In spring time, &c.

Touch. Truly, young gentlemen, though there

was no great matter in the ditty, yet the note

was very untuneable.
First Page. You are deceived, sir : we kept

time, we lost not our time.
j

Touch. By my troth, yes ;
I count it but

j

time lost to hear such a foolish song. God be
]

wi’ you; and God mend your voices! Come, 1

Audrey. [Exeunt.

30

Scene IY. The forest.

EnterT)UKK senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando, 1

Scene III. The forest.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey.

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey

;

to-morrow will we be married.

Atid. I do desire it with all my heart; and I

Oliver, and Celia.

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that 1

the boy
Can do all this that he hath promised?

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes

do not

;

f As those that fear they hope, and know they fear.

Enter Rosalind, Silvius, and Phebe.

Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact

is urged

:

You say, if I bring in your Rosalind,

You will bestow her on Orlando here ?

Duke S. That would I, had I kingdoms to

give with her.

Ros. And you say, you will have her, when I

bring her ?

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms
king.

# . .

x
?

Ros. You say, you’ll marry me, if I be willing?
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Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after.

Ros. But if you do refuse to marry me,

You’ll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd?

Phe. So is the bargain.

Ros. You say, that you’ll have Phebe, if she

|

. will?

Sil. Though to have her and death were both

one thing.

Ros. I have promised to make all this matter

even.

Keep you your word,O duke, to give your daughter;

You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : 20

Keep your word, Phebe, that you’ll marry me,

Or else refusing me, to wed this shepherd

:

Keep your word, Silvius, that you’ll marry her.

If she refuse me : and from hence I go,

To make these doubts all even.

[.Exeunt Rosalind and Celia.

Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd boy
Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour.

Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever saw
him

Methought he was a brother to your daughter :

But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born, 30
And hath been tutor’d in the rudiments

Of many desperate studies by his uncle,

Whom he reports to be a great magician,

Obscured in the circle of this forest.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey.

Jaq. There is, sure, another flood toward,

and these couples are coming to the ark. Here
comes a pair of very strange beasts, which in all

tongues are called fools.

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all !

Jaq. Good my lord, bid him welcome: this

is the motley-minded gentleman that I have so

often met in the forest : he hath been a courtier,

he swears.
Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put

me to my purgation. I have trod a measure
; I

have flattered a lady ; I have been politic with my
friend, smooth with mine enemy ; I have undone
three tailors ; I have had four quarrels, and like

to have fought one.

Jaq. And how was that ta’en up ? 50
Totich. Faith, we met, and found the quarrel

was upon the seventh cause.

Jaq. How seventh cause? Good my lord,

like this fellow.

Duke S. I like him very well.

Touch. God ’ild you, sir ; I desire you of the

like. I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of

the country copulatives, to swear and to forswear

;

according as marriage binds and blood breaks : a

poor virgin, sir, an ill-favoured thing, sir, but

mine own ; a poor humour of mine, sir, to take

that that no man else will : rich honesty dwells

like a miser, sir, in a poor house ; as your pearl

in your foul oyster.

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and
sententious.

Touch. According to the fool’s bolt, sir, and
such dulcet diseases.

Jaq. But, for the seventh cause ;
how did you

find the quarrel on the seventh cause ? 70
Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed :

—

bear your body more seeming, Audrey :—as thus,

sir. I did dislike the cut of a certain courtier’s

beard : he sent me word, if I said his beard was
not cut well, he was in the mind it was ; this is

called the Retort Courteous. If I sent him word
again ‘it was not well cut,’ he would send me
word, he cut it to please himself : this is called

the Quip Modest. If again ‘it was not well cut,’

he disabled myjudgement : thisis called the Reply
Churlish. If again ‘ it was not well cut,’ he would
answer, I spake not true : this is called the Re-
proof Valiant. If again ‘ it was not well cut,' he

would say, I lied : this is called the Countercheck
Quarrelsome : and so to the Lie Circumstantial

and the Lie Diredl.

Jaq. And how oft did you say his beard was
not well cut ?

Touch. I durst go no further than the Lie

Circumstantial, nor he durst not give me the Lie

Diredl ; and so we measured swords and parted.

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the de-

grees of the lie ?

Touch. O sir, we quarrel in print, by the

book ; as you have books for good manners : I

will name you the degrees. The first, the Retort

Courteous ; the second, the Quip Modest ; the

third, the Reply Churlish; the fourth, the Re-
proof Valiant ; the fifth, the Countercheck Quar-

relsome ; thfe sixth, the Lie with Circumstance ;

the seventh, the Lie Diredl. All these you may
avoid but the Lie Diredl; and you may avoid

that too, with an If. I knew when seven justices

could not take up a quarrel, but when the parties

were met themselves, one of them thought but

of an If, as, ‘ If you said so, then I said so ;
’ and

they shook hands and swore brothers. Your If

is the only peace-maker ;
much virtue in If.

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord? he’s

as good at any thing and yet a fool. no
Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-

horse and under the presentation of that he shoots

his wit.

Enter Hymen, Rosalind, and Celia.

Still Music.
Hym . Then is there mirth in heaven,

When earthly things made even
Atone together.

Good duke, receive thy daughter

:

Hymen from heaven brought her,

Yea, brought her hither,

That thou mightst join her hand with his

Whose heart within his bosom is. 121

Ros. [To duke] To you I give myself, for I am
yours.

\To Orl.] To you I give myself, for I am yours.

Duke S. If there be truth in sight, you are

my daughter.
Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my

Rosalind.
Phe. If sight and shape be true,

Why then, my love adieu !

Ros. I ’ll have no father, if you be not he

:

I ’ll have no husband, if you be not he :

Nor ne’er wed woman, if you be not she. 130
Hym. Peace, ho ! I bar confusion :

’Tis I must make conclusion
Of these most strange events

:

Here’s eight that must take hands
To join in Hymen’s bands,

If truth holds true contents.

15-2
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You and you no cross shall part

:

You and you are heart in heart

:

You to his love must accord,

Or have a woman to your lord : 14°

You and you are sure together.

As the winter to foul weather.

Whiles a wedlock-hymn we sing,

Feed yourselves with questioning

;

That reason wonder may diminish,

How thus we met, and these things finish.

Song.
Wedding is great Juno’s crown :

O blessed bond of board and bed

!

’Tis Hymen peoples every town ;

High wedlock then be honoured I 15°

Honour, high honour and renown,

To Hymen, god of every town !

Duke S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art

to me

!

Even daughter, welcome, in no less degree.

Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine ;

Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.

Enter Jaques de Boys.

Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word

or two

:

I am the second son of old Sir Rowland,

That bring these tidings to this fair assembly.

Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 160

Men of great worth resorted to this forest,

Address’d a mighty power ;
which were on foot,

In his own condudl, purposely to take

His brother here and put him to the sword :

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came

;

Where meeting with an old religious man,

After some question with him, was converted

Both from his enterprise and from the world,

His crown bequeathing to his banish’d brother,

And all their lands restored to them again 170

That were with him exiled. This to be true,

I do engage my life.

Duke S. Welcome, young man ;

Thou offer’st fairly to t.hy brothers’ wedding

:

To one his lands withheld, and to the other

A land itself at large, a potent dukedom.

First, in this forest let us do those ends

That here were well begun and well begot

:

And after, every of this happy number
Thathave endured shrewd days and nights with us

Shall share the good of our returned fortune, 180

According to the measure of their states.

Meantime, forget this new-fall’n dignity

And fall into our rustic revelry.

Play, music ! And you, brides and bridegrooms all,

V/ith measure heap’d in joy, to the measures fall.

Jaq. Sir, by your patience. If I heard you
rightly,

The duke hath put on a religious life

And thrown into negledt the pompous court?

Jaq de B. He hath.

Jaq. To him will I : out of these convertites

There is much matter to be heard and learn’ d. 191

[To duke] You to your former honour I be-

queath ;

Your patience and your virtue well deserves it

:

[To Orl.] You to a love that your true faith doth

merit

:

[To Oli.] You to your land and love and great

allies :

[To Sit.] You to a long and well-deserved bed

:

[lo Touch.] And you to wrangling; for thy

loving voyage
Is but for two months vidluall’d. So, to your

pleasures

:

I am for other than for dancing measures.

Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay. 200

Jaq. To see no pastime I : what you would have
I ’ll stay to know at your abandon’d cave. [Exit.

Duke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these

rites,

As we do trust they’ll end, in true delights,

[A dance.

Epilogue.

Ros. It is not the fashion to see the lady the

epilogue ;
but it is no more unhandsome than to

see the lord the prologue. If it be true that good

wine needs no bush, ’tis true that a good play

needs no epilogue
;
yet to good wine they do use

good bushes, and good plays prove the betterby the

help of good epilogues. What a case am I in

then, that am neither a good epilogue nor cannot

insinuate with you in the behalf of a good play

!

I am not furnished like a beggar, therefore to

beg will not become me : my way is to conjure

you; and I’ll begin with the women. I charge

you, O women, for the love you bear to men, to

like as much of this play as please you : and I

charge you, O men, for the love you bear to

women—as I perceive by your simpering, none

of you hates them—that between you and the

women the play may please. If I were a woman
I would kiss as many of you as had beards that

pleased me, complexions that liked me and breaths

that I defied not : and, I am sure, as many, as

have good beards or good faces or sweet breaths

will, for my kind offer, when I make curtsy, bid

me farewell. [Exeunt.



THE TAMING. OF THE SHREW.

DRAMATIS PERSONS.

A Lord.
]

Christopher Sly, a tinker. I Persons in the

Hostess, Page, Players, Hunts- ( Induction,

men, and Servants. *

Baptista, a rich gentleman of Padua.
Vincentio, an old gentleman of Pisa.

Lucentio, son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca.

Petruchio, a gentleman of Verona, a suitor

to Katharina.

HoETENSIoJ SUit0rSt° B!anCa-

INDUCTION.

Scene I. Before an alehouse on a heath.

Enter Hostess and Sly.

Sly. I’ll pheeze you, in faith.

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue 1

Sly. Ye are a baggage : the Slys are no rogues

;

look in the chronicles ; we came in with Richard
Conqueror. Therefore paucas pallabris ;

let the

world slide : sessa !

Host. You will not pay for the glasses you
have burst?

Sly. No, not a denier. Go by, Jeronimy: go
to thy cold bed, and warm thee. io

Host. I know my remedy ; I must go fetch

the third-borough. {Exit.

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, I’ll

answer him bjr law : I ’ll not budge an inch, boy

:

let him come, and kindly. {Falls asleep.

Horns winded. Enter a Lord front hunting
,

with his train.

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well

my hounds

:

fBrach Merriman, the poor cur is emboss’d

;

And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth’d brach.

Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good
At the hedge-corner, in the coldest fault ? 20

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound.
First Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he,

my lord;

He cried upon it at the merest loss

And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent

:

Trust me, I take him for the better dog.

Lord. Thou art a fool : if Echo were as fleet,

I would esteem him worth a dozen such.

But sup them well and look unto them all

;

To-morrow I intend to hunt again.

First Hun. I will, my lord. 30
Lord. What’s here ? one dead, or drunk ? See,

doth he breathe ?

Sec. Hun. He breathes, my lord. Were he
not warm’d with ale,

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly.

K^ndeLlo,] servants t0 Lucentio.

Curtis*’ }
servants t0 Petruchio.

A Pedant.

f~A
,
the shrew,

J
daughters toBaptista<

Widow.

Tailor, Haberdasher, and Servants attending on
Baptista and Petruchio.

Scene : Padua,
and Petruchio's country house.

Lord. O monstrous beast ! how like a swine
he lies !

Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine image !

Sirs, I will pradlise on this drunken man.
What think you, if he were convey’d to bed,

Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, rings put upon his

fingers,

A most delicious banquet by his bed,
And brave attendants near him when he wakes,
Would not the beggar then forget himself? 41
First Hun. Believe me, lord, I think he can-

not choose.

Sec. Hun. It would seem strange unto him
when he waked.

Lord. Even as a flattering dream or worthless
fancy.

Then take him up and manage well the jest;

Carry him gently to my fairest chamber
And hang it round with all my wanton pictures :

Balm his foul head in warm distilled waters
And burn sweet wood to make the lodging sweet

:

Procure me music ready when he wakes, 50
To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ;

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight

And with a low submissive reverence
Say ‘What is it your honour will command?’
Let one attend him with a silver basin
Full of rose-water and bestrew’d with flowers;

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper,

And say ‘Will’t please your lordship cool your
hands ?’

Some one be ready with a costly suit

And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 60
Another tell him of his hounds and horse.

And that his lady mourns at his disease :

Persuade him that he hath been lunatic ;

fAnd when he says he is, say that he dreams,
For he is nothing but a mighty lord.

This do and do it kindly, gentle sirs

:

It will be pastime passing excellent.

If it be husbanded with modesty.
First Hun. My lord, I warrant you we will

play our part,

As he shall think by our true diligence 70
He is no less than what we say he is.
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Lord. Take him up gently and to bed with him ;

And each one to his office when he wakes.

{Some bear out Sly. A trumpet sounds.

Sirrah, go see what trumpet ’tis that sounds :

{Exit Servingman.

Belike, some noble gentleman that means,

Travelling some journey, to repose him here.

Re-enter Servingman.

How now ! who is it ?

Serv. An’t please your honour, players

That offer service to your lordship.

Lord. Bid them come near.

Enter Players.

Now, fellows, you are welcome.

Players. We thank your honour.
#

80

Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night?

A Player. So please your lordship to accept

our duty.

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I re-

member,
Since once he play’d a farmer’s eldest son :

'Twas where you woo’d the gentlewoman so well:

I have forgot your name ;
but, sure, that part

Was aptly fitted and naturally perform’d.

A Player. I think ’twas Soto that your honour

means.
Lord. ’Tis very true : thou didst it excellent.

Well, you are come to me in happy time ; 90

The rather for I have some sport in hand
Wherein your cunning can assist me much.

There is a lord will hear you play to-night :

But I am doubtful of your modesties ;

Lest over-eyeing of his odd behaviour,

—

•

For yet his honour never heard a play

—

You break into some merry passion
.

And so offend him ; for I tell you, sirs.

If you should smile he grows impatient.

A Player. Fear not, my lord : we can contain

ourselves,
<

100

Were he the veriest antic in the world.

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery,

And give them friendly welcome every one :

Let them want nothing that my house affords.

{Exit one with the Players.

Sirrah, go you to Barthol’mew my page,

And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady

:

That done, conduct him to the drunkard’s cham-

ber ;

And call him ‘madam,’ do him obeisance.

Tell him from me, as he will win my love,

He bear himself with honourable a6tion, no
Such as he hath observed in noble ladies

Unto their lords, by them accomplished:

Such duty to the drunkard let him do

With soft low tongue and lowly courtesy,

And say ‘ What is’t your honour will command,
Wherein your lady and your humble wife

May show her duty and make known her love ?’

And then with kind embracements, tempting

kisses,

And with declining head into his bosom,

Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy’d 120

To see her noble lord restored to health,

Who for this seven years hath esteemed him
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar :

And if the boy have not a woman’s gift

To rain a shower of commanded tears,

An onion will do well for such a shift,

Which in a napkin being close convey’d

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye.

See this dispatch’d with all the haste thou canst:

Anon I ’ll give thee more instructions. 130
{Exit a Servingman.

I know the boy will well usurp the grace,

Voice, gait and aCtion of a gentlewoman :

I long to hear him call the drunkard husband,

And how my men will stay themselves from
laughter

When they do homage to this simple peasant.
'

I’ll in to counsel them ; haply my presence

May well abate the over-merry spleen

Which otherwise would grow into extremes.
[Exeunt.

Scene II. A bedchamber in the Lord’s house. 4

Enter aloft Sly, with Attendants; some with
apparel

,
others with basin and ewer and

other appurtenances ; and Lord.

Sly. For God’s sake, a pot of small ale.

First Serv. Will’t please your lordship drink

a cup of sack?*

Sec. Serv. Will’t please your honour taste of

these conserves ?

Third Serv. What raiment will your honour
wear to day ?

Sly. I am Christophero Sly; call not me
‘honour’ nor ‘lordship:’ I ne’er drank sack in

my life ; and if you give me any conserves, give

me conserves of beef : ne’er ask me what raiment

I ’ll wear; for I have no more doublets than backs,

no more stockings than legs, nor no more shoes

than feet ; nay, sometime more feet than shoes,

or such shoes as my toes look through the over-

leather.

Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in you?
honour !

O, that a mighty man of such descent.

Of such possessions and so high esteem.

Should be infused with so foul a spirit !

Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am
not I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son of Burton-

heath, by birth a pedlar, by education a card-

maker, by transmutation a bear-herd, and now
by present profession a tinker? Ask Marian
Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Wincot, if she know
me not: if she say I am not fourteen pence on

the score for sheer ale, score me up for the lyingest

knave in Christendom. What ! I am not be-

straught : here’s—
Third Serv. O, this it is that makes your

lady mourn !

Sec. Serv. O, this is it that makes your ser-

vants droop !

Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred shuns

your house, 3°

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy.
. .

O noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth,
_

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banishment

And banish hence these abjedt lowly dreams.

Look how thy servants do attend on thee.

Each in his office ready at thy beck.

Wilt thou have music? hark ! Apollo plays •

[Music.

And twenty caged nightingales do sing :

Or wilt thou sleep? we’ll have thee to a couch
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Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed

)n purpose trimm’d up for Semiramis.

Say thou wilt walk ; we will bestrew the ground :

)r wilt thou ride? thy horses shall be trapp’d,

['heir harness studded all with gold and pearl.

Dost thou love hawking? thou hast hawks will

Vbove the morning lark : or wilt thou hunt?

Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them

Vnd fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth.

First Serv

.

Say thou wilt course ; thy grey-

hounds are as swift

Vs breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 50

Sec. Serv. Dost thou love pictures? we will

fetch thee straight

Vdonis painted by a running brook,

Vnd Cytherea all in sedges hid,

vVhich seem to move and wanton with her breath,

£ven as the waving seidges play with wind.

Lord. We’ll show thee Io as she was a maid,

Vnd how she was beguiled and surprised,

Vs lively painted as the deed1 was done.

Third Serv. Or Daphne roaming through a

thorny wood,
Icratching her legs that one shall swear she

bleeds, 60

Vnd at that sight shall sad Apollo weep,

io workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.

Lord. Thou art a lord and nothing but a

lord

:

Thou hast a lady far more beautiful

Than any woman in this waning age.

First Serv. And till the tears that she hath

shed for thee
Dike envious floods o’er-run her lovely face,

She was the fairest creature in the world

;

Vnd yet she is inferior to none.

Sly. Am I a lord? and have I such a lady? 70

Dr do I dream? or have I dream’d till now?
do not sleep : I see, I hear, I speak

; .

smell sweet savours and I feel soft things

:

Jpon my life, I am a lord indeed
Vnd not a tinker nor Christophero Sly.

Nell, bring our lady hither to our sight

;

Vnd once again, a pot o’ the smallest ale..

Sec. Serv. Will ’t please your mightiness to

wash your hands?
3, how we joy to see your wit restored

! 79
D, that once more you knew but what you are !

These fifteen years you have been in a dream

;

Dr when you waked, so waked as if you slept.

Sly. These fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly

nap.
But did. I never speak of all that time ?

Fii'st Serv. O, yes, my lord, but very idle

words

:

For though you lay here in this goodly chamber,
Yet would you say ye were beaten out of door

;

And rail upon the hostess of the house ;

And say you would present her at the leet,

Because she brought stone jugs and no seal’d

quarts
: 90

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket.
Sly. Ay, the woman’s maid of the house.

Third Serv. Why, sir, you know no house
nor no such maid,

Nor no such men as you have reckon’d up,
As Stephen Sly and old John Naps of Greece
And Peter Turph and Henry Pimpernell

And twenty more such names and men as these

Which never were nor no man ever saw.

Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good
amends

!

All. Amen. 100

Sly. 1 thank thee : thou shalt not lose by it.

Enter the Page as a lady,
with attendants.

Page. How fares my noble lord ?

Sly. Marry, I fare well ; for here is cheer

enough.
Where is my wife ?

Page. Here, noble lord: what is thy will

with her?
Sly. Are you my wife and will not call me

husband ?

My men should call me ‘lord I am your good-

man.
Page. My husband and my lord, my lord and

husband

;

I am your wife in all obedience.

Sly. I know it well. What must I call her ?

Lord. Madam. m
Sly. Al’ce madam, or Joan madam?
Lord. ‘Madam,’ and nothing else : so lords

call ladies.

Sly. Madam wife, they say that I have dream’d
And slept above some fifteen year or more.

Page. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me,
Being all this time abandon’d from your bed.

Sly. ’Tis much. Servants, leave me and hex

alone.

Madam, undress you and come now to bed.

Page. Thrice-noble lord, let me entreat of you
To pardon me yet for a night or two, 121

Or, if not so, until the sun be set

:

For your physicians have expressly charged.
In peril to incur your former malady,
That I should yet absent me from your bed

:

I hope this reason stands for my excuse.

Sly. Ay, it stands so that I may hardly tarry

so long. But I would be loath to fall into my
dreams again : I will therefore tarry in despite of

the flesh and the blood. 130

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Your honour’s players, hearing your
amendment,

Are come to play a pleasant comedy ;

For so your dodlors hold it very meet,

Seeing too much sadness hath congeal’d your
blood,

And melancholy is the nurse of frenzy :

Therefore they thought it good you hear a play

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment,

Which bars a thousand harms and lengthens life.

Sly. Marry, I will, let them play it. Is not

a comonty a Christmas gambold or a tumbling-

trick? 14 1

Page. No, my good lord ; it is more pleasing

stuff.

Sly. What, household stuff ?

Page. It is a kind of history.

Sly. Well, we’ll see’t. Come, madam wife,

sit by piy side and let the world slip : we shall

ne’er be younger.
Flourish.

1 I#
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ACT I.

Scene I. Padua. A public place.

Enter Lucentio and his man Tranio.

Luc. Tranio, since for the great desire I had
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,

I am arrived for fruitful Lombardy,
The pleasant garden of great Italy;

And by my father’s love and leave am arm’d

With his good will and thy good company,
My trusty servant, well approved in all,

Here let us breathe and haply institute

A course of learning and ingenious studies.

Pisa renown’d for grave citizens io

Gave me my being and my father first,

A merchant of great traffic through the world,

Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii.

Vincentio’s son brought up in Florence
_

It shall become to serve all hopes conceived,

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds

:

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study.

Virtue and that part of philosophy
Will I apply that treats of happiness

By virtue specially to be achieved. 20

Tell me thy mind ;
for I have Pisa left

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves

A shallow plash to plunge him in the deep

And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst.

Tra. Mi perdonato, gentle master mine,

I am in all affe&ed as yourself;

Glad that you thus continue your resolve

To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy.

Only, good master, while we do admire

This virtue and this moral discipline, 30
Let’s be no stoics nor no stocks, I pray;

Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks

As Ovid be an outcast quite abjured

:

Balk logic with acquaintance that you have
And practise rhetoric in your common talk ;

Music and poesy use to quicken you ;

The mathematics and the metaphysics,

Fall to them as you find your stomach serves you ;

No profit grows where is no pleasure ta’en:

In brief, sir, study what you most affedt. 40
Luc. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise.

If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore,

We could at once put us in readiness.

And take a lodging fit to entertain

Such friends as time in Padua shall beget.

But stay awhile : what company is this?

Tra. Master, some show to welcome us to town.

Enter Baptista, Katharina, Bianca, Gre-
mio, and Hortensio. Lucentio ««^Tranio
stand by.

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther,

For how I firmly am resolved you know

;

That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter 50
Before I have a husband for the elder

;

If either of you both love Katharina,

Because I know you well and love you well,

Leave shall you have to court her at your pleasure.

Gre. [Aside] To cart her rather; she’s too

rough for me.
There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife?

Kath. I pray you, sir, is it your will

To make a stale of me amongst these mates?

Hor. Mates, maid! how mean you that ? ncH
mates for you,

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 6<;m

Kath. F faith, sir, you shall never need to fear |fl

I wis it is not half way to her heart

;

But if it were, doubt not her care should be
.To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d stool IJ

And paint your face and use you like a fool.

Hor. From all such devils, good Lord deliver us i

Gre. And me too, good Lord

!

Tra. Hush, master! here ’s some good pastimel
toward

;

That wench is stark mad or wonderful froward. I
Luc. But in the other’s silence do I see 70!

Maid’s mild behaviour and sobriety.

Peace, Tranio !

Tra. Well said, master; mum! and gaze your I
fill.

Bap. Gentlemen, that I may soon make goodl
What I have said, Bianca, get you in

;

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca,
For I will love thee ne’er the less, my girl.

Kath. A pretty peat ! it is best

Put finger in the eye, an she knew why.
Bian. Sister, content you in my discontent. 80J

Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe

:

My books and instruments shall be my company, I

On them to look and practise by myself.

Luc. Hark, Tranio! thou may’st hear Minerva I

speak.
Hor. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange ? :

Sorry am I that our good will effects

Bianca’s grief.

Gre. Why will you mew her up,

Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell,

And make her bear the penance of her tongue ? I

Bap. Gentlemen, content ye ; I am resolved
:
90 I

Go in, Bianca : [Exit Bianca. I

And for I know she taketh most delight

In music, instruments and poetry,

Schoolmasters will I keep within my house.
Fit to instrudt her youth. If you, Hortensio,

Or Signior Gremio, you, know any such,

Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men 9

I will be very kind, and liberal

To mine own children in good bringing up

:

And so farewell. Katharina, you may stay ; 100

»

For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit. tsj

Kath. Why, and I trust I may go too, mayH
I not? What, shall I be appointed hours ; as

though, belike, I knew not what to take, andja

what to leave, ha ? [Exit.
|

Gre. You may go to the devil’s dam: yourii

gifts are so good, here ’s none will hold you.
^

Their love is not so great, Hortensio, but we may h

blow our nails together, and fast it fairly out :

!

our cake’s dough on both sides. Farewell: yet, -

for the love I bear my sweet Bianca, if I can by i;

any means light on a fit man to teach her that!

wherein she delights, I will wish him to her

"

father.

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio : but a word,

;

I pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet

never brooked parle, know now, upon advice, it

toucheth us both, that we may yet again have

access to our fair mistress and be happy rivals in

Bianca’s love, to labour and effedt one thing

specially. * 21

Gre. What’s that, I pray?



Hor. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her

ister.

Gre. A husband ! a devil.

Hor. I say, a husband.

Q-re. I say, a devil. Thinkest thou, Hor-

ensio,* though her father be very rich, any man
; so very a fool to be married to hell? 129

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your

.atience and mine to endure her loud alarums,

/hy, man, there be good fellows in the world,

n a man could light on them, would take her

nth all faults, and money enough.

Gre. I cannot tell ; but I had as lief take her

owry with this condition, to be whipped at the

igh cross every morning.

Hor. Faith, as you say, there’s small choice

1 rotten apples. But come; since this bar in

aw makes us friends, it shall be so far forth

riendly maintained till by helping Baptista’s

ldest daughter to a husband we set his youngest

ree for a husband, and then have to’t afresh,

iweet Bianca ! Happy man be his dole ! He
hat runs fastest gets the ring. How say you,

iignior Gremio ?

Gre. I am agreed; and would I had given

iim the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing

hat would thoroughly woo her, wed her and bed

.er and rid the house of her ! Come on. 150
\Exeunt Gremio and Hortensio.

Tra. I pray, sir, tell me, is it possible

•'hat love should of a sudden take such hold ?

Luc. O Tranio, till I found it to be true,

never thought it possible or likely

;

lut see, while idly I stood looking on,

found the effe<5t of love in idleness:

md now in plainness do confess to thee,

.’hat art to me as secret and as dear
ls Anna to the queen of Carthage was,

’ranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 160

f I achieve not this young modest girl.

Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst

;

Lssist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt.

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now ;

iffedtion is not rated from the heart

:

f love have touch’d you, nought remains but so.

Redime te captum quam queas minimo.’

Luc. Gramercies, lad, go forward ; this con-

tents :

'he rest will comfort, for thy counsel’s sound.

Tra. Master, you look’d so longly on the maid,
’erhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all.

Luc. O yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face,

uch as the daughter of Agenor had,
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand,
Vhen with his knees he kiss’d the Cretan strand.

Tra. Saw you no more? mark’d you not how
her sister

tegan to scold and raise up such a storm
’hat mortal ears might hardly endure the din ?

Luc. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move
tnd with her breath she did perfume the air : 180
iacred and sweet was all I saw in her.

Tra. Nay, then, ’tis time to stir him from his

trance.
pray, awake, sir : if you love the maid,
tend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it

stands

:

ler eldest sister is so curst and shrewd
.'hat till the father rid his hands of her,

Master, your love must live a maid at home

;

And therefore has he closely mew’d her up,

Because she will not be annoy’d with suitors.

Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father’s he !

But art thou not advised, he took some care 191

To get her cunning schoolmasters to instruct her ?

Tra. Ay, marry, am I, sir; and now ’tis

plotted.

Luc. I have it, Tranio.

Tra. Master, for my hand,

Both our inventions meet and jump in one.

Luc. Tell me thine first.

Tra. You will be schoolmaster

And undertake the teaching of the maid

:

That’s your device.

Luc. It is : may it be done?
Tra. Not possible; for who shall bear your

part,

And be in Padua here Vincentio’s son,
_ .

200

Keep house and ply his book, welcome his friends,

Visit his countrymen and banquet them?
Luc. Basta; content thee, for I have it full.

We have not yet been seen in any house,

Nor can we be distinguish’d by our faces

For.man or master ; then it follows thus

;

Thou shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead,

Keep house and port and servants, as I should

:

I will some other be, some Florentine,

Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Pisa. 210

’Tis hatch’d and shall be so : Tranio, at once

Uncase thee ; take my colour’d hat and cloak

:

When Biondello comes, he waits on thee

;

But I will charm him first to keep his tongue.

Tra. So had you need.

In brief, sir, sith it your pleasure is,

And I am tied to be obedient

;

For so your father charged me at our parting,

‘ Be serviceable to my son,’ quoth he,

Although I think ’twas in another sense ; 220

I am content to be Lucentio,

Because so well I love Lucentio.

Luc. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves

:

And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid
Whose sudden sight hath thrall’d my wounded

eye.
Here comes the rogue.

Enter Biondello.

Sirrah, where have you been?

Bion. Where have I been ! Nay, how now !

where are you? Master, has my fellow Tranio

stolen your clothes? Or you stolen his? or both?

pray, what’s the news?
.

230

Luc. Sirrah, come hither : ’tis no time to jest,

And therefore frame your manners to the time.

Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life,

Puts my apparel and my countenance on,

And I for my escape have put on his

;

For in a quarrel since I came ashore

I kill’d a man and fear I was descried :

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes.
While I make way from hence to save my life :

You understand me?
Bion . I, sir ! ne’er a whit. 240
Luc. And not a jot of Tranio in your mouth

:

Tranio is changed into Lucentio.

Bion. The better for him: would I were
so too !



Tra. So could I, faith, boy, to have the next

wish after,

That Lucentio indeed had Baptista’s youngest
daughter.

But, sirrah, not for my sake, but your master’s,

I advise
You use your manners discreetly in all kind of

companies

:

When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio

;

But in all places else your master Lucentio. 249
Luc

.

Tranio, let’s go: one thing more rests,

that thyself execute, to make one among these

wooers : if thou ask me why, sufficeth, my rea-

sons are both good and weighty. {Exeunt.

The presenters above speak.

First Serv. My lord, you nod; you do not
mind the play.

Sly. Yes, by Saint Anne, do I. A good mat-
ter, surely : comes there any more of it?

Page. My lord, ’tis but begun.
Sly. ’Tis a very excellent piece of work,

madam lady : would ’twere done ! 259
{They sit and mark.

Scene II. Padua. Before Hortensio’s house.

Enter Petruchio and his man Grumio.

Pet. Verona, for a while I take my leave,

To see my friends in Padua, but of all

My best beloved and approved friend,

Hortensio; and' I trow this is his house.

Here, sirrah Grumio ;
knock, I say.

Gru . Knock, sir ! whom should I knock ? is

there any man has rebused your worship?
Pet. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly.

Gru. Knock you here, sir ! why, sir, what am
I, sir, that I should knock you here, sir? 10

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate
And rap me well, or I’ll knock your knave’ spate.

Grti. My master is grown quarrelsome. I

should knock you first,

And then I know after who comes by the worst.

Pet. Will it not be ?

Faith, sirrah, an you’ll not knock. I’ll ring it;

I’ll try how you can sol, fa, and sing it.

{He wrings him by the ears.

Gru. Help, masters, help ! my master is mad.
Pet. Now, knock when I bid you, sirrah

villain

!

Enter Hortensio.

Hor. How now ! what’s the matter? My old

friend Grumio! and my good friend Petruchio!

How do you all at Verona?
Pet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part

the fray?
‘ Con tutto il cuore, ben trovato*’ may I say.

Hor. ‘Alla nostra casa ben venuto, molto

|

honorato signor mio Petruchio.’

j

Rise, Grumio, rise: we will compound this

quarrel.
I Gru. Nay, ’tis no matter, sir, what he ’leges

i in Latin. If this be not a lawful cause for me to

j

leave his service, look you, sir, he bid me knock

|

him and rap him soundly, sir : well, was it fit for

i
a servant to use his master so, being perhaps, for

aught I see, two and thirty, a pip out ?

I Whom would to God I had well knock’d at first,

Then had not Grumio come by the worst.

Pet. A senseless villain ! .Good Hortensio,
I bade the rascal knock upon your gate
And could not get him for my heart to do it.

Gru. Knock at the gate ! O heavens ! Spak
you not these words plain, ‘ Sirrah, knock m
here, rap me here, knock me well, and knock m
soundly ’ ? And come you now with, ‘ knockin
at the gate’?

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise yon
Hor. Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio’

pledge

:

Why, this’s a heavy chance ’twixt him and you
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio.
And tell me now, sweet friend, what happy gale

Blows you to Padua here from old Verona?
Pet. Such wind as scatters young men througi

the world 5
To seek their fortunes farther than at home
Where small experience grows. But in a few,

Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me:
Antonio, my father, is deceased

;

And 1 have thrust myself into, this maze,
Haply to wive and thrive as best I may

:

Crowns in my purse I have and goods at home,
And so am come abroad to see the world.

Hor. Petruchio, shall I then come roundl

to thee
And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour’d wife? 6
Thou’ldst thank me but a little for my counsel:

And yet I ’ll promise thee she shall be rich *

And very rich : but thou’rt too much my friend,

And I’ll not wish thee to her.

Pet. Signior Hortensio, ’fcwixt such friend

as we
Few words suffice ; and therefore, if thou know
One rich enough to be Petruchio’s wife,

As wealth is burden of my wooing dance*

Be she as foul as was Florentius’ love,

As old as Sibyl and as curst and shrewd 7<i

As Socrates’ Xanthippe, or a worse,

She moves me not, or not removes, at least,

Affedtion’s edge in me, were she as rough
As are the swelling Adriatic seas

:

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua

;

If wealthily, then happily in Padua.
Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flath

what his mind is : why, give him gold enough an<

marry him to a puppet or an aglet-baby ; or ai

old trot with ne’er a tooth in her head, thougl

she have as many diseases as two and fifty horses

why, nothing comes amiss, so money comes withal

Hor. Petruchio, since we are' stepp’d thu

far in,

I will continue that I broach’d in jest.

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a wife

With wealth enough and young and beauteous,

Brought up as best becomes a gentlewoman

:

Her only fault, and that is faults enough,
Is that she is intolerable curst

And shrewd and froward, so beyond all measur<

That, were my state far worser than it is, 9
I would not wed her for a mine of gold.

Pet. Hortensio, peace ! thou know’st not gold’

effe<5l

:

Tell me her father’s name and ’tis enough

;

For I will board her, though she chide as loud

As thunder when the clouds in autumn crack.

Hor. Her father is Baptista Minola,
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iffable and courteous gentleman :

name is Katharina Minola,

own’d in Padua for her scolding tongue, ioo

et. I know her father, though I know not her;

he knew my deceased father well.

11 not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her

;

[ therefore let me be thus bold with you
rive you over at this first encounter,

ess you will accompany me thither.

ru. I pray you, sir, let him go while the

tour lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him as

as I do, she would think scolding would do

s good upon him : she may perhaps call him
a score knaves or so : why, that’s nothing ;

ie begin once, he’ll rail in his rope-tricks. I ’ll

you what, sir, an she stand him but a little,

vill throw a figure in her face and so disfigure

with it that she shall have no more eyes to

withal than a cat. You know him not, sir.

T
or. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee,

in Baptista’s keep my treasure is :

hath the jewel of my life in hold,

youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca, 120

l her withholds from me and other more,
ors to her and rivals in my love,

posing it a thing impossible,

those defedks I have before rehearsed,

t ever Katharina will be woo’d ;

refore this order hath Baptista ta’en,

t none shall have access unto Bianca
Katharine the curst have got a husband.
ru. Katharine the curst

!

tie for a maid of all titles the worst.
.

130
T
or. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me
grace,

l offer me disguised in sober robes
aid Baptista as a schoolmaster
'1 seen in music, to instrudt Bianca

;

t so I may, by this device, at least

re leave and leisure to make love to her
l unsuspected court her by herself.

ru. Here’s no knavery ! See, to beguile the

folks, how the young folks lay their heads
:ther i 140

Enter Gremio, and Lucentio disguised.

>ter, master, look about you : who goes there,

ha?
T
or. Peace, Grumio ! it is the rival of my love,

ruchio, stand by a while.

ru. A proper stripling and an amorous !

re. O, very well ; I have perused the note.

•k you, sir ; I ’ll have them very fairly bound :

books of love, see that at any hand ;

l see you read no other ledlures to her

:

1 understand me : over and beside
lipr Baptista’s liberality, 150
mend it with a largess. Take your paper too,

1 let me have them very well perfumed

:

she is sweeter than perfume itself

whom they go to. What will you read to her?
uc. Whate’er I read to her, I ’ll plead for you
for my patron, stand you so assured,
firmly as yourself were still in place :

-, and perhaps with more successful words
in you, unless you were a scholar, sir.

re. O this learning, what a thing it is ! 160
'ru. O this woodcock, what an ass it is

!

'et. Peace, sirrah !

Hor. Grumio, mum ! God save you, Signior

Gremio.
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortensio.

Trow you whither I am going? To Baptista Minola.

I promised to inquire carefully
.

About a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca :

And by good fortune I have lighted well

On this young man, for learning and behaviour
Fit for her turn, well read in poetry 370
And other books, good ones, I warrant ye.

Hor. ’Tis well ; and I have met a gentleman
Hath promised me to help me to another,

A fine musician to instruct our mistress

;

So shall I no whit be behind in duty
To fair Bianca, so beloved of me.

Gre. Beloved of me ; and that my deeds shall

prove.
Gru. And that his bags shall prove.

Hor. Gremio, ’tis now no time to vent our love :

Listen to me, and if you speak me fair, 180

I’ll tell you news indifferent good for either.

Here is a gentleman whom by chance I met.

Upon agreement from us to his liking,

Will undertake to woo curst Katherine,

Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please.

Gre. So said, so done, is well.

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults?

Pet. I know she is an irksome brawling scold

;

If that be all, masters, I hear no harm.
Gre. No, say’st me so, friend? What coun-

tryman ?
.

190

Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio’s son :

My father dead, my fortune lives for me ;

And I do hope good days and long to see.

Gre. O sir, such a life, with such a wife, were
strange !

But if you have a stomach, to’t i’ God’s name :

You shall have me assisting you in all.

But will you woo this wild-cat ?

Pet. Will I live?

Gru. Will he woo her? ay, or I’ll hang her.

Pet. Why came I hither but to that intent ?

Think you a little din can daunt mine ears ? 200

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ?

Have I not heard the sea puff’d up with winds
Rage likafan angry boar chafed with sweat ?

Have I not heard great ordnance in the field,

And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies ?

Have I not in a pitched battle heard
Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets’

clang ?

And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue,

That gives not half so great a blow to hear

As will a chestnut in a farmer’s fire ? 210

Tush, tush ! fear boys with bugs.

Gru. For he fears none.

Gre. Hortensio, hark :

This gentleman is happily arrived,

My mind presumes, for his own good and ours.

Hor. I promised we would be contributors

And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe’er.

Gre. And so we will, provided that he win her.

Gru. I would I were as sure of a good dinner.

Enter Tranio brave
,
and Biondello.

Tra. Gentlemen, God save you. If I may
be bold,

Tell me, I beseech you, which is the readiest way
To the. house of Signior Baptista Minola? 221
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Bion

.

He that has the two fair daughters :

is ’t he you mean ?

Tra. Even he, Biondello.

Gre. Hark you, sir
;
you mean not her to—

•

Tra. Perhaps, him and her, sir: what have
you to do ?

Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I

pray.
Tra. I love no chiders, sir. Biondello, let’s

away.
Luc. Well begun, Tranio.
Hor. Sir, a word ere you go ;

Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no?
Tra. And if I be, sir, is it any offence? 231
Gre. No ; if without more words you will get

you hence.
Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as

free

For me as for you?
Gre. But so is not she.

Tra. For what reason, I beseech you?
Gre. For this reason, if you’ll know,

That she’s the choice love of Signior Gremio.
Hor. That she’s the chosen of Signior Hor-

tensio.

Tra. Softly, my masters ! if you be gentlemen,
Do me this right

;
hear me with patience.

Baptista is a noble gentleman, 240
To whom my father is not all unknown;
And were his daughter fairer than she is,

She may more suitors have and me for one.

Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers

;

Then well one more may fair Bianca have :

And so she shall ;
Lucentio shall make one,

Though Paris came in hope to speed alone.

Gre. What ! this gentleman will out-talk us all.

Luc. Sir, give him head : I know he’ll prove
a jade. 249

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words ?

Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you,
Did you yet ever see Baptista’s daughter ?

Tra. No, sir ; but hear I do that he hath two.

The one as famous for a scolding tongue
As is the other for beauteous modesty.

Pet. Sir, sir, the first’s for me ; let her go by.

Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Plercules

;

And let it be more than Alcides’ twelve.

Pet. Sir, understand you this of me in sooth

:

The youngest daughter whom you hearken for

Her father keeps from all access of suitors, 261

And will not promise her to any man
Until the elder sister first be wed

:

The younger then is free and not before.

Tra. If it be so, sir, that you are the man
Must stead us all and me amongst the rest,

And if you break the ice and do this feat.

Achieve the elder, set the younger free

For our access, whose hap shall be to have her
Will not so graceless be to be ingrate. 270
Hor. Sir, you say well and well you do con-

ceive ;

And since you do profess to be a suitor,

You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman.
To whom we all rest generally beholding.

Tra. Sir, I shall not be slack : in sign whereof,

Please ye we may contrive this afternoon,

And quaff carouses to our mistress’ health,

And do as adversaries do in law,

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends.

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion! Fello
let’s be gone.

Hor. The motion’s good indeed and be it'

Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto. [Exeu

ACT II.

Scene I. Padua. A room in Baptista*
house.

Enter Katharina and Bianca.

Bian. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrc
yourself,

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me ;

That I disdain : but for these other gawds,
Unbind my hands, I’ll pull them off myself.
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat

;

Or what you will command me will I do.
So well I know my duty to my elders.

Kath. Of all thy suitors, here I charge th

tell

Whom thou lovest best : see thou dissemble m
Bian. Believe me, sister, of all the men al

I never yet beheld that special face
Which I could fancy more than any other.

Kath. Minion, thou liest. Is’t not Hortens
Bian. If you affedl him, sister, here I swe;

I’ll plead for you myself, but you shall have hi

Kath. O then, belike, you fancy riches mo:
You will have Gremio to keep you fair.

Bian. Is it for him you do envy me so?
Nay then you jest, and now I well perceive
You have but jested with me all this while

:

I prithee, sister Kate, untie my hands.
Kath. If that be jest, then all the rest was

[Strikes h

Enter Baptista.

Bap. Why, how now, darnel whence gro
this insolence?

Bianca, stand aside. Poor girl ! she weeps.
Go ply thy needle ;

meddle not with her.

For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit,

Why dost thou wrong her that did ne’er wro
thee?

When did she cross thee with a bitter word?
Kath. Her silence flouts me, and I’ll be :

venged. [Flies after Bianc
Bap. What, in my sight ? Bianca, get thee :

[Exit Bianca.
Kath. What, will you not suffer me ? Nal

now I see
She is your treasure, she must have a husband
I must dance bare-foot on her wedding day 1

And for your love to her lead apes in hell.

Talk not to me : I will go sit and weep
Till I can find occasion of revenge. [Ex\
Bap. Was ever gentleman thus grieved as

But who comes here ?

Enter Gremio, Lucentio in the halit of
mean man

;

Petruchio, with Hortens:
as a musician ; and Tranio, with Biondel:
bearing a lute and books.

Gre. Good morrow, neighbour Baptista. r

Bap. Good morrow, neighbour Gremio. G?
save you, gentlemen

!

Pet. And you, good sir ! Pray, have you r

a daughter
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ll’d Katharina, fair and virtuous?

Sap. I Have a daughter, sir, called Katharina.

'Ire. You are too blunt
:
go to it orderly.

r>et. You wrong me, Signior Gremio: give

me leave.

m a gentleman of Verona, sir,

iat, hearing of her beauty and her wit,

tr affability and bashful modesty,

\x wondrous qualities and mild behaviour, 50

a bold to show myself a forward guest

ithin your house, to make mine eye the witness

that report which I so oft have heard,

id, for an entrance to my entertainment,

lo present you with a man of mine,
[Presenting Hortensio.

inning in music and the mathematics,

1 instruct her fully in those sciences,

hereof I know she is not ignorant

:

:cept of him, or else you do me wrong

:

s name -is Licio, born in Mantua. 60

Bap. You’re welcome, sir ; and he, for your

good sake.

it for my daughter Katharine, this I know,

e is not for your turn, the more my grief.

Pet. I see you do not mean to part with her,

else you like not of my company.

Bap. Mistake me not ;
I speak but as I find,

hence are you, sir? what may I call your name ?

Pet. Petruchio is my name ; Antonio’s son,

man well known throughout all Italy.

Bap. I know him well: you are welcome for

his sake.
#

7°

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray,

t us, that are poor petitioners, speak too

:

.ccare ! you are marvellous forward.

Pet. O, pardon me, Signior Gremio ; I would

fain be doing.

Gre. I doubt it not, sir; but you will curse

your wooing.
iighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure

it. To express the like kindness, myself, that

ve been more kindly beholding to you than any,

ely give unto you this young scholar [pre-

ding Lucentio], that hath been long studying

Rheims; as cunning in Greek, Latin, and

ier languages, as the other in music and ma-

imatics: his name is Cambio; pray, accept his

vice.

Bap. A thousand thanks, Signior Gremio.

elcome, good Cambio. [To Tramo] But, gen-

sir, methinks you walk like a stranger may
ie so bold to know the cause of your coming?

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own,

iat, being a stranger in this city here, 90
) make myself a suitor to your daughter,

ito Bianca, fair and virtuous,

ir is your firm resolve unknown to me,
the preferment of the eldest sister,

lis liberty is all that I request,

iat, upon knowledge of my parentage,

nay have welcome ’mongst the rest that woo
id free access and favour as the rest

:

id, toward the education of your daughters,

lere bestow a simple instrument, 100

id this small packet of Greek and Latin books

:

you accept them, then their worth is great.

Bap. Lucentio is your name; of whence, I

pray ?

Tra. Of Pisa, sir; son to Vincentio.

Bap. A mighty man of Pisa; by report

I know him well
:
you are very welcome, sir.

Take you the lute, and you the set of books;

You shall go see your pupils presently.

Holla, within !

Enter a Servant.

Sirrah, lead these gentlemen

To my daughters ; and tell them both, 1 xo

These are their tutors : bid them use them well.

[Exit Servant, with, Lucentio and Hortensio
,

Biondellofollowing.

We will go walk a little in the orchard,

And then to dinner. You are passing welcome,

And so I pray you all to think yourselves.

Pet. Signior Baptista, my business asketh

haste,

And every day I cannot come to woo.

You knew my father well, and in him me,

Left solely heir to all his lands and goods,

Which I have better’d rather than decreased

:

Then tell me, if I get your daughter’s love, 120

What dowry shall I have with her to wife ?

Bap. After my death the one halfof my lands,

And in possession twenty thousand crowns.

Pet. And, for that dowry, I’ll assure her of

Her widowhood, be it that she survive me,

In all my lands and leases whatsoever:

Let specialties be therefore drawn between us,

That covenants may be kept on either hand.

Bap. Ay, when . the special thing is well ob-

tain’d,

That is, her love ; for that is all in all. 130

Pet. Why, that is nothing; for I tell you, father,

I am as peremptory as she proud-minded

;

And where two raging fires meet together

They do consume the thing that feeds their fury

:

Though little fire grows great with little wind,

Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all:

So I to her and so she yields to me

;

For I am rough and woo not like a babe.

Bap. Well mayst thou woo, and happy be

thy speed !

But be thou arm’d for some unhappy words. 140

Pet. Ay, to the proof ; as mountains are for

winds,
That shake not, though they blow perpetually.

Re-enter Hortensio, with his head broke.

Bap. How now, my friend ! why dost thou

look so pale ?

Hor. For fear, I promise you, if I look pale.

Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good
musician ?

Hor. I think she’ll sooner prove a soldier

:

Iron may hold with her, but never lutes.

Bap. Why, then thou canst not break her to

the lute ?

Hor. Why, no ; for she hath broke the lute

to me.
I did but tell her she mistook her frets,

.
150

And bow’d her hand to teach her fingering

;

When, with a most impatient devilish spirit,

‘Frets, call you these?’ quoth she; ‘I’ll fume
with them :

’

And, with that word, she struck me on the head,

And through the instrument my pate made way

;

And there I stood amazed for a while,

As on a pillory, looking through the iute ;
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While she did call me rascal fiddler

And twangling Jack ;
with twenty such vile terms,

As had she studied to misuse me so. 160

Pet. Now, by the world, it is a lusty wench;

I love her ten times more than e’er I did:

O, how I long to have some chat with her !

Bap. Well, go with me and be not so discom-

fited :

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter;

She’s apt to learn and thankful for good turns.

Signior Petruchio, will you go with us,

Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ?

Pet. I pray you do. [.Exeunt all but Petru-

chio. ] I will attend her here,

And woo her with some spirit when she comes.

Say that she rail ;
why then I’ll tell her plain 17

1

She sings as sweetly as a nightingale

:

Say that she frown ;
1 ’ll say she looks as clear

As morning roses newly wash’d with dew

:

Say she be mute and will not speak a word

;

Then I ’ll commend her volubility,

And say she uttereth piercing eloquence :

If she do bid me pack, I’ll give her thanks,

As though she bid me stay by her a week

:

If she deny to wed, I’ll crave the day 180

When I shall ask the banns and when be married.

But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak.

Enter Katharina.

Good morrow, Kate ;
for that’s your name, I hear.

Hath. Well have you heard, but something

hard of hearing

:

They call me Katharine that do talk of me.

Pet. You lie, in faith; for you are call’d plain

Kate,
And bonny Kate and sometimes Kate the curst

;

But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom,

Kate of Kate Hall, my super-dainty Kate, 189

For dainties are all Kates, and therefore, Kate,

Take this of me, Kate of my consolation

;

Hearing thy mildness praised in every town,

Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded.

Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,

Myself am moved to woo thee for my wife.

Kath. Moved ! in good time : let him that

moved you hither

Remove you hence : I knew you at the first

You were a moveable.
pet. Why, what’s a moveable ?

Kath

.

A join’d-stool.

Pet. Thou hast hit it : come, sit on me.

Kath. Asses are made to bear, and so are you.

Pet. Women are made to bear, and so are you.

Kath. No such jade as you, if me you mean.

Pet. Alas !
good Kate, I will not burden thee

;

For, knowing thee to be but young and light

—

Kath. Too light for such a swain as you to

catch

;

And yet as heavy as my weight should be.

Pet. Should be ! should—buzz !

Kath. Well taen, and like a buzzard.

Pet. O slow-wing’d turtle! shall a buzzard

take thee ?

Kath. Ay, for a turtle, as he takes a buzzard.

Pet. Come, come, you wasp ; i’ faith, you are

too angry.
>

2I°

Kath. If I be waspish, best beware my sting.

Pet. My remedy is then, to pluck it out.
" ,T * if the fool could find it where it lies.

Pet. Who knows not where a wasp does we

his sting? In his tail.

Kath. In his tongue.

Pet. Whose tongue?
Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails : and so fa

well.

Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail ? m
come again,

Good Kate ; I am a gentleman.

Kath. That I’ll try. [She strikes him.

Pet.4 I swear I’ll cuff you, if you strike aga

Kath. So may you lose your arms

:

If you strike me, you are no gentleman

;

And if no gentleman, why then no arms.

Pet. A herald, Kate? O, put me in

books !

Kath. What is your crest? a coxcomb?
Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be 1

hen.

Kath. No cock of mine
;
you crow too like

craven.
Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come

;
you must r

look so sour.

Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. 2

Pet. Why, here’s no crab; and therefc

look not sour.

Kath. There is, there is.

Pet. Then show it me.
Kath. Had I a glass, I would.

Pet. What, you mean my face?

Kath. Well aim’d of such a young one.

Pet. Now, by Saint George, I am too you

for you.
Kath. Yet you are wither’d.

Pet. ’Tis with cares.

Kath. I care not.

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth you sea

not so.

Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry : let me go.

Pet. No, not a whit : I find you passing gent

’Twas told me you were rough and coy a

sullen,

And now I find report a very liar

;

For thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing coi

teous,

But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-tu

flowers

:

Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askan<

Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 2

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk,

But thou with mildness entertain’st thy wooers

With gentle conference, soft and affable.

Why does the world report that Kate doth lim]

O slanderous world ! Kate like the hazel-twig

Is straight and slender and as brown in hue

As hazel nuts and sweeter than the kernels. ..

O, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt.

Kath. Go, fool, and whom thou keep’st co

mand.
Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove 2|

As Kate this chamber with her princely gait?

O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; \

And then let Kate be chaste and Dian sportful

Kath. Where did you study all this gooct

speech?
.

I

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit. ?

Kath. A witty mother ! witless else her sor

Pet. Am I not wise?

Kath. Yes; keep you warm.
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Pet. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in

thy bed

:

id therefore, setting all this chat aside, 270

uis in plain terms
:
your father hath consented

lat you shall be my wife
;
your dowry ’greed

on

;

id, will you, nill you, T will marry you.

jw, Kate, I am a husband for your turn ;

,r, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty,

iy beauty, that doth make me like thee well,

tou must be married to no man but me

;

,r I am he am born to tame you Kate,

id bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate
informable as other household Kates.

.

280

jre comes your father: never make denial;

nust and will have Katharine to my wife.

Re-enter Baptista, Gremio, ^^Tranio.

Bap. Now, Signior Petruchio, how speed you
with ray daughter?

Pet. How but well, sir? how but well?

were impossible I should speed amiss.

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine

!

in your dumps?
Kath. Call you me daughter? now, I promise

you
iu have show’d a tender fatherly regard,

1 wish me wed to one half lunatic

;

mad-cap ruffian and a swearing Jack, 290

lat thinks with oaths to face the matter out.

Pet. Father, ’tis thus: yourself and all the

world,

lat talk’d of her, have talk’d amiss of her

:

she be curst, it is for policy,

r she’s not froward, but modest as the dove

;

e is not hot, but temperate as the morn ;

r patience she will prove a second Grissel,

id Roman Lucrece for her chastity

:

id to conclude, we have ’greed so well together,

iat upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 300

Katk. I ’ll see thee hang’d on Sunday first.

Gre. Hark, Petruchio; she says she’ll see

thee hang’d first.

Tra. Is this your speeding? nay, then, good
night our part

!

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen ;
I choose her for

myself

:

she and I be pleased, what’s that to you?
is bargain’d ’twixt us twain, being alone,

tat she shall still be curst in company,
ell you, ’tis incredible to believe

.

3w much she loves me : O, the kindest Kate !

e hung about my neck ; and kiss on kiss 310
e vied so fast, protesting oath on oath,

iat in a twink she won me to her love,

you are novices ! ’tis a world to see,

ow tame, when men and women are alone,

meacock wretch can make the curstest shrew,

ve me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice,
) buy apparel ’gainst the wedding-day.

i

ovide the feast, father, and bid the guests

;

.vill be sure my Katharine shall be fine.

Bap. I know not what to say: but give me
your hands

;
320

>d send you joy, Petruchio ! ’tis a match.
Gre. Tra. Amen, say we : we will be wit-

nesses. *
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu ;

I will to Venice ; Sunday comes apace

:

We will have rings and things and fine array

;

And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’ Sunday.

[.Exeunt Petruchio and Katharina severally.

Gre. Was ever match clapp’d up so suddenly ?

Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a mer-

chant’s part,

And venture madly on a desperate mart.

Tra. ’Twas a commodityJay fretting by you

:

’Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 331

Bap. The gain I seek is, quiet in the match.

Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch.

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter

:

Now is the day we long have looked for:

I am your neighbour, and was suitor first.

Tra. And I am one that love Bianca more
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can

guess.

Gre. Youngling, thou canst not love so dear

as I.

Tra. Greybeard, thy love doth freeze.

Gre. But thine doth fry. 340
Skipper, stand back : ’tis age that nourisheth.

Tra. But youth in ladies’ eyes that flourisheth.

Bap. Content you, gentlemen: I will com-
pound this strife

:

’Tis deeds must win the prize ; and he of both

That can assure my daughter greatest dower
Shall have my Bianca’s love.

Say, Signior Gremio, what can you assure her?

Gre. First, as you know, my house within the

city

Is richly furnished with plate and gold ;

Basins and ewers to lave her dainty hands ; 350
My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry ;

In ivory coffers I have stuff’d my crowns;

In cypress chests my arras counterpoints,

Costly apparel, tents, and canopies,

Fine linen, Turkey cushions boss’d with pearl,

Valance of Venice gold in needlework,

Pewter and brass and all things that belong

To house or housekeeping : then, at my farm

I have a hundred milch-kine to the pail,

Sixscore fat oxen standing in my stalls, 360

And al] things answerable to this portion.

Myself am struck in years, I must confess

;

And if I die to-morrow, this is hers,

If whilst I live she will be only mine.

Tra. That ‘only’ came well in. Sir, list to me

:

I arn my father’s heir and only son

:

If I may have your daughter to my wife,

I ’ll leave her houses three or four as good,

Within rich Pisa walls, as any one

Old Signior Gremio has in Padua
; 370

Besides two thousand ducats by the year

Of fruitful land, all which shall be her jointure.

What, have I pinch’d you, Signior Gremio?
Gre. Two thousand ducats by the year of land

!

My land amounts not to so much in all :

That she shall have ;
besides an argosy

That now is lying in Marseilles’ road.

What, have I choked you with an argosy?

Tra. Gremio, ’tis known my father hath no less

Than three great argosies ; besides two galliases,

And twelve tight galleys : these I will assure her.

And twice as much, whate’er thou offer’st next.

Gre. Nay, I have offer’d all, I have no more ;

And she can have no more than all I have :

If you like me, she shall have me and mine.
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Tra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the

world,
By your firm promise : Gremio is out-vied.

Bap. I must confess your offer is the best

;

And, let your father make her the assurance,

She is your own ; else, you must pardon me, 390
If you should die before him, where’s her dower?

Tra. That’s but a cavil: he is old, I young.

Gre. And may not young men die, as well as

old?
Bap. Well, gentlemen,

I am thus resolved : on Sunday next you know
My daughter Katharine is to be married :

Now, on the Sunday following, shall Bianca
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance

;

If not, to Signior Gremio :

And so, I take my leave, and thank you both.

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour. [Exit Baptista.
Now I fear thee not

:
401

Sirrah young gamester, your father were a fool

To give thee all, and in his waning age
Set foot under thy table : tut, a toy

!

An old Italian fox is not so kind, my boy. [Exit.

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty wither’d hide !

Yet I have faced it with a card of ten.

’Tis in my head to do my master good :

I see no reason but supposed Lucentio
Must get a father, call’d ‘ supposed Vincentio

And that’s a wonder : fathers commonly 41

1

Do get their children ; but in this case of wooing,

A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cun-

ning. [Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I. Padua. Baptista’s house.

Enter Lucentio, Hortensio, and Bianca.

Luc. Fiddler, forbear; you grow too forward,

sir

:

Have you so soon forgot the entertainment
Her sister Katharine welcomed you withal ?

Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is

The patroness of heavenly harmony :

Then give me leave to have prerogative

;

And when in music we have spent an hour,

Your ledture shall have leisure for as much.
Luc. Preposterous ass, that never read so far

To know the cause why music was ordain’d ! 10

Was it not to refresh the mind of man
After his studies or his usual pain?

Then give me leave to read philosophy,

And while I pause, serve in your harmony.
Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of

thine.

Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double

wrong,
To strive for that which resteth in my choice :

I am no breeching scholar in the schools

;

I ’ll not be tied to hours nor ’pointed times.

But learn my lessons as I please myself. 2 >

And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down :

Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ;

His ledture will be done ere you have tuned.

Hor. You’ll leave his ledture when I am in

tune ?

Luc. That will be never : tune your instrument.

Bian. Where left we last ?

Luc. Here, madam

:

* Hie ibat Simois ; bic est Sigeia tellus

;

Hie steterat Priami regia celsa senis/

Bian. Construe them. 3
Lite. ‘ Hie ibat,’ as I told you before, * Simois

I am Lucentio, ‘ hie est,’ son unto Vincentio <

Pisa, ‘ Sigeia tellus/ disguised thus to get yov

love ;
‘ Hie steterat,’ and that Lucentio ths

Comes a-wooing, ‘ Priami/ is my man Tranic
‘ regia/ bearing my port, ‘ celsa senis/ that w
might beguile the old pantaloon.

Hor. Madam, my instrument’s in tune.

Bian. Let’s hear. O fie ! the treble jars.

Luc. Spit in the hole, man, and tune again. 4
Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it:

1 Hie ibat Simois/ I know you not, ‘ hie est Sigei

tellus/ I trust you not ;
‘ Hie steterat Priami/ tak

heed he hear us not, * regia/ presume not, ‘cels

senis/ despair not.

Hor. Madam, ’tis now in tune.

Luc. All but the bast

Hor. The base is right ; ’tis the base knav

that jars.

[Aside] How fiery and forward our pedant is !

Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love

Pedascule, I ’ll watch you better yet.
__

5

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust

Luc. Mistrust it not ;
for, sure, /Eacides

Was Ajax, call’d so from his grandfather.

Bian. I must believe my master ; else, I pre

mise you,
I should be arguing still upon that doubt

:

But let it rest. Now, Licio, to you

:

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray,

That I have been thus pleasant with you both.

Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave

while

:

My lessons make no music in three parts. 6

Luc. Are you so formal, sir ? well, I must wait

[Aside] And watch withal ; for, but I be deceived

Our fine musician groweth amorous.
Hor. Madam, before you touch the instrument

To learn the order of my fingering,

1 must begin with rudiments of art

;

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort,

More pleasant, pithy and effectual,

Than hath been taught by any of my trade :

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn. 7

Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago.

Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio.

Bian. [Reads] “‘Gamut’ I am, the ground c

all accord,
‘ A re/ to plead Hortensio’s passion

;

‘B mi/ Bianca, take him for thy lord,

‘C fa ut,’ that loves with all affedtion:

‘D sol re/ one clef, two notes have I :

‘E la mi,’ show pity, or 1 die.”

Call you this gamut? tut, I like it not:

Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice, 8

To change true rules for old inventions.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leav

your books
And help to dress your sister’s chamber up :

You know to-morrow is the wedding-day.

Bian. Farewell, sweet masters both; I mus

be gone. [Exeunt Bianca and Servant
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Luc. Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to

stay. {Exit.

Hor. But I have cause to pry into this pedant

:

ethinks he looks as though he were in love

:

:t if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble

> cast thy wandering eyes on every stale,
_

90
ize thee that list: if once I find thee ranging,

ortensio will be quit with thee by changing.
\Exit.

ene II. Padua. Before Baptista’s house.

g/^Baptista, Gremio,Tranio,JKaxharina,
Bianca, Lucentio, and others, attendants.

Bap . {To Tranio] Sigmon iLucentio, this is the

’pointed day.

lat Katharine and Petruchio should be married,

id yet we hear not of our son-in-law.

hat will be said? what mockery will it be,

> want the bridegroom when the priest attends

> speak the ceremonial rites of marriage !

hat says Lucentio to this shame of ours?

Kath. No. shame but mine: I must, forsooth,

be- forced
t give my hand opposed against my heart

ito a mad-brain rudesby full of spleen ; 10

ho woo’d in haste and means to wed at leisure.

old'you, I, he was a frantic fool,

ding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour:
id, to be noted for a merry man,
2 ’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of marriage,

ake feasts, invite friends, and proclaim the banns;
t never means to wed where he hath woo’d.

>w must the world point at poor Katharine,
id say,

* Lo, there is mad Petruchio’s wife,

it would please him come and marry her !’ 20
Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista

too.

>on my life, Petruchio means but well,

fiatever fortune stays him from his word :

ough he be blunt, I know him passing wise

;

ough. he be merry, yet withal he’s honest.

^ath. Would Katharine had never seen him
though

!

Exit weeping, followed hy Bianca and others.

Sap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame theenow toweep

;

r such an injury would vex a very saint,

ich more a shrew of thy impatient humour.

Enter Biondello.

Sion. Master, master! news, old news, and
:h news as you never heard of

! 31
Sap. Is it new and old too ? how may that be ?

Sion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petru-
o’s coming ?

Sap. Is he come?
Sion. Why, no, sir.

Sap. What then ?

Sion. He is coming.
Sap. When will he be here ?

Sion. When he stands where I am and sees
1 there. 41
Vra. But say, what to thine old news ?

Sion. Why, Petruchio is coming in a new hat
1 an old jerkin, a pair of old breeches thrice

ned, a pair of boots that have been candle-
es, one buckled, another laced, an old rusty
3rd ta’en out of the town-armoury, with a
>ken hilt, and chapeless ; with two broken

points: his horse hipped with an old mothy saddle

and stirrups of no kindred; besides, possessed
with the glanders and like to mose in the chine ;

troubled with the lampass, infedled with the

fashions, full of windgalls, sped with spavins,

rayed with the yellows, past Cure of the fives,

stark spoiled with the staggers, begnawn with the

bots, swayed in the back and shoulder-shotten ;

near-legged before and with a half-checked bit

and a head-stall of sheep’s leather which, being
restrained to keep him from stumbling, hath been
often burst and now repaired with knots; one
girth six times pieced and a woman’s crupper of

velure, which hath two letters for her name fairly

set down in studs, and here and there pieced with
packthread.
Bap. Who comes with him?
Bion. O, sir, his lackey, for all the world

caparisoned like the horse
;
with a linen stock on

one leg and a kersey boot-hose on the other,

gartered with a red and blue list; an old hat
and ‘the humour of forty fancies’ pricked in’t

for a feather: a monster, a very monster in ap-

parel, and not like a Christian footboy or a
gentleman’s lackey.

Tra. ’Tis some odd humour pricks him to

this fashion

;

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean-apparell’d.

Bap. I am glad he’s come, howsoe’er he
comes.

Bion. Why, sir, he comes not.

Bap. Didst thou not say he comes?
Bion. Who? that Petruchio came?
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 80
Bion. No, sir; I say his horse comes, with

him on his back.
Bap. Why, that’s all one.

Bion. Nay, by Saint Jamy,
I hold you a penny,
A horse and a man
Is more than one,
And yet not many.

Enter Petruchio and Grumio.

Pet. Come, where be these gallants? who’s
at home?

Bap. You are welcome, sir.

Pet. And yet I come not well. 90
Bap. And yet you halt not.

Tra. Not so well apparell’d

As I wish you were.
Pet. Were it better, I should rush in thus.

But where is Kate? where is my lovely bride?

How does my father? Gentles, methinks you
frown :

And wherefore gaze this goodly company,
As if they saw some wondrous monument.
Some comet or unusual prodigy?
Bap. Why, sir, you know this is your wed-

ding-day :

First were we sad, fearing you would not come ;

Now sadder, that you come so unprovided. 101
Fie, doff this habit, shame to your estate,

An eye-sore to our solemn festival

!

Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import
Hath all so long detain’d you from your wife,

And sent you hither so unlike yourself?

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harsh
to hear

:

16
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Sufficeth, I am come to keep my word,

Though in some part enforced to digress

;

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse no
As you shall well be satisfied withal.

But where is Kate? I stay too long from her

:

The morning wears, ’tis time we were at church.

Tra. See not your bride in these unreverent

robes
: ,

.

Go to my chamber ;
put on clothes of mine.

Pet. Not I, believe me : thus I’ll visit her.

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry hen

Pet. Good sooth, even thus; therefore ha’

done with words;
To me she’s married, not unto my clothes:

Could I repair what she will wear in me, 120

As I can change these poor accoutrements,

’Twere well for Kate and better for myself.

But what a fool am I to chat with you,

When I should bid good morrow to my bride,

And seal the title with a lovely kiss !

[.Exeunt Petruckio and Grumio.

Tra. He hath some meaning in his mad
attire

: . .

We will persuade him, be it possible,

To put on better ere he go to church.

Bap. I ’ll after him, and see the event of this.

[Exeunt Baptista, Gremio ,
and attendants.

Tra. But to her love concerneth us to add

Her father’s liking : which to bring to pass, 131

As I before imparted to your worship,

I am to get a man,—whate’er he be,

It skills not much, we’ll fit him to our turn,

And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa

;

And make assurance here in Padua
Of greater sums than I have promised.

So shall you quietly enjoy your hope.

And marry sweet Bianca with consent.

Luc. Were it not that my fellow-schoolmaster

Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, 141

’Twere good, methinks, to steal our marriage

;

Which once perform’d, let all the world say no,

I’ll keep mine own, despite of all the world.

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into,

And watch our vantage in this business

:

We’ll over-reach the greybeard, Gremio,

The narrow-prying father, Minola,

The quaint musician, amorous Licio

;

All for my master’s sake, Lucentio. 15°

* Now take them up,’ quoth he, ‘if any list.
.

Tra. What said the wench when he rose again

Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why, he stamp’)

and swore,

As if the vicar meant to cozen him.

But after many ceremonies done,

He calls for wine :
‘ A health ! ’ quoth he, as if

He had been aboard, carousing to his mates

After a storm; quaff’d off the muscadel

And threw the sops all in the sexton s face ;

.

Having no other reason

But that his beard grew thin and hungerly
.

And seem’d to ask him sops as he was drinking.

This done, he took the bride about the neck

And kiss’d her lips with such a clamorous smack

That at the parting all the church did echo : 18

And I seeing this came thence for very shame

;

And after me, I know, the rout is coming.

Such a mad marriage never was before
• .

Hark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play. [Music

Re-enter Gremio.

Signior Gremio, came you from the church?

Gre . As willingly as e’er I came from school.

Tra. And is the bride and bridegroom coming

home ?

Gre. A bridegroom say you? tis a groom

indeed,

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find.

Tra. Curster than she? why, ’tis impossible.

Gre. Why, he’s a devil, a devil, a very fiend.

Tra. Why, she’s a devil, a devil, the devil’s

dam.
Gre. Tut, she’s a lamb, a dove, a fool to him !

I’ll tell you, Sir Lucentio : when the priest 160

Should ask, if Katharine should be his wife,

‘Ay, by gogs-wouns,’ quoth he ;
and swore so loud,

That, all-amazed, the priest let fall the book

;

And, as he stoop’d again to take it up,

The mad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a cuff

That down fell priest and book and book and priest

:

Re-enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca,

Baptista, Hortensio, Grumio, and Train.

Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you fo:

your pains

:

I know you think to dine with me to-day,

And have prepared great store of wedding cheer

But so it is, my haste doth call me hence, •

And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 19c

Bap. Is’t possible you will away to-night?

Pet. I must away to-day, before night come

Make it no wonder ;
if you knew my business,

You would entreat me rather go than stay.

And, honest company, I thank you all,

That have beheld me give away myself

To this most patient, sweet and virtuous wife :

Dine with my father, drink a health to me

;

For I must hence ;
and farewell to you all.

Tra. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner

Pet. It may not be.

Gre. Let me entreat you.

Pet. It cannot be.

Kath. Let me entreat you. 2c

Pet. I am content.

Kath

.

Are you content to stay ?

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay

But yet not stay, entreat me how you can

Kath . Now, if you love me, stay.

pef Grumio, my horse

Gru. Ay, sir, they be ready : the oats hav«

eaten the horses.

Kath. Nay, then,

Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day ; —
No, nor to-morrow, not till I please myself.

The door is open, sir ;
there lies your way ;

You may be jogging whiles your boots are greenl

For me, I’ll not be gone till I please myself

:

’Tis like you’ll prove a jolly surly groom,

That take it on you at the first so roundly.

Pet. O Kate, content thee; prithee, be no

KatL ^1 will be angry ; what hast thou to do

Father, be quiet : he shall stay my leisure. 21

Gre. Ay, marry, sir, now it begins to work.

Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner

I see a woman may be made a fool,

If she had not a spirit to resists

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at tn

command.
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Obey the bride, you that attend on her

;

Go to the feast, revel and domineer,
Carouse full measure to her maidenhead,
Be mad and merry, or go hang yourselves

:

But for my bonny Kate, she must with me.
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret

;

I will be master of what is mine own : 231
She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house,
My household stuff, my field, my barn,

My horse, my ox, my ass, my any thing
;

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare

;

I ’ll bring mine adlion on the proudest he
That stops my way in Padua. Grumio,
Draw forth thy weapon, we are beset with thieves

;

Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man.
Fear not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee,

Kate : 240
I’ll buckler thee against a million.

[.Exeunt Petruchio
, Katharina ,

and Grumio.

Bap

.

Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.

Gre. Went they not quickly, I should die

with laughing.

Tra. Of all mad matches never was the like.

Luc. Mistress, what’s your opinion of your
sister ?

Bian. That, being mad herself, she’s madly
mated.

Gre . I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated.
- Bap. Neighbours and friends, though bride

and bridegroom wants
For to supply the places at the table, 249
ifou know there wants no junkets at the feast.

Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom’s place

;

\nd let Bianca take her sister’s room.
Tra. Shall sweet Bianca pradtise how to bride

it?

Bap. She shall, Lucentio. Come, gentlemen,
let’s go. [Exeunt

.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Petruchio’s country house.

Enter Grumio.

Gru. Fie, fie on all tired jades, on all mad
nasters, and all foul ways! Was ever man so
>eaten ? was ever man so rayed ? was ever man
o weary ? I am sent before to make a fire, and
hey are coming after to warm them. Now, were
lot I a little pot and soon hot, my very lips

night freeze to my teeth, my tongue to the roof
>f my mouth, my heart in my belly, ere I should
ome by a fire to thaw me : but I, with blowing
he fire, shall warm myself

;
for, considering the

veather, a taller man than I will take cold.

Jolla, ho ! Curtis.

Enter Curtis.

Curt

.

Who is that calls so coldly ?

Gru. A piece of ice: if. thou doubt it, thou
nayst slide from my shoulder to my heel with no
greater a run but my head and my neck. A fire,

;ood Curtis.

^
Curt. Is my master and his wife coming,

jrumio ?

Gru. O, ay, Curtis, ay: and therefore fire,

ire ; cast on no water. 21

,

Curt. Is she so hot a shrew as she’s reported ?

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost

:

but, thou knowest, winter tames man, woman
and beast; for it hath tamed my old master and
my new mistress and myself, fellow Curtis.

Curt. Away, you three-inch fool ! I am no
beast.

Gru. Am I but three inches? why, thy horn
is a foot; and so long am I at the least. But
wilt thou make a fire, or shall I complain on thee
to our mistress, whose hand, she being now at
hand, thou shalt soon feel, to thy cold comfort,
for being slow in thy hot office ?

Curt. I prithee, good Grumio, tell me, how
goes the world?

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office but
thine ; and therefore fire : do thy duty, and have
thy duty ; for my master and mistress are almost
frozen to death. ' 40

Curt. There’s fire ready; and therefore, good
Grumio, the news.
Gru. Why, ‘Jack, boy! ho! boy!’ and as

much news as will thaw.
Curt. Come, you are so full of cony-catching !

Gru. Why, therefore fire ; for I have caught
extreme cold. Where ’s the cook ? is supper
ready, the house trimmed, rushes strewed, cob-
webs swept; the serving-men in their new fus-

tian, their white stockings, and every officer his
wedding-garment on ? Be the jacks fair within,
the jills fair without, the carpets laid, and every
thing in order ?

Curt. All ready ; and therefore, I pray thee,
news.
Gru. First, know, my horse is tired; my

master and mistress fallen out.

Curt. How ?

Gru. Out of their saddles into the dirt; and
thereby hangs a tale. 60
Curt. Let’s ha’t, good Grumio.
Gru. Lend thine ear.

Curt. Here.
Gru. There. \Strikes him.
Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.

Gru. And therefore ’tis called a sensible tale :

and this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and
beseech listening. Now I begin : Imprimis, we
came down a foul hill, my master riding behind
my mistress,— 70

Curt. Both of one horse?
Gru. What’s that to thee?
Curt. Why, a horse.
Gru. Tell thou the tale : but hadst thou not

crossed me, thou shouldst have heard how her
horse fell and she under her horse ; thou shouldst
have heard in how miry a place, how she was be-
moiled, how he left her with the horse upon her,
how he beat me because her horse stumbled,
how she waded through the dirt to pluck him off
me, how he swore, how she prayed, that never
prayed before, how I cried, how the horses ran
away, how her bridle was burst, how I lost my
crupper, with many things of worthy memory,
which now shall die in oblivion and thou return
unexperienced to thy grave.
Curt. By this reckoning he is more shrew

than she.

Gru. Ay : and that thou and the proudest of
you all shall find when he comes home. But what
talk I of this? Call forth Nathaniel, Joseph,

l6—2



244 THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. TAct iv.

Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugarsop and the rest:

let their heads be sleekly combed, their blue

coats brushed and their garters of an indifferent

knit : let them curtsy with their left legs^ and not

presume to touch a hair of my master’s horse-

tail till they kiss their hands. Are they all ready ?

Curt. They are.

Gru. Call them forth.

Curt. Do you hear, ho? you must meet my
master to countenance my mistress. ioi

Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own.

Curt. Who knows not that?

Gru. Thou, it seems, that calls for company
to countenance her.

Curt. I call them forth to credit her.

Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of

them.

Enter four orfive Serving-men.

Nath. Welcome home, Grumiol
Phil. How now, Grumio ! no
Jos. What, Grumio

!

Nich. Fellow Grumio !

Nath. How now, old lad ?

Gru. Welcome, you ;—how now, you ;—what,

you ;—fellow, you ;—and thus much for greeting.

Now, my spruce companions, is all ready, and
all things neat?
Nath. All things is ready. How near is our

master?
e

IZ9
Gru. E’en at hand, alighted by this; and

therefore be not— Cock’s passion, silence ! I hear

my master.

Enter Petruchio and Katharina.

Pet. Where be these knaves? What, no man
at door

To hold my stirrup nor to take my horse !

Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip?

All Serv. Here, here, sir ; here, sir.

Pet. Here, sir ! here, sir ! here, sir ! here, sir !

You logger-headed and unpolish’d grooms !

What, no attendance? no regard? no duty?

Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 130

Gru. Here, sir ;
as foolish as I was before.

Pet. You peasant swain ! you whoreson malt-

horse drudge

!

Did I not bid thee meet me in the park,

And bring along these rascal knaves with thee ?

Gru. Nathaniel’s coat, sir, was not fully made,

And Gabriel’s pumps were all unpink’d i’ the

heel;
There was no link to colour Peter’s hat,

And Walter’s dagger was not come from sheath-

ing

:

There were none fine but Adam, Ralph, and
Gregory

;

The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ; 140

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you.

Pet. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in.

[.Exeunt Servants.

\Singing] Where is the life that late I led

—

Where are those— Sit down, Kate, and welcome.—
Soud, soud, soud, soud !

Re-enter Servants with supper.

Why, when, I say? Nay, good sweet Kate, be
merry.

Off with my boots, you rogues! you villains,

when?
[Sings] It was the friar of orders grey,

As he forth walked on his way :

—

Out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 150

Take that, and mend the plucking off the other.

[Strikes him.

Be merry, Kate. Some water, here ;
what, ho !

Where’s my spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you

hence,
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither

:

One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted

with.

Where are my slippers? Shall I have some

water?

Enter one with water.

Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily.

You whoreson villain ! will you let it fall?

[Strikes him.

Kath. Patience, I pray you; ’twas a fault

unwilling.
f

Pet. A whoreson beetle-headed, flap-ear d

knave !
160

Come, Kate, sit down ; I know you have a sto-

mach. „ T0
Willyou give thanks, sweet Kate ; or else shall 1 ?

What’s this? mutton?
First Serv. Ay.
Pet

.

Who brought it ?

Peter. I*

Pet. ’Tis burnt; and so is all the meat.

What dogs are these ! Where is the rascal cook?

How durstyou, villains, bring it from the dresser,

And serve it thus to me that love it not?

There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all

:

[Throws the meat, &>c. about the stage.

You heedless joltheads and unmanner’d slaves!

What, do you grumble? I’ll be with you straight.

Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so dis-

quiet: I 7 I

The meat was well, if you were so contented.
<

Pet. I tell thee, Kate, ’twas burnt and dried

away

;

And I expressly am forbid to touch it,

For it engenders choler, planteth anger ;

And better ’twere that both of us did fast,

Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric,

Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh.

Be patient ;
to-morrow ’t shall be mended,

And, for this night, we’ll fast for company; 180

Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber.
[Exeitnt.

Re-enter Servants severally.

Nath. Peter, didst ever see the like?

Peter. He kills her in her own humour.

Re-enter Curtis.

Gru. Where is he ?

Curt. In her chamber, making a sermon of

continency to her

;

And rails, and swears, and rates, that she, poor
,

soul,

Knows not which way to stand, to look, to speak,
;

And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 199

Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [Exeunt,
j
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Re-enter Petruchio.

Pet. Thus have I politicly begun my reign,

And ’tis my hope to end successfully.

My falcon now is sharp and passing empty ;

And till she stoop she must not be full-gorged,

For then she never looks upon her lure.

Another way I have to man my haggard,

To make her come and know her keeper’s call,

That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites

That bate and beat and will not be obedient.

She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat; 210

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall

not;

As with the meat, some undeserved fault

I’ll find about the making of the bed ;

And here I’ll fling the pillow, there the bolster,

This way the coverlet, another way the sheets

;

Ay, and amid this hurly I intend

That all is done in reverend care of her

;

And in conclusion she shall watch all night

:

And if she chance to nod I ’ll rail and brawl
And with the clamour keep her still awake. 220

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness

;

And thus I’ll curb her mad and headstrong
humour.

He that knows better how to tame a shrew,

Now let him speak; ’tis charity to show. {Exit.

Scene II. Padua. Before Battista’s house.

Enter Tranio and Hortensio.

Tra. Is’t possible, friend Licio, that Mistress

Bianca
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio?
I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand.
Her. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said,

Stand by and mark the manner of his teaching.

Enter Bianca and Lucentio.

Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you
read?

Bian. What, master, read you? first resolve

me that.

Luc. I read that I profess, the Art to Love.
Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of your

art

!

Luc. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress

of my heart ! 10

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry! Now, tell

me, I pray,
You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca
Loved none in the world so well as Lucentio.

Tra. O despiteful love! unconstant woman-
kind !

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful.
Hor. Mistake no more ; I am not Licio,

Nor a musician, as I seem to be;
But one that scorn to live in this disguise,

For such a one as leaves a gentleman,
And makes a god of such a cullion : 20
Know, sir, that I am call’d Hortensio.

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard
Of your entire affection to Bianca

;

And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness,

I will with you, if you be so contented,
Forswear Bianca and her love for ever.

Hor. See, how they kiss and court ! Signior
Lucentio.

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow
Never to woo her more, but do forswear her.

As one unworthy all the former favours 30
That I have fondly flatter’d her withal.

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,

Never to marry with her though she would en-

treat :

Fie on her ! see, how beastly she doth court him !

Hor. Would all the world but he had quite

forsworn

!

For me, that I may surely keep mine oath,

I will be married to a wealthy widow,
Ere three days pass, which hath as long loved me
As I have loved this proud disdainful haggard.
And so farewell, Signior Lucentio. 40
Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks,

Shall win my love : and so I take my leave,

In resolution as I swore before.
_

{Exit.

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such
grace

As ’longeth to a lover’s blessed case !

Nay, I have ta’en you napping, gentle love,

And have forsworn you with Hortensio.

Bian. Tranio, you jest : but have you both
forsworn me?

Tra. Mistress, we have.

Luc. Then we are rid of Licio.

Tra. I’ faith, he’ll have a lusty widow now,
That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. 51
Bian. God give him joy !

Tra. Ay, and he’ll tame her.

Bian. He says so, Tranio.

^
Tra. Faith, he is gone unto the taming-school.

Bian. The taming-school ! what, is there such
a place ?

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master
; |

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long,

To tame a shrew and charm her chattering

tongue.

Enter Biondello.

Bion. O master, master, I have watch’d so

long
That I am dog-weary : but at last I spied 60
fAn ancient angel coming down the hill.

Will serve the turn.

Tra. What is he, Biondello?
Bion. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant,

I know not what; but formal in apparel,

In gait and countenance surely like a father.

Luc. And what of him, Tranio ?

Tra. If he be credulous and trust my tale,

I ’ll make him glad to seem Vincentio,

And give assurance to Baptista Minola,
As if he were the right Vincentio. 70
Take in your love, and then let me alone.

{Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca.

Enter a Pedant.

Ped. God save you, sir !

Tra. And you, sir ! you are welcome.
Travel you far on, or are you at the farthest ?

Ped. Sir, at the farthest for a week or two :

But then up farther, and as far as Rome

;

And so to Tripoli, if God lend me life.

Tra. What countryman, I pray?
Ped. Of Mantua.
Tra. Of Mantua, sir? marry, God forbid!

And come to Padua, careless of your life?
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Ped. My life, sir ! how, I pray? for that goes

hard. 80

Tra. ’Tis death for any one in Mantua
To come to Padua. Know you not the cause ?

Your ships are stay’d at Venice, and the duke,

For private quarrel ’twixt your duke and him,

Hath publish’d and proclaim’d it openly :

’Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come,
You might have heard it else proclaim’d about.

Ped. Alas ! sir, it is worse for me than so

;

For I have bills for money by exchange
From Florence and must here deliver them. 90

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy,

This will I do, and this I will advise you

:

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa ?

Ped. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been,

Pisa renowned for grave citizens.

Tra. Among them know you one Yincentio?

Ped. I know him not, but I have heard ofhim

;

A merchant of incomparable wealth.

Tra. He is my father, sir; and, sooth to say,

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 100

Bion. [Aside] As much as an apple doth an
oyster, and all one.

Tra. To save your life in this extremity,

This favour will I do you for his sake

;

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes

That you are like to Sir Vincentio.

His name and credit shall you undertake,

And in my house you shall be friendly lodged

:

Look that you take upon you as you should

;

You understand me, sir: so shall you stay

Till you have done your business in the city: no
If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it.

Ped. O sir, I do ; and will repute you ever
The patron ofmy life and liberty.

Tra. Then go with me to make the matter
good.

This, by the way, I let you understand

;

My father is here look’d for every day.

To pass assurance of a dower in marriage
’Twixt me and one Baptista’s daughter here

:

In all these circumstances I’ll instruct you:
Go with me to clothe you as becomes you. 120

[Exeunt.

Scene III. A room in Petruchio’s house.

Enter Katharina and Grumio.

Gru. No, no, forsooth ; I dare not for my life.

Kath. The more my wrong, the more his

spite appears

:

What, did he marry me to famish me ?

Beggars, that come unto my father’s door,

Upon entreaty have a present alms

;

If not, elsewhere they meet with charity:

But I, who never knew how to entreat,

Nor never needed that I should entreat,

Am starved for meat, giddy for lack of sleep,

With oaths keptwaking and with brawling fed: 10

And thatwhich spites me more than all these wants,

He does it under name of perfedt love;

As who should say, if I should sleep or eat,
__

’Twere deadly sickness or else present death.

I prithee go and get me some repast ;

I care not what, so it be wholesome food.

Gru. What say you to a neat’s foot ?

Kath. ’Tis passing good: I prithee let me
have it

Gru. I fear it is too choleric a meat.
How say you to a fat tripe finely broil’d? 20
Kath. I like it well

:
good Grumio, fetch it me.

Gru. I cannot tell ; I fear ’tis choleric.

What say you to a piece of beef and mustard?
Kath. A dish that I do love to feed upon.
Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little.

Kath. Why then, the beef, and let the mustard
rest.

Gru. Nay then, I will not: you shall have the
mustard,

Or else you get no beef of Grumio.
Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Gru. Why then, the mustard without the beef.

Kath. Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding
slave, [Beats him. a

That feed’st me with the very name of meat

:

Sorrow on thee and all the pack of you.
That triumph thus upon my misery

!

Go, get thee gone, I say.

Enter Petruchio and Hortensio with meat.

Pet. How fares my Kate? What, sweeting,
all amort?

Hor. Mistress, what cheer ?

Kath. Faith, as cold as can be.

Pet. Pluck up thy spirits ; look cheerfully upon
me.

Here, love ; thou see’st how diligent I am
To dress thy meat myself and bring it thee

: 40
I am sure^ sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks.
What, not a word? Nay, then thou lovest it not;
And all my pains is sorted to no proof.

Here, take away this dish.

Kath. I pray you, let it stand.

Pet. The poorest service is repaid with thanks

;

And so shall mine, before you touch the meat.
Kath. I thank you, sir.

Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie
!
you are to blame.

Come, Mistress Kate, I ’ll bear you company.
Pet. [Aside] Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou

lovest me. 50
Much good do it unto thy gentle heart

!

Kate, eat apace : and now, my honey love,

Will we return unto thy father’s house
And revel it as bravely as the best,

With silken coats and caps and golden rings,

With ruffs and cuffs and fardingales and things

;

With scarfs and fans and double change ofbravery,
With amber bracelets, beads and all this knavery.
What, hast thou dined? The tailor stays thy

leisure,

To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure. 60

Enter Tailor.

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments

;

Lay forth the gown.

Enter Haberdasher.

What news with you, sir?

Hah. Here is the cap your worship did bespeak.
|

Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer ; 1

A velvet dish : fie, fie ! ’tis lewd and filthy

:

Why, ’tis a cockle or a walnut-shell,

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby’s cap :

Away with it ! come, let me have a bigger.

Kath. I ’ll have no bigger : this doth fit the time,

And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 70

Pet. Whenyou are gentle, you shallhave one too,
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ind not till then.

Hor. [Aside] That will not be in haste.

Kath. Why, sir, I trust I may have leave to

speak ;

aid speak I will ; I am no child, no babe :

r

our betters have endured me say my mind,
ind if you cannot, best you stop your oars,

ly tongue will tell the anger of my heart,

)r else my heart concealing it will break,

ind rather than it shall, I will be free

>en to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 80

Pet. Why, thou say’st true ; it is a paltry cap,

l custard-coffin, a bauble, a silken pie :

love thee well, in that thou likest it not.

Kath. Love me or love me not, I like the cap

;

md it I will have, or I will have none.
[Exit Haberdasher.

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay : come, tailor, let us
see’t.

) mercy, God! what masquing stuff is here?
Vhat’s this? a sleeve? ’tis like a demi-cannon:
Vhat, up and down, carved like an apple-tart ?

lere’s snip and nip and cut andslish and slash,

.ike to a censer in a barber’s shop : 91
Wiy, what, i’ devil’s name, tailor, call’st thou this?

Hor. [Aside] I see she’s like to have neither

cap nor gown.
Tai. You bid me make it orderly and well,

.ccording to the fashion and the time.

Pet. Marry, and did ; but ifyou be remember’d,
did not bid you mar it to the time,

ro, hop me over every kennel home,
or you shall hop without my custom, sir

:

’ll none of it : hence ! make your best of it. 100
Kath. I never saw a better-fashion’d gown,
lore (jLuaint, more pleasing, nor more commend-

elike you mean to make a puppet of me.
Pet. Why, true ; he means to make a puppet

of thee.

Tai. She says your worship means to make a
uppet of her.

Pet. O monstrous arrogance ! Thou liest, thou
tread, thou thimble,

hou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter,

nail

!

hou flea, thou nit, thou winter-cricket thou!
raved in mine own house with a skein of thread ?

way, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant

;

r I shall so be-mete thee with thy yard
s thou shalt think on prating whilst thou livest

!

tell thee, I, that thou hast marr’d her gown.
Tai. Your worship is deceived ; the gown is

made
1st as my master had direction :

rumio gave order how it should be done.
Gru. I gave him no order ; I gave him the stuff.

Tai. But how did you desire it should be made ?

Gru . Marry, sir, with needle and thread. 121
Tai. But did you not request to have it cut?
Gru. Thou hast faced many things.

Tai. I have.
Gru. Face not me: thou hast braved many
en

; brave not me ; I will neither be faced nor
aved. I say unto thee, I bid thy master cut
it the gown; but I did not bid him cut it to
eces : ergo, thou liest.

Tai. Why, here is the note of the fashion to
stify. 131

Pet. Read it.

Gru. The note lies in’s throat, if he say 1

said so.

Tai. [Reads] ’Imprimis, a loose-bodied gown
Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown,

sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death
with a bottom of brown thread : I said a gown.

Pet. Proceed.
Tai. [Reads] ‘With a small compassed cape
Gru. I confess the cape. 141
Tai. [Reads] ‘With a trunk sleeve
Gru. I confess two sleeves.

Tai. [Reads] ‘The sleeves curiously cut.’

Pet. Ay, there ’s the villany.

Gru. Error i’ the bill, sir; error F the bill. T

commanded the sleeves should be cut out and
sewed up again ; and that I ’ll prove upon thee,
though thy little finger be armed in a thimble.

Tai. This is true that I say : an I had thee in
place where, thou shouldst know it. 15

1

Gru. I am for thee straight: take thou the
bill, give me thy mete-yard, and spare not me.
Hor. God-a-raercy, Grumio ! then he shall

have no odds.
Pet. Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me.
Gru. You are i’ the right, sir: ’tis for my

mistress.

Pet. Go, take it up unto thy master’s use.
Gru. Villain, not for thy life: take up my

mistress’ gown for thy master’s use ! 161
Pet. Why, sir, what’s your conceit in that?
Gru. O, sir, the conceit is deeper than you

think for

:

Take up my mistress’ gown to his master’s use !

O, fie, fie, fie !

Pet. [Aside] Hortensio, say thou wilt see the
tailor paid.

Go take it hence ; be gone, and say no more.
Hor. Tailor, I’ll pay thee for thy gown to-

morrow :

Take no unkindness of his hasty words

:

Away ! I say; commend me to thy master. 170
[Exit Tailor.

Pet. Well, come, my Kate; we will unto
your father’s

Even in these honest mean habiliments :

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor;
For ’tis the mind that makes the body rich

;

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds,
So honour peereth in the meanest habit.
What is the jay more precious than the lark,
Because his feathers are more beautiful?
Or is the adder better than the eel,

Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 180
O, no, good Kate

;
neither art thou the worse

For this poor furniture and mean array.
If thou account’st it shame, lay it on me ;

And therefore frolic : we will hence forthwith,
To feast and sport us at thy father’s house.
Go, call my men, and let us straight to him

;

And bring our horses unto Long-lane end

;

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot.

Let’s see ; I think ’tis now some seven o’clock,
And well we may come there by dinner-time. 190
Kath. I dare assure you, sir, ’tis almost two ;

And ’twill be supper-time ere you come there.

Pet. It shall be seven ere I go to horse

:

Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do,
You are still crossing it. Sirs, let’t alone :
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I will not go to-day ; and ere I do,

It shall be what o’clock I say it is.

Hor. [Aside] Why, so this gallant will com-
mand the sun. ' [Exeunt.

Scene IV. Padua. Before Baptista’s house.

Enter Tranio, and the Pedant dressed like

VINCENTIO.

Tra. Sir, this is the house
:
please it you that

I call?

Ped. Ay, what else? and but I be deceived
Signior Baptista may remember me,
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa,
Where we were lodgers at the Pegasus.

Tra. ’Tis well
;
and hold your own, in any case,

With such austerity as ’longeth to a father.

Ped. I warrant you.

Enter Biondello.

But, sir, here comes your boy

;

’Twere good he were school’d.

Tra. Fear you not him. Sirrah Biondello,

Now do your duty throughly, I advise you : n
Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio.

Bion. Tut, fear not me.
Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Bap-

tista?

Bion. I told him that your father was at

Venice,

;

And that you look’d for him this day in Padua,

j

Tra. Thou’rt a tall fellow: hold thee that to

drink.

:
Here comes Baptista : set your countenance, sir.

Enter Baptista and Lucentio.

Signior Baptista, you are happily met.

[To the Pedant] Sir, this is the gentleman I told

you of : 20
I pray you, stand -good father to me now,
Give me Bianca for my patrimony.

Ped. Soft, son !

Sir, by your leave : having come to Padua
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause^

Of love between your daughter and himself

:

And, for the good report I hear of you
And for the love he beareth to your daughter
And she to him, to stay him not too long, 30
I am content, in a good father’s care,

To have him match’d ; and if you please to like

No worse than I, upon some agreement
Me shall you find ready and willing

With one consent to have her so bestow’d

;

For curious I cannot be with you,
Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well.

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say

:

Your plainness and your shortness please me well.

Right true it is, your son Lucentio here 40
Doth love my daughter and she loveth him,
Or both dissemble deeply their affections

:

And therefore, if you say no more than this,

That like a father you will deal with him
And pass my daughter a sufficient dower.
The match is made, and all is done

:

Your son shall have my daughter with consent.

Tra. I thank you, sir. Where then do you
know best

We be affied and such assurance ta’en

As shall with either part’s agreement stand ? 5<

Bap. Not in my house, Lucentio ; for, yot

know,
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants

:

Besides, old Gremio is hearkening still

;

And happily we might be interrupted.

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you :

There doth my father lie ;
and there, this -night,

We’ll pass the business privately and well.

Send for your daughter by your servant here

;

My boy shall fetch the scrivener- presently.

The worst is this, that, at so slender warning, 6c

You are like to have a thin and slender pittance

Bap. It likes me well. Biondello* hie you home
And bid Bianca make her ready straight

;

And, if you will, tell what hath happened,
Lucentio’s father is arrived in Padua,
And how she’s like to be Lucentio’s wife.

Bion. I pray the gods she may with all m3
heart

!

Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get the*

gone. [Exit Bion
Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way ?

Welcome ! one mess is like to be your cheer : ?<

Come, sir ; we will better it in Pisa.

Bap. I follow you.
[Exeunt Tranio

,
Pedant

,
and Baptista

Re-enter

Bion. Cambio!
Luc*. What sayest thou, Biondello?
Bion. You saw my master wink and laugl

upon you ?

Luc. Biondello, what of that?

Bion. Faith, nothing; but has left me hen
behind, to expound the meaning or moral of hi:

signs and tokens. 8c

Luc

.

I pray thee, moralize them.
Bion. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking

with the deceiving father of a deceitful son.

Luc. And what of him ?

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by yot

to the supper.

Luc. And then ?

Bion. The old priest of Saint Luke’s churcl

is at your command at all hours.

Luc. And what of all this ? 9<

Bion. I cannot tell ;
expedt they are busiec

about a counterfeit assurance : take you assurance

of her, ‘ cum privilegio ad imprimendum solum :

to the church; take the priest, clerk, and some

sufficient honest witnesses

:

If this be not that you look for, I have no more

to say,

But bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day.

_ Luc. Hearest thou, Biondello ?

Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a wench mar :

ried in an afternoon as she went to the garder

for parsley to stuff a rabbit ; and so may you, sir

and so, adieu, sir. My master hath appointee

me to go to Saint Luke’s, to bid the priest bei

ready to come against you come with your ap

pendix.
_ #

[Exit.

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented

She will be pleased; then wherefore should I doubL
Hap what hap may, I’ll roundly go about her :

It shall go hard if Cambio go without her. [Exit.
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Scene V. A public road,

Writer Petruchio, Katharina, Hortensio,
and Servants.

Pet. Come on, i’ God’s name ; once more to-

ward our father’s.

ood Lord, how bright and goodly shines the

moon !

Kath. The moon ! the sun : it is not moonlight

now-
. ...

Pet. I say it is the moon that shines so bright.

Kath. Iknow it is the sun that shines so bright.

Pet. Now, by my mother’s son, and that’s

myself,

shall be moon, or star, or what I list,

r ere I journey to your father’s house,

o on, and fetch our horses back again,

vermore cross’dand cross’d ;
nothing but cross’d !

Her. Say -as he says, or we shall never go. n
Kath. Forward, I pray, since we have come

so far,

nd be it moon, or sun, or what you please :

n if you please to call it a rush-candle,

enceforth I vow it shall be so for me.

Pet. I say -it is the moon.
Kath. I know it is the moon.

Pet. Nay, then you lie : it is the blessed sun.

Kath. Then, God be bless’d, it is ^the blessed

sun

:

ut sun it is not, when you say it is not

;

nd the' moon changes even as your mind.
.

20
rhat you will have it named, even that it is

;

nd so it shall be so for Katharine.

Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways ;
the field is won.

Pet. Well, forward, forward ! thus the bowl
should run,

nd not unluckily against the bias,

ut, soft ! company is coming here.

Enter Vincentio.
ro Vincentio] Good morrow, gentle mistress :

where away ?

ell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too,

iast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman ?

uch war of white and red within her cheeks ! 30

/hat stars do spangle heaven with such beauty,

s those two eyes become that heavenly face ?

air lovely maid, once more good day to thee,

weet Kate, embrace her for her beauty’s sake.

Hor. A’ will make the man mad, to make a

ornan of him.
Kath. Young budding virgin, fair and fresh

and sweet,

/hither away, or where is thy abode ?

[appy the parents of so fair a child ;

[appier the man, whom favourable stars 40
Hot thee for his lovely bed-fellow !

Pet. Why, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art

not mad

:

his is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither’d,

nd not a maiden, as thou say’st he is.

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes,

hat have been so bedazzled with the sun
’hat everything I look on seemeth green :

Tow I perceive thou art a reverend father

;

ardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking.

Pet. Do, good old grandsire ; and withal make
known 5°

Which way thou travellest : if along with us,

We shall be joyful of thy company.
Vin. Fair sir, and you my merry mistress.

That with your strange encounter much amazed
me,

My name is call’d Vincentio ; my dwelling Pisa ;

And bound I am to Padua ; there to visit

A son of mine, which long I have not seen.

Pet. What is his name ?

Vin. Lucentio, gentle sir.

Pet. Happily met ; the happier for thy son.
[

And now by law, as well as reverend age, 60
I may entitle thee my loving father :

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman,
Thy son by this hath married. Wonder not,

Nor be not grieved : she is of good esteem.

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth

;

Beside, so qualified as may beseem
The spouse of any noble gentleman.
Let me embrace with old Vincentio,

And wander we to see thy honest son.

Who will of thy arrival be full joyous. 70
Vin. But is this true? or is it else your pleasure.

Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest

Upon the company you overtake ?

Hor. I do assure thee, father, so it is.

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof

;

For our first merriment hath made thee jealous.

[Exeunt all but Hortensio.

Hor. Well, Petruchio, this has put me in heart.

Have to my widow ! and if she be froward,

Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward.
[Exit.

ACT Y.

Scene I. Padua. Before Lucentio’s house.

Gremio discovered. Enter behind Biondello,
Lucentio, and Bianca.

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir ; for the priest is

ready.
Luc. I fly, Biondello : but they may chance

to need thee at home ;
therefore leave us.

Bion. Nay, faith, I’ll see the church o’ your
back ; and then come back to my master’s as

soon as I can.

[Exeunt Lucentio
,
Bianca

,
and Biondello.

Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while.

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio,
Grumio, with Attendants.

Pet. Sir. here’s the door, this is Lucentio’s 1

house

:

My father’s bears more toward the market-place ;

Thither must I, and here I leave you, sir. 11

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before

you go

:

I think I shall command your welcome here,

And, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward.
[Knocks.

Gre. They’re busy within
;
you were best

knock louder.

Pedant looks out of the window.

Ped. What’s he that knocks as he would beat

down the gate ?

I
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Vin. Is Signior Lucentio within, sir?

Ped. He’s within, sir, but not to be spoken
withal. 21

Vin. What ifa man bring him a hundred pound
or two, to make merry withal ?

Ped. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself:

he shall need none, so long as I live.

Pet. Nay, I told you your son was well be-

loved in Padua. Do you hear, sir? To leave

frivolous circumstances, I pray you, tell Signior

Lucentio that his father is come from Pisa and is

here at the door to speak with him. 30
Ped. Thou liest : his father is come from Padua

and here looking out at the window.
Viti. Art thou his father?

Ped. Ay, sir ; so his mother says, if I may
believe her.

Pet. \To Vincentio) Why, how now, gentle-

man ! why, this is flat knavery, to take upon you
another man’s name.
Ped. Lay hands on the villain

:
_

I believe a’

means to cozen somebody in this city under my
countenance. 41

Re-enter Biondello.

Bion. I have seen them in the church together :

God send ’em good shipping ! But who is here ?

mine old master Vincentio ! now we are undone
and brought to nothing.

Vin. [Seeing Biondello\ Come hither, crack-

hemp.
Bion. I hope I may choose, sir.

Vin. Come hither, you rogue. What, have
you forgot me ?

.
50

Bion. Forgot you! no, sir: I could not for-

get you, for I never saw you before in all my
life.

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didst thou
never see thy master’s father, Vincentio ?

Bion. What, my old worshipful old master?
yes, marry, sir : see where he looks out of the

window.
Vin. Is ’t so, indeed ? [Beats Biondello.

Bion. Help, help, help ! here’s a madman
will murder me.

.

{Exit. 61

Ped. Help, son ! help, Signior Baptista !

[Exitfrom above.

Pet. Prithee, Kate, let’s stand aside and see

the end of this controversy. [They retire.

Re-enter Pedant below; Tranio, Baptista,
and Servants.

Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to beat my
servant ?

Vin. What am I, sir ! nay, what are you, sir?

0 immortal gods ! 0 fine villain ! A silken doub-
let! a velvet hose! a scarlet cloak ! andacopatain
hat ! O, I am undone ! I am undone ! while I

play the good husband at home, my son and my
servant spend all at the university.

Tra. How now ! what’s the matter?
Bap. What, is the man lunatic ?

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman
by your habit, but your words show you a mad-
man. Why, sir, what ’cerns it you if I wear pearl

and gold? I thank my good father, I am able to

maintain it. 79

Vin. Thy father ! O villain ! he is a sail-mak<
in Bergamo.
Bap. You mistake, sir, you mistake, si

Pray, what do you think is his name ?

Vin. His name ! as if I knew not his name
I have brought him up ever since he was thre

years old, and his name is Tranio.
Ped. Away, away, mad ass ! his name is L>

centio
; and he is mine only son, and heir to tl

lands of me, Signior Vincentio. 1

Vin. Lucentio ! O, he hath murdered h
master ! Lay hold on him, I charge you, in tl

duke’s name. O, my son, my son ! Tell m<
thou villain, where is my son Lucentio ?

Tra. Call forth an officer.

Enter one with an Officer.

Carry this mad knave to the gaol. Father Ba]
tista, I charge you see that he be forthcoming.

Vin. Carry me to the gaol !

Gre. Stay, officer : he shall not go to prison.

Bap. Talk not, Signior Gremio : I say he sha

go to prison. ic

Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptista, lest you t

cony-catched in this business : I dare swear th

is the right Vincentio.
Ped. Swear, if thou darest.

Gre. Nay, I dare not swear it.

Tra. Then thou wert best say that I am nc

Lucentio.
Gre. Yes, I know thee to be Signior Lucenth
Bap. Away with the dotard ! to the gaol wit

him ! 11

Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and abused
0 monstrous villain

!

Re-enter Biondello, with Lucentio and
Bianca.

Bion. 0 ! we are spoiled and—yonder he is

deny him, forswear him, or else we are all undone
Luc. [.Kneeling\ Pardon, sweet father.

Vin. Lives my sweet son

[Exeunt Biondello
,
Tranio

,
and Pedant

asfast as may be

Bian. Pardon, dear father.

Bap. How hast thou offended
Where is Lucentio ?

Luc. Here’s Lucentio,
Right son to the right Vincentio

;

That have by marriage made thy daughter mine
While counterfeit supposes blear’d thine eyne._

'

Gre. Here’s packing, with a witness, to deceiv*

us all

!

Vin. Where is that damned villain Tranio,

That faced and braved me in this matter so ?

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio?
Bian. Cambio is changed into Lucentio.

Luc. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca’:!

love

Made me exchange my state with Tranio,

While he did bear my countenance in the town

;

And happily I have arrived at the last 13c

Unto the wished haven of my bliss.

What Tranio did, myself enforced him to

;

Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake.

Vin. I’ll slit the villain’s nose, that woulc

have sent me to the gaol.
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'ap. But do you hear, sir? have you married

daughter without asking my good will ?

7
in. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you,

to : but I will in, to be revenged for this

iny.
[Exit. 140

ap. And I, to sound the depth of this

very. [Exit,

uc. Look not pale, Bianca ; thy father will

frown. [Exeunt Lucentio and Bianca,

re. My cake is dough ; but I ’ll in among the

rest,

of hope of all, but my share of the feast.

[Exit.

'ath. Husband, let’s follow, to see the end
of this ado.

et. First kiss me, Kate, and we will.

'ath. What, in the midst of the street?

et. What, art thou ashamed of me? 150
'ath. No, sir, God forbid; but ashamed to

kiss.

et. Why, then let’s home again. Come,
sirrah, let’s away._

'ath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss; now pray
thee, love, stay.

et. Is not this well ? Come, my sweet Kate :

ter once than never, for never too late.

[Exeunt

.

Scene II. Padua. Lucentio’s house.

ler Baptista, Vincentio, Gremio, the Pe-
mt, Lucentio,' Bianca, Petruchio, Ka-
uarina, Hortensio, and Widow, Tranio,
iondello, and Grumio : the Serving-men
ith Tranio bringing in a banquet.

uc. At last, though long, our jarring notes

i

agree:
[ time it is, when raging war is done,
smile at scapes and perils overblown,
fair Bianca, bid my father welcome,
ile I with self-same kindness welcome thine,

ther Petruchio, sister Katharina,
l thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow,
st with the best, and welcome to my house :

banquet is to close our stomachs up,
:r our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down

;

now we sit to chat as well as eat. 11

et. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat

!

ap. Padua affords this kindness, son Petru-
chio.

et. Padua affords nothing but what is kind.
r
or. For both our sakes, I would that word
were true.

et. Now, for my life, Hortensio fears his
widow.

7id. Then never trust me, if I be afeard.
et. You are very sensible, and yet you miss
my sense

;

;an, Hortensio is afeard of you.
r
id. He that is giddy thinks the world turns
round. 20

et. Roundly replied.

ath. Mistress, how mean you that ?
rid. Thus I conceive by him.
et. Conceives by me ! How likes Hortensio

r
that?

or. My widow says, thus she conceives her
tale.

Pet

.

Very well mended. Kiss him for that,

good widow.
Kath. ( He that is giddy thinks the world

turns round :

’

I pray you, tell me what you meant by that.

IVid. Your husband, being troubled with a
shrew,

Measures my husband’s sorrow by his woe

:

And now you know my meaning. 30
Kath. A very mean meaning.
Wid. Right, I mean you.
Kath. And I am mean indeed, respecting

you.
Pet. To her, Kate !

Hor. To her, widow !

Pet. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her
down.

Hor. That ’s my office.

Pet. Spoke like an officer : ha’ to thee, lad !

[Drinks to Hortensio.
Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted

folks?

Gre. Believe me, sir, they butt together well.

Bian. Head, and butt ! an hasty-witted body
Would say your head and butt were head and

horn.

Vin. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken’d
you?

Bian. Ay, but not frighted me ; therefore I ’ll

sleep again.
Pet. Nay, that you shall not : since you have

begun,
Have at you for a bitter jest or two !

Bian. Am I your bird? I mean to shift my
bush;

And then pursue me as you draw your bow.
You are welcome all.

[Exeunt Bianca
,
Katharina

,
and Widow.

Pet. She hath prevented me. Here, Signior
Tranio,

This bird you aim’d at, though you hit her not ;

Therefore a health to all that shot and miss’d. 51
Tra. O, sir, Lucentio slipp’d me like his grey-

hound.
Which runs himself and catches for his master.
Pet

.

A good swift simile, but something cur-
rish.

Tra. ’Tis well, sir, that you hunted for your-
self:

’Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay.
Bap. O ho, Petruchio ! Tranio hits you

now.
Luc. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio.
Hor. Confess, confess, hath he not hit you

here?
Pet. A’ has a little gall’d me, I confess ; 60

And, as the jest did glance away from me,
’Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright.
Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio,

I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all.

Pet. Well, I say no : and therefore for assur-
ance

Let’s each one send unto his wife

;

And he whose wife is most obedient
To come at first when he doth send for her,
Shall win the wager which we will propose.Hor. Content. What is the wager ?

Luc. Twenty crowns. 70
Pet. Twenty crowns

!
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I ’ll venture so much of my hawk or hound.

But twenty times so much upon my wife.

Luc. A hundred then.

Hor

.

Content.

Pet. A match ! ’tis done.

Hor. Who shall begin ?

Luc. That will I.

Go, Biondello, bid your mistress come to me.
Bion. I go.

^

[Exit.

Bap. Son, I’ll be your half, Bianca comes.

Luc. I’ll have no halves; I’ll bear it all

myself.

Re-enter Biondello.

How now! what news?
Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word 80

That she is busy and she cannot come.

Pet. How ! she is busy and she cannot come !

Is that an answer?
Gre. Ay

,
and a kind one too :

Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse.

Pet. I hope, better.

Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and entreatmy wife

To come to me forthwith. [Exit Bion.

Pet. 0 ,
ho ! entreat her !

Nay, then she must needs come.
Hor. I am afraid, sir,

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated.

Re-enter Biondello.

Now, where ’s my wife ?
_

90
Bion. She says you have some goodly jest in

hand :

She will not come ; she bids you come to her.

Pet. Worse and worse ; she will not come

!

O vile,

Intolerable, not to be endured !

Sirrah Grumio, go to your mistress ;

Say, I command her come to me. [Exit Grumio.
Hor. I know her answer.

Pet. What?
Hor. She will not.

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end.

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes
Katharina

!

Re-enter Katharina.

Kath. What is your will, sir, that you send

for me ? 100

Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio’s

wife ?

Katk. They sit conferring by the parlour fire.

Pet. Go, fetch them hither : if they deny to

come,
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their hus-

bands :

Away, I say, and bring them hither straight.
.

[Exit Katharina.
Luc. Here is a wonder, ifyou talk ofa wonder.
Hor. And so it is : I wonder what it bodes.

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love and
quiet life.

And awful rule and right supremacy ;

And, to be short, what not, that’s sweet and
happy ? .

1 10

Bap. Now, fair befal thee, good Petruchio !

The wager thou hast won ; and I will add
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns;
Another dowry to another daughter,

For she is changed, as she had never been.

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet*

And show more sign of her obedience,
Her new-built virtue and obedience.

See where she comes and brings yourfrowardwi
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion.

Re-enter Katharina, with Bianca andWB
Katharine, that cap of yours becomes you not

Off with that bauble, throw it under-foot.

Wid. Lord, let me never have a cause to si

Till I be brought to such a -silly pass !

Bian. Fie ! what a foolish duty call you th

Luc. I would your duty were as foolish to

The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca,

Hath cost me an hundred crowns since s

per-time.

Bian. The more fool you, for laying

my duty.
Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell th

headstrong women
What duty they do -owe their lords and husbau
IVid. Come, come, you’re mocking : we 1

have no telling.

Pet. Come on, I say ; and first begin with I

Wid. She shall not.

Pet. I say she shall : and first begin with h

Kath. Fie, fie ! unknit that threatening unk
brow.

And dart not scornful glances from those eyes

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor :

It blots thy beauty as frosts do bite the meads
Confounds thy fame as whirlwinds shake 1

buds,
And in no sense is meet or amiable.

A woman moved is like a fountain troubled,

Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty;
And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty

Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it.

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper,

Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that cares for th

And for thy maintenance commits his body
To painful labour both by sea and land,

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, :

Whilst thou liest warm at home, secure a

safe ;

And craves no other tribute at thy hands
But love, fair looks and true obedience ;

Too little payment for so great’ a debt.

Such duty as the subjedt owes the prince

Even such a woman oweth to her husband ;

And when she is froward, peevish, sullen, sour

And not obedient to his honest will,

What is she but a foul contending rebel

And graceless traitor to her loving lord? a

I am ashamed that women are so simple

To offer war where they should kneel for peao

Or seek for rule, supremacy and sway,

When they are bound to serve, love and obey.

Why are our bodies soft and weak and smooth

Unapt to toil and trouble in the world,

But that our soft conditions and our hearts

Should well agree with our external parts?

Come, come, you froward and unable worms !

My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 1
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heart as great, my reason haply more,

andy word for word and frown for frown

;

now I see our lances are but straws,

strength as weak, our weakness past compare,

: seeming to be most which we indeed least

rvvail your stomachs, for it is no boot^

place your hands below your husband’s foot

:

)ken of which duty, if he please,

hand is ready ;
may it do him ease.

>t. Why, there’s a wench 1 Come on, and

kiss me, Kate. 180

uc. Well, go thy ways, old lad ; for thou

shalt ha’t.

Vin. ’Tis a good hearing when children are

toward.
Luc. But a harsh hearing when women are

froward.
Pet. Come, Kate, we ’ll to bed.

We three are married, but you two are sped.

[ To Luc.] ’Twas I won the wager, though you
hit the white

;

And, being a winner, God give you good night

!

[.Exeunt Petruchio and Katharina.
Hor. Now, go thy ways; thou hast tamed a

curst shrew.
Luc. ’Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will

be tamed so. [Exeunt.



ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL

DRAMATIS

King of France.
Duke of Florence.
Bertram, Count of Rousillon.
Lafeu, an old lord.

Parolles, a follower of Bertram.
Steward, 1 servants to the Countess of
Clown, j Rousillon.
A Page.

Countess of Rousillon, mother to Ber-
tram.

ACT I.

Scene I. Rousillon. The Count’s palace.

Enter Bertram, the Countess of Rousillon,
Helena, and Lafeu, all in black.

Count

.

In delivering my son from me, I bury
a second husband.
Ber. And I in going, madam, weep o’er my

father’s death anew : but I must attend his ma-
jesty’s command, to whom I am now in ward,
evermore in subjection.

Laf. You shall find of the king a husband,
madam; you, sir, a father; he that so generally
is at all times good must of necessity hold his
virtue to you ; whose worthiness would stir it up
where it wanted rather than lack it where there
is such abundance.

Count. What hope is there of his majesty’s
amendment?
Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians, ma-

dam
; under whose practices he hath persecuted

time with hope, and finds no other advantage in
the process but only the losing of hope by time.

Count. This young gentlewoman had a fa-

ther,—O, that ‘had’ ! how sad a passage ’tis!

—

whose skill was almost as great as his honesty

;

had it stretched so far, would have made nature
immortal, and death should have play for lack of
work. Would, for the king’s sake, he were liv-

ing ! I think it would be the death of the king’s
disease.

Laf. How called you the man you speak of,

madam ?

Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession,
and it was his great right to be so : Gerard de
Narbon. 31
Laf. He was excellent indeed, madam: the

king very lately spoke of him admiringly and
mourningly : he was skilful enough to have lived
still, if knowledge could be set up against mor-
tality.

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king lan-
guishes of?

Laf. A fistula, my lord.

Ber. I heard not of it before. 40

PERSONAE.

Helena, a gentlewoman protected by t

Countess.
An old Widow of Florence.
Diana, daughter to the Widow.
Violenta, •> neighbours and friends to t

Mariana, j Widow.

Lords, Officers, Soldiers, &c., French and
Florentine.

Scene: Rousillon ; Parish Florence ;
Marseilles.

Laf I would it were not notorious. W
this gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard
Narbon?

Count. His sole child, my lord, and 1

queathed to my overlooking. I have those hop
of her good that her education promises; h
dispositions she inherits, which makes fair gil

fairer ; for where an unclean mind carries v
tuous qualities, there commendations go wi
pity; they are virtues and traitors too: in hj

they are the better for their simpleness ; si

derives her honesty and achieves her goodness.
Laf. Your commendations, madam, get fro

her tears.

Count. ’Tis the best brine a maiden can se
son her praise in. The remembrance of her fath
never approaches her heart but the tyranny
her sorrows takes all livelihood from her chee
No more of this, Helena; go to, no more; le

it be rather thought you affedt a sorrow thu

have it. <

Hel. I do affedt a sorrow indeed, but I hav
it too.

Laf Moderate lamentation is the right of tl

dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living.

Count. If the living be enemy to the grie
the excess makes it soon mortal.
Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes.
Laf. How understand we that ?

Cou?it. Be thou blest, Bertram, and succee
thy father

5

In manners, as in shape ! thy blood and virtue
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness
Share with thy birthright ! Love all, trust a fev

Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy
Rather in power than use, and keep thy friend
Under thy own life’s key : be check’d for silence

But never tax’d for speech. What heaven mor
will,

That thee may furnish and my prayers pluc
down,

Fall on thy head ! Farewell, my lord

;

’Tis an unseason’d courtier
;
good my lord, 8

Advise him.
Laf. He cannot want the best

That shall attend his love.
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ount

.

Heaven, bleas him ! Farewell, Bertram.
[Exit.

3er. [ To Helena] The best wishes that can be

ged in your thoughts be servants to you ! Be
nfortable to my mother, your mistress, and

ke much of her.

Sa/ Farewell, pretty lady: you must hold

: credit of your father.

[.Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu.

Tel. 0
,
were that all ! I think not on my

father ; 9°

d these great tears grace his remembrance
more

an those I shed for him. What was he like?

ave forgot him : my imagination

rries no favour in’t but Bertram’s,

m undone : there is no living, none,

Bertram be away. ’Twere all one

at I should love a bright particular star

d think to wed it, he is so above me :

his bright radiance and collateral light

1st I be comforted, not in his sphere. 100

e ambition in my Jove thus plagues itself:

e hind that would-be mated by the lion

1st die for love. ’Twas pretty, though a plague,

see him every hour ; to sit and draw
s arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls,

our heart’s table ;
heart too capable

every line and trick of his sweet favour

:

t now he’s gone, and my idolatrous fancy

ist sandtify his reliques. Who comes here ?

Enter Parolles.

side] One that goes with him : I love him for

his sake
; #

no
d yet I know him a notorious liar,

ink him a great way fool, solely a coward ;

t these fix’d evils sit so fit in him,

at they take place, when virtue’s steely bones

Dok bleak i’ the cold wind : withal, full oft we see

Id wisdom waiting on superfluous folly.

°ar. Save you, fair queen !

Tel. And you, monarch !

*ar. No.
Tel. And no. 120

°ar. Are you meditating on virginity?

Tel. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in

1 : let me ask you a question. Man is enemy
virginity ; how may we barricado it againsthim ?

°ar. Keep him out.

Tel. But he assails ; and our virginity, though
iant, in the defence yet is weak : unfold to us

ae warlike resistance.

°ar. There is none : man, sitting down before

1, will undermine you and blow you up. 130

Tel. Bless our poor virginity from underminers
i blowers up ! Is there no military policy, how
gins might blow up men ?

°ar. Virginity being blown down, man will

icklier be blown up : marry, in blowing him
vn again, with the breach yourselves made,
x lose your city. It is not politic in the com-
nwealth of nature to preserve virginity. Loss
virginity is rational increase and there was
/er virgin got till virginity was first lost. That
x were made of is metal to make virgins,

ginity by being once lost may be ten times
md ; by being ever kept, it is ever lost : ’tis too

d a companion ; away with ’t

!

Hel. I will stand for ’t a little, though therefore

I die a virgin.

Par. There’s little can be said in ’t ; ’tis against

the rule of nature. To speak on the part of vir-

ginity, is to accuse your mothers
;
which is most

infallible disobedience. He that hangs himself is

a virgin : virginity murders itself ; and should be
buried in highways out of all sandtified limit, as a
desperate offendress against nature. Virginity

breeds mites, much like a cheese ; consumes itself

to the very paring, and so dies with feeding his

own stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish, proud,
idle, made of self-love, which is the most inhibited

sin in the canon. Keep it not
;
you cannot choose

but lose by ’t : out with ’t ! within ten year it will

make itself ten, which is a goodly increase
;
and

the principal itself not much the worse : away
with ’t

!

Hel. How might one dd, sir, to lose it to her
own liking ?

Par. Let me see : marry, ill, to like him that

ne’er it likes. ’Tis a commodity will lose the

gloss with lying ;
the longer kept, the less worth :

off with ’t while ’tis vendible ; answer the time of

request. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears
her cap out of fashion : richly suited, but unsuit-

able : just like the brooch and the tooth-pick,

which wear not now. Your date is better in

your pie and your porridge than in your cheek

:

and your virginity, your old virginity, is like one
of our French withered pears, it looks ill, it eats

drily; marry, ’tis a withered pear; it was formerly
better ;

marry, yet ’tis a withered pear : will you
any thing with it ?

Hel. fNot my virginity yet
There shall your master have a thousand loves,

A mother and a mistress and a friend, 181

A phoenix, captain and an enemy,
A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign,

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear

;

His humble ambition, proud humility,

His jarring concord, and his discord dulcet.

His faith, his sweet disaster ; with a world
Of pretty, fond, adoptious Christendoms,
That blinking Cupid gossips. Now shall he

—

I know not what he shall. God send him well

!

The court’s a learning place, and he is one— 191
Par. What one, i’ faith ?

Hel. That I wish well. ’Tis pity

—

Par. What’s pity?

Hel. That wishing well had not a body in’t,

Which might be felt ; that we, the poorer born,

Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes,

Might with effedts of them follow our friends,

And show what we alone must think, which never
Returns us thanks. 200

Enter Page.

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you.
[Exit.

Par. Little Helen, farewell: if I can remem-
ber thee, I will think of thee at court.

Hel. Monsieur Parolles, you were born under
a charitable star.

Par. Under Mars, I.

Hel. I especially think, under Mars.
Par. Why under Mars?
Hel. The wars have so kept you under that

you must needs be born under Mars. 210
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Par. When he was predominant.
Hel. When he was retrograde, I think, rather.

Par. Why think you so?
Hel. You go so much backward when you fight.

Par. That’s for advantage.
Hel. So is running away, when fear proposes

the safety : but the composition that your valour
and fear makes in you is a virtue of a good wing,
and I like the wear well. 219
Par. I am so full of businesses, I cannot

answer thee acutely. I will return perfedl
courtier ; in the which, my instruction shall serve
to naturalize thee, so thou wilt be capable of a
courtier’s counsel and understand what advice
shall thrust upon thee

;
else thou diest in thine

unthankfulness, and thine ignorance makes thee
away: farewell. When thou hast leisure, say thy
prayers; when thou hast none, remember thy
friends

:
get thee a good husband, and use him as

he uses thee : so, farewell. [Exit. 230
Hel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie,

Which we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky
Gives us free scope, only doth backward pull

Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull.

What power is it which mounts my love so high,

That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye?
f The mightiest space in fortune nature brings
To join like likes and kiss like native things.

Impossible be strange attempts to those 239
That weigh their pains in sense and do suppose

t What hath been cannot be : who ever strove

To show her merit, that did miss her love ?

The king’s disease—my project may deceive me,
But my intents are fix’d and will not leave me.

[Exit.

Scene II. Paris. The King’s palace.

Flourish ofcornets. Enter the King of France,
with letters, and divers Attendants.

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by the

ears;

Have fought with equal fortune and continue
A braving war.

P'irst Lord. So ’tis reported, sir.

King. Nay, ’tis most credible; we here re-

ceive it

A certainty, vouch’d from our cousin Austria,

With caution that the Florentine will move us
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend

Prejudicates the business and would seem
To have us make denial.

First Lord. His love and wisdom,
Approved so to your majesty, may plead 10

For amplest credence.
King. He hath arm’d our answer,

And Florence is denied before he comes:
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to see
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave
To stand on either part.

Sec. Lord. It well may serve
A nursery to our gentry, who are sick

For breathing and exploit.

King. What’s he comes here?

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles.

First Lord. It is the Count Rousillon, my
good lord,

Young Bertram.
King. Youth, thou bear’st thy father’s fac

Frank nature, rather curious than in haste,

Hath well composed thee. Thy father’s moi
parts

Mayst thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris.

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty
King. I would I had that corporal soundne

now,
As when thy father and myself in friendship

First tried our soldiership ! He did look far

Into the service of the time and was
Discipled of the bravest: he lasted long;

But on us both did haggish age steal on
And wore us out of a6t. It much repairs me
To talk of your good father. In his youth
He had the wit which I can well observe
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest

Till their own scorn return to them unnoted
Ere they can hide their levity in honour

:

t So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness

Were in his pride or sharpness-; if they were.
His equal had awaked them, and his honour,

Clock to itself, knew the true minute when
Exception bid him speak, and at this time
His tongue obey’d his hand : who were below hi

He used as creatures of another place

And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks,

Making them proud of his humility,

f In their poor praise he humbled. Such a mar
Might be a copy to thesq younger times ;

Which, follow’d well, would demonstrate them no
But goers backward.
Ber. His good remembrance, si

Lies richer in your thoughts than on his tomb

;

So in approof lives not his epitaph

As in your royal speech.

King. Would I were with him ! He wou!
always say

—

Methinks I hear him now; his plausive words
He scatter’d not in ears, but grafted them,.

To grow there and to bear,—‘Let me not live,’-

This his good melancholy oft began,
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime,

When it was out,
—

* Let me not live,’ quoth he,

‘After my flame lacks oil, to be the snuff

Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses t

All but new things disdain; whose judgemeni
are

Mere fathers of their garments ;
whose constancie

Expire before their fashions. This he wish’d

:

I after him do after him wish too,

Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home,
I quickly were dissolved from my hive,

To give some labourers room.
Sec. Lord. You are loved, sir

They that least lend it you shall lack you first.

King. I fill a place, I know’t. How long is’)

count,

Since the physician at your father’s died? 7

He was much famed.
Ber. Some six months since, my lord

King. If he were living, I would try him yel

Lend me an arm ; the rest have worn me out

With several applications : nature and sickness

Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count;

My son’s no dearer.

Ber. Thank your majesty.
[Exeunt. Flourish
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Scene III. Rousillon. The Count’s palace.

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown.

Count. I will now hear ;
what say you of this

entlewoman?
Stew. Madam, the care I have had to even

our content, I wish might be found in the calen-

ar of my past endeavours ; for then we wound

tr modesty and make foul the clearness of our

eservings, when of ourselves we publish them.

Count. What does this knave here? Get you

one, sirrah : the complaints I have heard ofyou

do not all believe : ’tis my slowness that I do

ot; for I know you lack not folly to commit

iem, and have ability enough to make such

naveries yours.

Clo. ’Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am
poor fellow.

Count. Well, sir.

Clo. No, madam, ’tis not so well that I am
cor, though many of the rich are damned : but,

I may have your ladyship’s good will to go to

le world, Isbel the woman and I will do as we
ay. 2i

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ?

Clo. I do beg your good will in this case.

Count. In what case?

Clo. In Isbel’s case and mine own. Service is

5 heritage : and I think I shall never have the

essing of God till I have issue o’ my body; for

ley say barnes are blessings.

Count. Tellme thy reason why thou wilt marry.

Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it : I am
*iven on by the flesh; and he must needs go
tat the devil drives.

Cotmt. Is this all your worship’s reason?

Clo. Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons,

ich as they are.

Count. May the world know them ?

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature,

;
you and all flesh and blood are ; and, indeed,

do marry that I may repent.

Count. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wick-

Iness. 4 1

Clo. I am out o’ friends, madam ; and I hope
* have friends for my wife’s sake.

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave.

Clo. You’re shallow, madam, in great friends

r the knaves come to do that for me which I

n aweary of. He that ears my land spares my
am and gives me leave to in the crop ;

if I be
s cuckold, he’s my drudge : he that comforts my
ife is the cherisher of my flesh and blood ;

he
tat cherishes my flesh and blood loves my jflesh

id blood ; he that loves my flesh and blood is my
iend : ergo, he that kisses my wife is my friend.
' men could be contented to be what they are,

lere were no fear in marriage ; for young Char-
m the puritan and old Poysam the papist, how-
)me’er their hearts are severed in religion, their

eads are both one; they may joul horns toge-

xer, like any deer i’ the herd.

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and
ilumnious knave ? 61

Clo. A prophet I, madam; and I speak the

uth the next way

:

For I the ballad will repeat,

Which men full true shall find

;

Your marriage comes by destiny,

Your cuckoo sings by kind.

Count. Get you gone, sir; I’ll talk with you
more anon.
Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid

Helen come to you : of her I am to speak. 71
Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would

speak with her ;
Helen, I mean.

Clo. Was this fair face the cause, quoth she.

Why the Grecians sacked Troy?
Fend done, done fond,
Was this King Priam’s joy?

Y'/ith that she sighed as she stood,

With that she sighed as she stood.

And gave this sentence then ; 80
Among nine bad if one be good,
Among nine bad if one be good,

There’s yet one good in ten.

Count. What, one good in ten? you corrupt
the song, sirrah.

Clo. One good woman in ten, madam ; which
is a purifying o’ the song: would God would
serve the world so all the year! we’ld find no
fault with the tithe-woman, if I were the parson.

One in ten, quoth a’ ! An we might have a good
wopian born but one every blazing star, or at an
earthquake, ’twould mend the lottery well; a man
may draw his heart out, ere a’ pluck one.

Cotmt. You’ll be gone, sir knave, and do as I

command you.
Clo. Tliat man should be at woman’s command,

and yet no hurt done ! Though honesty be no
puritan, yet it will do no hurt ; it will wear the

surplice of humility over the black gown of a big

heart. I am going, forsooth : the business is for

Helen to come hither. [Exit. 101

Count. Well, now.
Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentle-

woman entirely.

Count. Faith, I do: her father bequeathed
her to me ; and she herself, without other advan-
tage, may lawfully make title to as much love as

she finds : there is more owing her than is paid

;

and more shall be paid her than she ’ll demand.
Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her

than I think she wished me : alone she was, and
did communicate to herself her own words to her
own ears ; she thought, I dare vow for her, they

touched not any stranger sense. Her matter

was, she loved your son : Fortune, she said, was
no goddess, that had put such difference betwixt

their two estates ;
Love no god, that would not

extend his might, only where qualities were level ;

Dian no queen of virgins, that would suffer her

poor knight surprised, without rescue in the first

assault or ransom afterward. This she delivered

in the most bitter touch of sorrow that 'e’er I

heard virgin exclaim in : which I held my duty
speedily to acquaint you withal

;
sithence, in the

loss that may happen, it concerns you something
to know it.

Count. You have discharged this honestly;

keep it to yourself: many likelihoods informed
me of this before, which hung so tottering in the

balance that I could neither believe nor misdoubt.

Pray you, leave me : stall this in your bosom

;

and I thank you for your honest care : I will speak
with you further anon. [Exit Steward.

17
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Enter Helena.
Even so it was with me when I was young

:

If everwe are nature’s, these are ours ; this thorn

Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong

;

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born

;

It is the show and seal of nature’s truth.

Where love’s strong passion is impress’d in youth :

By our remembrances of days foregone, 140

fSuch were our faults, or then we thought them
none.

Her eye is sick on’t : I observe her now.
Hel. What is your pleasure, madam?

; Count. You know, Helen,

I am a mother to you.

Hel. Mine honourable mistress.

Count. Nay, a mother :

Why not a mother? When I said ‘ a mother/
Methought you saw a serpent : what’s in ‘ mother /
That you start at it ? I say, I am your mother ;

And put you in the catalogue of those
I That were enwombed mine: ’tis often seen 150

|

Adoption strives with nature and choice breeds

•j
A native slip to us from foreign seeds

:

i
You ne’er oppress’d me with a mother’s groarij

I- Yet I express to you a mother’s care :

! God’s mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood

I To say I am thy mother? What’s the matter,

i That this distemper’d messenger of wet,

! The many-colour’d Iris, rounds thine eye?

:
Why? that you are my daughter?

|
Hel. That I am not.

i Count. I say, I am your mother.
* Hel. Pardon, madam; 160

I The Count Rousillon cannot be my brother

:

I am from humble, he from honour’d name ;

1 No note upon my parents, his all noble

;

; My master, my dear lord he is ; and I

j

His servant live, and will his vassal die

:

He must not be my brother.

Count. Nor I your mother?
Hel. You are my mother, madam; would you

were,

—

: So that my lord your son were not my brother,

—

Indeed my mother ! orwere you both our mothers,

I care no more for than I do for heaven, 170

So I were not his sister. Can’t no other.

But, I your daughter, he must be my brother ?

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter-

in-law ;

God shield you mean it not ! daughter and mother
So strive upon your pulse. What, pale again ?

My fear hath catch’d your fondness : now 1 see

The mystery of your loneliness, and find

Your salt tears’ head : now to all sense ’tis gross

You love my son; invention is ashamed.
Against the proclamation of thy passion, 180

To say thou dost not : therefore tell me true ;

But tell me then, ’tis so ;
for, look, thy cheeks

Confess it, th’ one to th’. other ;
and thine eyes

See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours

That in their kind they speak it : only sin

And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue,

That truth should be suspected. Speak, is’t so?

If it be so, you have wound a goodly clew

;

If it be not, forswear ’t: howe’er, I charge thee,

As heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 190

To tell me truly.

Hel. Good madam, pardon me

!

Count. Do you love my son?

Hel. Your pardon, noble mistres.

Count. Love you my son ?

Hel. Do not you love him, madan
Count. Go not about ;

my love hath in ’t a boni

Whereof the world takes note; come, com
disclose

The state of your affedtion ; for your passions
Have to the full appeach’d.
Hel. Then, I confess,

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you.
That before you, and next unto high heaven,
I love your son. 2c

My friends were poor, but honest ; so’s my lov<

Be not offended ; for it hurts not him
That he is loved of me : I follow him not
By any token of presumptuous suit

;

Nor would I have him till I do deserve him;
Yet never know how that desert should be.

I know I love in vain, strive against hope

;

Yet in this captious and intenible sieve

I still pour in the waters of my love

And lack not to lose still : thus, Indian-like, 21

Religious in mine error, I adore
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper,
But knows of him no more. My dearest madan
Let not your hate encounter with my love

For loving where you do : but if yourself,

Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youth,
Did ever in so true a flame of liking

Wish chastely and love dearly, that your Dian
Was both herself and love ; O, then, give pity

To her, whose state is such that cannot choose
But lend and give where she is sure to lose ; 22

That seeks not to find that her search implies,

But riddle-like lives sweetly where she dies !

Count. Had you not lately an intent,—spea
truly,

—

To go to Paris ?

Hel. Madam, I had.

Count. Wherefore ? tell true

Hel. I will tell truth ; by grace itself I sweat

You know my father left me some prescriptions

Of rare and proved effects, such as his reading
And manifest experience had collected

For general sovereignty ;
and that he will’d me

In heedfull’st reservation to bestow them, 23

As notes whose faculties inclusive were
More than they were in note : amongst the rest*

There is a remedy, approved, set down,
To cure the desperate languishings whereof
The king is render’d lost.

Count. This was your motive
For Paris, was it? speak.

Hel. My lord your son made me to think of this

Else Paris and the medicine and the king
Had from the conversation of my thoughts 24*

Haply been absent then.

Count. But think you, Helen,
If you should tender your supposed aid.

He would receive it? he and his physicians.

Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him,

They, that theycannot help : how shall they credi

A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools,

Embowell’d of their dodtrine, have left off

The danger to itself ?

Hel. There ’s something in ’t,

More than my father’s skill, which was thegreates

Of his profession, that his good receipt 25<

Shall for my legacy be sandtified
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By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would your
honour

But give me leave to try success, I ’Id venture

The well-lost life of mine on his grace’s cure

By such a day and hour.

Count. Dost thou believe ’t?

Hel. Ay, madam, knowingly.
Count. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my leave

and love,

Means and attendants and my loving greetings

To those of mine in court : I’ll stay at home
And pray God’s blessing into thy attempt : 260
Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this,

What I can help thee to thou shalt not miss.

\Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. Paris. The King’s Palace.

Flourish ofcornets. Enter the King, attended
with divers young Lords taking leavefor the

Florentine war

;

Bertram, and Parolles.

King. Farewell, young lords; these warlike

principles

Do not throw from you : and you, my lords, fare-

well :

Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain, all

The gift doth stretch itself as ’tis received.

And is enough for both.

First Lord. ’Tis our hope, sir,

After well enter’d soldiers, to return

And find your grace in health.

King. No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart

Will not confess he owes the malady
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young

lords ;
10

Whether I live or die, be you the sons

Of worthy Frenchmen: let higher Italy,—

>

fThose bated that inherit but the fall

Of the last monarchy,—see that you come
Not to woo honour, but to wed it ; when
The bravest questant shrinks, find what you seek,

That fame may cry you loud : I say, farewell.

Sec. Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve your
majesty

!

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of

them

:

They say, our French lack language to deny, 20
If they demand : beware of being captives,

Before you serve.

Both. Our hearts receive your warnings.
Kuig. Farewell. Come hither to me.

[Exit, attended.
First Lord. O my sweet lord, that you will

stay behind us

!

Par. ’Tis not his fault, the spark.
Sec. Lord. O, ’tis brave wars !

Par. Most admirable : I have seen those wars.
Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil

with
‘Too young’ and ‘the next year’ and ‘’tis too

early.’

Par. An thy mind stand to’t, hoy, steal away
bravely.

Ber. I shall stay here the forehorse to a smock,
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry, 31
Till honour be bought up and no sword worn

But one to dance with! By heaven, I’ll steal

away.
First Lord. There’s honour in the theft.

Par. Commit it, count.

Sec. Lord. I am your accessary; and so, fare-

well.

Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a tor-

tured body.
First Lord. Farewell, captain.

Sec. Lord. Sweet Monsieur Parolles !

Par. Noble heroes, my sword and yours are
j

kin. Good sparks and lustrous, a word, good 1

metals
:
you shall find in the regiment of the

Spinii one Captain Spurio, with his cicatrice, an
j

emblem of war, here on his sinister cheek ; it

was this very sword entrenched it : say to him, I I

live ; and observe his reports for me.
First Lord. We shall, noble captain.

[Exeunt Lords.
Par. Mars dote on you for his novices ! what

will ye do?
Ber. Stay : the king. 50

Re-enter King. Bertram#?*^ Parolles retire.

Par. [To Ber.] Use a more spacious cere-

mony to the noble lords
;
you have restrained

yourself within the list of too cold an adieu : be
more expressive to them: for they wear them-
selves in the cap of the time, there do muster true

gait, eat, speak, and move under the influence of
the most received star ; and though the devil lead
the measure, such are to be followed : after them,
and take a more dilated farewell.

Ber. And I will do so- 60
Par. Worthy fellows; and like to prove most

sinewy sword-men.
[Exeunt Bertram and Parolles.

Enter Lafeu.

Laf. [Kneeling] Pardon, my lord, for me and
for my tidings.

King. I ’ll fee thee to stand up.

Laf. Then here’s a man stands, that has
brought his pardon.

I would you had kneel’d, my lord, to ask me
mercy,

And that at my bidding you could so stand up.

King. I would I had; so I had broke thy i

pate.

And ask’d thee mercy for’t.

Laf. Good faith, across : but, my good lord,

’tis thus
; 70

j

Will you be cured of your infirmity?

King. No.
Laf. O, will you eat no grapes, my royal

fox?
Yes, but you will my noble grapes, an if

My royal fox could reach them : I have seen a
medicine

That’s able to breathe life into a stone,

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary
With spritely fire and motion; whose simple

touch
Is powerful to araise King Pepin, nay,
To give great Charlemain a pen in’s hand 80
And write to her a love-line.

King. What ‘ her’ is this?

Laf. Why, Dodlor She : my lord, there’s one
arrived,
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If you will see her: now, by my faith and honour,

If seriously I may convey my thoughts

In this my light deliverance, I have spoke

With one that, in her sex, her years, profession,

Wisdom and constancy, hath amazed me more
Than I dare blame my weakness : will you see

her,

For that is her demand, and know her business ?

That done, laugh well at me.
Kbig. Now, good Lafeu, 90

Bring in the admiration; that we with thee

May spend our wonder too, or take off thine

By wondering how thou took’st it.

Laf Nay, I ’ll fit you,

And not be all day neither. [Exit.

King. Thus he his special nothing ever pro-

logues.

Re-enter Lafeu, with Helena.

Laf Nay, come your ways.
King. This haste hath wings indeed.

Laf. Nay, come your ways;.

This is his majesty ; say your mind to him

:

A traitor you do look like ; but such traitors

His majesty seldom fears : I am Cressid’s uncle,

That dare leave two together; fare you well. 101

[Exit.

King. Now, fair one, does your business fol-

low us?
LIel. Ay, my good lord.

Gerard de Narbon was my father;

In what he did profess, well found.

King. I knew him.

Hel. The rather will I spare my praises

towards him

;

Knowing him is enough. On’s bed of death

Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one,

Which, as the dearest issue of his practice.

And of his old experience the only darling, 110

He bade me store up, as a triple eye,

Safer than mine own two, more dear ;
I have so

;

And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d

With that malignant cause wherein the honour

Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power,

I come to tender it and my appliance

With all bound humbleness.
King. We thank you, maiden

;

But may not be so credulous of cure,

When our most learned doctors leave us and
The congregated college have concluded 120

That labouring art can never ransom nature

From her inaidible estate
;

I say we must not

So stain our judgement, or corrupt our hope,

To prostitute our past-cure malady
To empirics, or to dissever so

Our great self and our credit, to esteem

A senseless help when help past sense we deem.

Hel. My duty then shall pay me for my pains :

I will no more enforce mine office on you

;

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 130

A modest one, to bear me back again.

King. I cannot give thee less, to be call’d

grateful

:

Thou thought’st to help me; and such thanks

I give

As one near death to those that wish him live :

But what at full I know, thou know’st no part,

I knowing all my peril, thou no art.

Hel. What I can do can do no hurt to try,

Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy.
He that of greatest works is finisher

Oft does them by the weakest minister: 140'

So holy writ in babes hath judgement shown,
When judges have been babes

;
great floods have

flown
From simple sources, and great seas have dried

When miracles have by the greatest been denied.

Oft expedlation fails and most oft there

Where most it promises, and oft it hits

Where hope is coldest and despair most fits.

King. I must not hear thee ;
fare thee well,

kind maid;
Thy pains not used must by thyself be paid :

Proffers not took reap thanks for their reward. 150

Hel. Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d

:

It is not so with Him that all things knows
As ’tis with us that square our guess by shows

;

But most it is presumption in us when
The help of heaven we count the a<5t of men.
Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent

;

Of heaven, not me, make an experiment.

I am not an impostor that proclaim
Myself against the level of mine aim

;

But know I think and think I know most sure 160

My art is not past power nor you past cure.

King. Art thou so confident? within what
space

Hopest thou my cure?
IIel. The great’st grace lending grace.

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring

Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring,

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp
Moist Hesperus hath quench’d his sleepy lamp,

Or four and twenty times the pilot’s glass

Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass.

What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly, 170

Health shall live free and sickness freely die.

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence

What darest thou venture ?

Hel. Tax of impudence,
A strumpet’s boldness, a divulged shame
Traduced by odious ballads : my maiden’s name
Sear’d otherwise ; nay, worse—ifworse—extended

With vilest torture let my life be ended.

King. Methinks in thee some blessed spirit

doth speak
His powerful sound within an organ weak

:

And what impossibility would slay 180

In common sense, sense saves another way.
Thy life is dear ;

for all that life can rate

Worth name of life in thee hath estimate.

Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, all

That happiness and prime can happy call

:

Thou this to hazard needs must intimate

Skill infinite or monstrous desperate.

Sweet pradtiser, thy physic I will try.

That ministers thine own death if I die.

Hel. If I break time, or flinch in property 190

Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die,

And well deserved: not helping, death’s my fee

;

But, if I help, what do you promise me?
King. Make thy demand.
Hel. But will you make it even?

King. Ay, by my sceptre and my hopes of

heaven.
Hel. Then shalt thou give me with thy kingly

hand
What husband in thy power I will command

:
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Exempted be from me the arrogance

To choose from forth the royal blood of France,

My low and humble name to propagate 200

With any branch or image of thy state

;

But such a one, thy vassal, whom I know
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow.

King. Here is my hand ; the premises ob-

served,

Thy will by my performance shall be served :

So make the choice of thy own time, for I,

Thy resolved patient, on thee still rely.

More should I question thee, and more I must,

Though more to know could not be more to trust,

From whence thou earnest, how tended on

:

but rest 210

Unquestion’d welcome and undoubted blest.

Give me Some help here, ho ! If thou proceed

As high as word, my deed shall match thy meed.
{Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene II. Rousillon. The Count’s palace.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Count. Come on, sir ; I shall now put you to

the height of your breeding.
.

Clo. I will show myself highly fed and lowly

taught : I know my business is but to the court.

Count. To the court ! why, what place make
you special, when you put off that with such con-

tempt? But to the court

!

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man
any manners, he may easily put it off at court

:

he that cannot make a leg, put off’s cap, kiss his

hand and say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip,

nor cap ;
and indeed such a fellow, to say pre-

cisely, were not for the court ; but for me, I have

an answer will serve all men.
Count. Marry, that’s a bountiful answer that

fits all questions.

Clo. It is like a barber’s chair that fits all but-

tocks, the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the

brawn buttock, or any buttock.

Count. Will your answer serve fit to all ques-

tions?
#

21

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an
attorney, as your French crown for your taffeta

punk, as Tib’s rush for Tom’s forefinger, as a

pancake for Shrove Tuesday, a morris for May-
day, as the nail to his hole, the cuckold to his

horn, as a scolding quean to a wrangling knave,

as the nun’s lip to the friar’s mouth, nay, as the

pudding to his skin.

Count. Have you, I say, an answer of such

fitness for all questions ? 31

Clo. From below your duke to beneath your
constable, it will fit any question.

Count. It must be an answer of most monstrous
size that must fit all demands.

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the

learned should speak truth of it : here it is, and
all that belongs to’t. Ask me if I am a courtier

:

it shall do you no harm to learn.
.

39
Count. To be young again, if we could: I

will be a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by
your answer. I pray you, sir, are you a courtier?

Clo. O Lord, sir ! There’s a simple putting off.

More, more, a hundred of them.
Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that

loves you.

Clo. O Lord, sir ! Thick, thick, spare not me.

Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this

homely meat.
Clo. O Lord, sir! Nay, put me to’t, I warrant

you.
#

5 1

Count. You were lately whipped, sir, as I think.

Clo. O Lord, sir ! spare not me.
Count. Do you cry, ‘ O Lord, sir !’ at your

whipping, and ‘spare not me’? Indeed your ‘O
Lord, sir!’ is very sequent to your whipping

:
you

would answer very well to a whipping, if you
were but bound to’t.

Clo. I ne’er had worse luck in my life in my
‘O Lord, sir !’ I see things may serve long, but

not serve ever. 61

Count. I play the noble housewife with the

time,
*

To entertain ’t so merrily with a fool.

Clo. O Lord, sir! why, there ’t serves well

again.

Count. An end, sir ; to your business. Give
Helen this,

And urge her to a present answer back :

Commend me to my kinsmen and my son

:

This is not much.
Clo. Not much commendation to them. 70
Count. Not much employment for you: you

understand me?
Clo. Most fruitfully : I am there before my legs.

Count. Haste you again. [
Exezmt severally.

Scene III. Paris. The King’s palace.

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, a7id Parolles.

Laf. They say miracles are past ; and we have
our philosophical persons, to make modern and fa-

miliar, things supernatural and causeless. Hence
is it that we make trifles of terrors, ensconcing
ourselves into seeming knowledge, when we
should submit ourselves to an unknown fear.

Par. Why, ’tis the rarest argument of won-
der that hath shot out in our latter times.

Ber. And so ’tis.

Laf. To be relinquished of the artists,— 10

Par. So I say.

Laf. Both of Galen and Paracelsus.

Par. So I say.

Laf. Of all the learned and authenticfellows,

—

Par. Right; so I say.

Laf That gave him out incurable,

—

Par. Why, there ’tis ; so say I too.

Laf. Not to be helped,

—

Par. Right
; as ’twere, a man assured of a

—

Laf. Uncertain life, and sure death. 20

Par. Just, you say well
;
so would I have said.

Laf I may truly say, it is a novelty to the

world.
Par. It is, indeed: if you will have it in

showing, you shall read it in—what do ye call

there ?

Laf. A showing of a heavenly effedb in an
earthly adtor.

Par. That’s it; I would have said the very
same.

.
30

Laf. Why, your dolphin is not lustier : ’fore

me, I speak in respedt

—

Par. Nay, ’tis strange, ’tis very strange, that

is the brief and the tedious of it ; and he ’s of a



262 ALUS WELL THA T ENDS WELL. [Act ii.

most facinerious spirit that will not acknowledge
it to be the

—

Laf. Very hand of heaven.
Par. Ay, so I say.

Laf. In a most weak—

[

pausing] and debile

minister, great power, great transcendence : which
should, indeed, give us a further use to be made
than alone the recovery of the king, as to be

—

[pausing] generally thankful.

Par. I would have said it; you say well.

Here comes the king.

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants.
Lafeu and Parolles retire.

Laf. Lustig, as the Dutchman says : I ’ll like

a maid the better, whilst I have a tooth in my
head : why, he ’s able to lead her a coranto.

Par. Mort du vinaigre ! is not this Helen? 50
Laf. ’Fore God, I think so.

King. Go, call before me all the lords in court.

Sit, my preserver, by thy patient’s side ;

And with this healthful hand, whose banish’d sense
Thou hast repeal’d, a second time receive
The confirmation of my promised gift,

Which but attends thy naming.

Enter three orfour Lords.

Fair maid, send forth thine eye ; this youthful
parcel

Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing,
i O’er whom both sovereign power and father’s

voice 60
I have to use : thy frank election make

;

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to for-

sake.

Hel. To each of you one fair and virtuous

mistress
Fall, when Love please! marry, to each, but

one

!

Laf. I’ld give bay Curtal and his furniture,

My mouth no more werebroken than these boys’,

And writ as little beard:

King. Peruse them well

;

Not one of those but had a noble father.

!
Hel

.

Gentlemen,

1
Heaven hath through me restored the king to

health. 70
All. We understand it, and thank heaven for

you.
Hel. I am a simple maid, and therein weal-

thiest,

|

That I protest I simply am a maid,

j

Please it your majesty, I have done already !

' The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me,
! ‘We blush that thou shouldst choose ; but, be

refused,

! Let the white death sit on thy cheek for ever

;

j

We’ll ne’er come there again.’

King. Make choice ; and, see,

Who shuns thy love shuns all his love in me.
Hel. Now, Dian, from thy altar do I fly, 80

And to imperial Love, that god most high,

Do my sighs stream. Sir, will you hear my suit?

First Lord. And grant it.

Hel. Thanks, sir; all the

rest is mute.

Laf. I had rather be in this choice than throw
ames-ace for my life.

Hel. The honour, sir, that flames in your fair

eyes,

Before I speak, too threateningly replies

:

Love make your fortunes twenty times above
Her that so wishes and her humble love !

Sec. Lord. No better, if you please.

Hel. My wish receive, 90
Which great Love grant ! and so, I take my leave.

I^af. Do all they deny her? An they were
sons of mine, I ’d have them whipped ; or I would
send them to the Turk, to make eunuchs of.

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand should take ;

I’ll never do you wrong for your own sake ;

Blessing upon your vows ! and in your bed
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed

!

Laf. These boys are boys of ice, they’ll none
have her : sure, they are bastards to the English

;

the French ne’er got ’em. 101
;

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too
j

good.
To make yourself a son out of my blood.
Fo7irth Lord. Fair one, I think not so.

Laf. There ’s one grape yet ; I am sure thy
|

father drunk wine : but if thou be’st not an ass, ~

I am a youth of fourteen ; I have known thee
j

already.

Hel. [To Bertram] I dare not say I take you

;

but I give
Me and my service, ever whilst I live, no

;

Into your guiding power. This is the man.
King. Why, then, young Bertram, take her;

she ’s thy wife.

Ber. My wife, my liege ! I shall beseech your
highness,

In such a business give me leave to use
The help of mine own eyes.

Khig. Know’st thou not, Bertram,
What she has done for me ?

Ber. Yes, my good lord ;

But never hope to know why„I should marry her.

King. Thou know’st she has raised me from
my sickly bed.

Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down
Must answer for your raising ? I know her well

:

She had her breeding at my father’s charge. 121
A poor physician’s daughter my wife ! Disdain
Rather corrupt me ever

!

King. ’Tis only title thou disdain’st in her,

the which
I can build up. Strange is it that our bloods,

j

Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together,
;

Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off !

In differences so mighty. If she be
All that is virtuous, save what thou dislikest,

A poor physician’s daughter, thou dislikest 130 •

Of virtue for the name : but do not so

:

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed,
j

The place is dignified by the doer’s deed

:

Where great additions swell ’s, and virtue none.
It is a dropsied honour. Good alone
Is good without a name. Vileness is so

:

The property by what it is should go,

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair;

In these to nature she’s immediate heir.

And these breed honour : that is honour’s scorn, 1

Which challenges itself as honour’s born 141
(

!

And is not like the sire : honours thrive,

When rather from our acts we them derive

Than cur foregoers : the mere word ’s a slave



ebosh’d on every tomb, on every grave

lying trophy, and as oft is dumb
'here dust and damn’d oblivion is the tomb
f honour’d bones indeed. What should be said ?

' thou canst like this creature as a maid,

can create the rest: virtue and she 150

, her own dower ;
honour and wealth from me.

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do’t.

King. Thou wrong’st thyself, if thou shouldst

strive to choose.

Hel. That you are well restored, my lord,

1 ’m glad

:

et the rest go.
.

King

.

My honour’s at the stake; which to

defeat,

must produce my power. Here, take her hand,

roud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift

;

hat dost in vile misprision shackle up

[y love and her desert ; that canst not dream,
r
Q, poising us in her defective scale, 161

hall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know,

: is in us to plant thine honour where
T

e please to have it grow. Check thy con-

tempt :

bey our will, which travails in thy good

:

elieve not thy disdain, but presently

.

o thine own fortunes that obedient right

fhich both thy duty owes and our power claims

;

r I will throw thee from my care for ever

ito the staggers and the careless lapse 170

f youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and
hate

oosing upon thee, in the name of justice,

'ithout all terms of pity.
<

Speak ;
thine answer.

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit

[y fancy to your eyes : when I consider

'hat great creation and what dole of honour
lies where you bid it, I find that she, which late

'as in my nobler thoughts most base, is now
he praised of the king ; who, so ennobled,

; as ’twere born so.

King. Take her by the hand, 180

nd tell her she is thine : to whom I promise
counterpoise, if not to thy estate

balance more replete.

Ber. I take her hand.
King. Good fortune and the favour of the king
mile upon this contract ; whose ceremony
hall seem expedient on the now-born brief,

nd be perform’d to-night : the solemn feast

hall more attend upon the coming space,

xpedling absent friends. As thou lovest her,

hy love’s to me religious ;
else, does err. 190

[Exeunt all but Lafeu and Parolles.

Laf. [Advancing] Do you hear, monsieur? a
ord with you.
Par. Your pleasure, sir ?

Laf. Your lord and master did well to make
is recantation.

Par. Recantation ! My lord ! my master

!

Laf. Ay ; is it not a language I speak ?

Par. A most harsh one, and not to be under-
nod without bloody succeeding. My master

!

Laf. Are you companion to the Count Rou-
llon? 201

Par. To any count, to all counts, to what is

tan.

Laf. To what is count’s man : count’s master
. of another style.

Par. You are too old, sir ; let it satisfy you,

you are too old.

Laf. I must tell thee, sirrah, I write man ; to

which title age cannot bring thee. 209
Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do.

Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to

be a pretty wise fellow; thou didst make tole-

rable vent of thy travel ; it might pass
:
yet the

scarfs and the bannerets about thee did mani-
foldly dissuade me from believing thee a vessel of !

too great a burthen. I have now found thee; I

when I lose thee again, I care not
:
yet art thou

good for nothing but taking up ; and that thou’rt
:

scarce worth.
Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of anti- ;

quity upon thee,—• 221

Laf. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger,

lest thou hasten thy trial ; which if—Lord have
mercy on thee for a hen ! So, my good window
of lattice, fare thee well: thy casement I need
not open, for I look through thee. Give me thy
hand.
Par. My lord, you give me most egregious

indignity.

Laf. Ay, with all my heart; and thou art

worthy of it.
.

231
Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it.

Laf Yes, good faith, every dram of it; and I

will not bate thee a scruple.

Par. Well, I shall be wiser.

Laf Even as soon as thou canst, for thou hast

to pull at a smack o’ the contrary. If ever thou
;

be’st bound in thy scarf and beaten, thou shalt
|

find what it is to be proud of thy bondage. I

have a desire to hold my acquaintance with thee,
[

or rather my knowledge, that I may say in the
i

default, he is a man I know.
Par. My lord, you do me most insupportable :

vexation.

Laf I would it were hell-pains fir thy sake,

and my poor doing eternal: for doing I am past:

as I will by thee, in what motion age will give me
leave. [Exit.

Par. Well, thou hast a son shall take this dis-

grace off me ;
scurvy, old, filthy, scurvy lord

!

Well, I must be patient; there is no fettering of

authority. I’ll beat him, by my life, if I can

meet him with - any convenience, an he were
double and double a lord. I ’ll have no more pity

of his age than I would have of— I’ll beat him,

an if I could but meet him again.

Re-enter Lafeu.

Laf. Sirrah, your lord and master’s married

;

there ’s news for you
:
you have a new mistress.

Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship

to make some reservation of your wrongs : he is

my good lord : whom I serve above is my master.

Laf. Who? God?
Par. Ay, sir.

Laf. The devil it is that’s thy master. Why
dost thou garter up thy arms o’ this fashion ? dost

make hose of thy sleeves? do other servants sol?

Thou wert best set thy lower part where thy nose

stands. By mine honour, if I were but two hours

younger, I ’Id beat thee: methinks, thou art a

general offence, and every man should beat thee

:

I think thou wast created for men to breathe

themselves upon thee.
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Par. This is hard and undeserved measure,

my lord.

Laf. Go to, sir; you were beaten in Italy for

picking a kernel out of a pomegranate
;
you are a

vagabond and no true traveller; you are more
saucy with lords and honourable personages than

the commission of your birth and virtue gives you
heraldry. You are not worth another word, else

I ’Id call you knave. I leave you. [Exit

.

281

Par. Good, very good ; it is so then
;
good,

very good ; let it be concealed awhile.

Re-enter Bertram.

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever

!

Par. What’s the matter, sweet-heart?
Ber. Although before the solemn priest I have

sworn,
I will not bed her.

Par. What, what, sweet-heart?

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me !

I’ll to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her. 290
Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits

The tread of a man’s foot : to the wars !

Ber. There ’s letters from my mother ; what
the import is, I know not yet.

Par. Ay, that would be known. To the wars,

my boy, to the wars !

He wears his honour in a box unseen,

That hugs his kicky-wicky here at home.
Spending his manly marrow in her arms,
Which should sustain the bound and high curvet

Of Mars’s fiery steed. To other regions 300
France is a stable

;
we that dwell in’t jades;

Therefore, to the war

!

Ber. It shall be so : I ’ll send her to my house,

Acquaint my mother with my hate to her,

And wherefore I am fled ;
write to the king

.

That which I durst not speak : his present gift

Shall furnish me to those Italian fields,

Where noble fellows strike : war is no strife

To the dark house and the detested wife.

Par. Will this capriccio hold in thee ? art sure ?

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advise

me. 31

1

I ’ll send her straight away: to-morrow
I ’ll to the wars, she to her single sorrow.

Par. Why, these balls bound; there’s noise

in it. ’Tis hard

:

A young man married is a man that’s marr’d

:

Therefore away, and leave her bravely
;
go :

The king has done you wrong : but, hush, ’tis so.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. Paris. The King’s palace.

Enter Helena and Clown.

Hel. My mother greets me kindly : is she well ?

Clo. She is not well ; but yet she has her health

:

she’s very merry; but yet she is not well: but

thanks be given, she’s very well and wants
nothing i’ the world ; but yet she is not well.

Hel. If she be very well, what does she ail,

that she’s not very well

?

Clo. Truly, she’s very well indeed, but for

two things.

Hel. What two things ?
_

10

Clo. One, that she’s not in heaven, whither

God send her quickly! the other, that she’s in

earth, from whence God send her quickly !

Enter Parolles.

Par. Bless you, my fortunate lady !

Hel. I hope, sir, I have your good will to havt
mine own good fortunes.

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on:

and to keep them on, have them still. O, my
knave, how does my old lady?

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles and I hei

money, I would she did as you say. 21

Par. Why, I say nothing.
Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man ;

for many
a man’s tongue shakes out his master’s undoing

:

to say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing,

and to have nothing, is to be a great part of your
title

; which is within a very little of nothing.

Par. Away ! thou’rt a knave.
Clo. You should have said, sir, before a knave

thou’rt a knave ; that’s, before me thou’rt a knave

:

this had been truth, sir. 31

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool
;
I have found

thee.

Clo. Did you find me in yourself, sir? or

were you taught to find me? The search, sir,

was profitable ; and much fool may you find in

you, even to the world’s pleasure and the increase

of laughter.
Par. A good knave, i’ faith, and well fed.

Madam, my lord will 4^0 away to-night
; 40

A very serious business calls on him.
The great prerogative and rite of love,

Which, as your due, time claims, he does ac-

knowledge ;

But puts it off to a compell’d restraint

;

Whose want, and whose delay, is strew’d with
sweets,

Which they distil now in the curbed time,

To make the coming hour o’erflow with joy
And pleasure drown the brim.

Hel. What’s his will else?

Par. That you will take your instant leave o’

the king,
And make this haste as your own good pro-

ceeding, 50

Strengthen’d with what apology you think

May make it probable need.

Hel. What more commands he?

Par. That, having this obtain’d, you presently

Attend his further pleasure.
_

1
Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will.

Par. I shall report it so.

Hel. I pray you. [Exit Parolles. ]

Come, sirrah. [.Exeunt

.

Scene Y. Paris. The King’s palace.

Enter Lafeu and Bertram.

Laf. But I hope your lordship thinks not him
a soldier.

Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof.

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance.

Ber. And by other warranted testimony.

I^af Then my dial goes not true : I took this

lark for a bunting.

Ber. I do assure you, my lord, he is very
great in knowledge and accordingly valiant.

Laf. I have then sinned against his ex-

perience and transgressed against his valour ;

and my state that way is dangerous, since I



ENE V.]

nnot yet find in my heart to repent. Here he

me 9 : I pray you, make us friends ; I will

rsue the amity.

Enter Parolles.

Par. [ To Bertram} These things shall be
ne, sir.

Laf. Pray you, sir, who’s his tailor?

Par. Sir?

Laf. O, I know him well, I, sir; he, sir, ’s a
od workman, a very good tailor. 21

Ber. [Aside to Par.} Is she gone to the king?
Par. She is.

Ber

.

Will she away to-night?

Par. As you’ll have her.

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my
treasure,

ven order for our horses ; and to-night,

hen I should take possession of the bride,

id ere I do begin. 29
Laf. A good traveller is something at the

ter end of a dinner; but one that lies three

rds and uses a known truth to pass a thousand
things with, should be once heard and thrice

aten. God save you, captain.

Ber. Is there any unkindness between my
d and you, monsieur?
Par. I know not how I have deserved to run
o my lord’s displeasure.

~af. You have made shift to run into ’t, boots
d spurs and all, like him that leaped into the

;tard; and out of it you’ll run again, rather
m suffer question for your residence.

Ber. It may be you have mistaken him, my
d.

Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took
n at ’s prayers. Fare you well, my lord ; and
ieve this of me, there can be no kernebin this

bt nut; the soul of this :man is his elothes.

ust him not in matter of heavy consequence; I

ire kept of them tame, and know their natures,

rewell, monsieur: I have spoken better of you
tan you have or will to deserve at my hand

;

: we must do good against evil. [Exit.
°ar. An idle lord, I swear.
Ber. I think so.

'ar. Why, do you not know him ?

Ber. Yes, I do know him well, and common
speech

res him a worthy pass. Here comes my clog.

Enter Helena.

Lei. I have, sir, as I was commanded from you,
Dke with the king and have procured his leave
r present parting; only he desires 61
ne private speech with you.
Ber. I shall obey his will,

u must not marvel, Helen, at my course,
lich holds not colour with the time, nor does
e ministration and required office

my particular. Prepared I was not
r such a business ; therefore am I found
much unsettled : this drives me to entreat you
at presently you take your way for home

;

d rather muse than ask why I entreat you, 70
r my respedts are better than they seem
d my appointments have in them a need
2ater than shows itself at the first view

To you that know them not. This to my mother

:

[Giving- a letter.

’Twill be two days ere I' shall see you, so
I leave you to your wisdom.
Hel. Sir, I can nothing say,

But that I am your most obedient servant.
Ber. Come, come, no more of that.

Hel. And ever shall
With true observance seek to eke out that
Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail’d

To equal my great fortune.
Ber.

'
Let that go : 81

My haste is very great : farewell
; hie home.

Hel. Pray, sir, your pardon.
Ber. Well, what would you say?
Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe,

Nor dare I say ’tis mine, and yet it is

;

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal
What law does vouch mine own.
Ber. What would you have ?

Hel. Something ; and scarce so much : nothing,
indeed.

I would not tell you what I would, my lord

:

Faith, yes; 90
Strangers and foes do sunder, and not kiss.

Ber. I pray you, stay not, but in haste to

horse.

Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good my
lord.

Ber. Where are my other men, monsieur?
Farewell. [Exit Helena.

Go thou toward home ; where I will never come
Whilst Lean shake my sword or hear the drum.
Away, and for our flight.

Par. Bravely, coragio !

[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I. Florence. The Duke’s palace.

Flourish. Enter theDuke ofFlorence, attended;
the two Frenchmen

, with a troop ofsoldiers.

Duke. So that from point to point now have
you heard

The fundamental reasons of this war,
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth
And more thirsts after.

First Lord. Holy seems the quarrel
Upon your grace’s part ; black and fearful

On the opposer.
Duke. Therefore we marvel much our cousin

France
Would in so just a business shut his bosom
Against our borrowing prayers.

Sec. Lord. Good my lord,

The reasons of our state I cannot yield, 10
But like a common and an outward man,
That the great figure of a council frames
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not
Say what I think of it, since I have found
Myself in my incertain grounds to fail

As often as I guess’d.

Duke. Be it his pleasure.
First Lord. But I am sure the younger of our

nature,
That surfeit on their ease, will day by day
Come here for physic.
Duke. Welcome shall they be

;



266 ALL'S WELL THA T ENDS WELL. [Act i

And all the honours that can fly from us 20

Shall on them settle. You know your places well ;

When better fall, for your avails they fell

:

To-morrow to the field. [Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene II. Rotisillon. The Count’s palace.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Comit. It hath happened all as I would have
had it, save that he comes not along with her.

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be

a very melancholy man.
Cotint. By what observance, I pray you?
Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot and

sing; mend the ruff and sing; ask questions and
sing; pick his teeth and sing. I know a man
that had this trick of melancholy sold a goodly

manor for a song.
-

<
10

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when
he means to come. [Opening a letter.

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel since I was at

court : our old ling and our Isbels o’ the country

are nothing like your old ling and your Isbels o’

the court : the brains of my Cupid’s knocked out,

and I begin to love, as an old man loves money,
with no stomach.

Count. What have we here ?

Clo. E’en that you have there. [Exit. 20

Cotmt. [Reads'] I have sent you a daughter-in-

law: she hath recovered the king, and undone
me. I have wedded her, not bedded her; and
sworn to make the ‘not’ eternal. You shall hear

I am run away : know it before the report come.
If there be breadth enough in the world, I will

hold a long distance. My duty to you.
Your unfortunate son,

Bertram.
This is not well, rash and unbridled boy, 30
To fly the favours of so good a king;

To pluck his indignation on thy head
By the misprising of a maid too virtuous

For the contempt of empire.

Re-enter Clown.

Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within

between two soldiers and my young lady !

Count. What is the matter ?

Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the news,

some comfort
;
your son will not be killed so soon

as I thought he would.
_

40
Count. Why should he be killed?

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I

hear he does: the danger is in standing to’t;

that’s the loss of men, though it be the getting of

children. Here they come will tell you more :

for my part, I only hear your son was run away.
[Exit.

Enter Helena and two Gentlemen.

First Gent. Save you, good madam.
Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone.

Sec. Gent. Do not say so.

Count. Think upon patience. Pray you, gen-
tlemen,

.

50
I have felt so many quirks ofjoy and grief,

That the first face of neither, on the start,

Can woman me unto’t: where is my son, I pray
you?

Sec. Gent. Madam, he’s gone to serve t

duke of Florence

:

We met him thitherward ; for thence we came
And, after some dispatch in hand at court,

Thither we bend again.

Hel. Look on his letter, madam; here’s n
passport.

[Reads] When thou canst get the ring upon r.

finger which never shall come off, and show r

a child begotten of thy body that I am father t

then call me husband : but in such a * then’

write a ‘never.’

This is a dreadful sentence.

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen!
First Gent. Ay, madar

And for the contents’ sake are sorry for our pair

Count. I prithee, lady, have a better cheer :

If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine,

Thou robb’st me of a moiety : he was my son

;

But I do wash his name out of my blood, 1

And thou art all my child. Towards Florence

he?
Sec. Gent. Ay, madam.
Coutit. And to be a soldier!

Sec. Gent. Such is his noble purpose ; and, b

lieve %
The duke will lay upon him all the honour
That good convenience claims.

Count. Return you thithei

First Gent. Ay, madam, with the swifte

wing of speed.

Hel. [Reads] Till I have no wife, I have n

thing in France.
’Tis bitter.

Count. Find you that there?
Hel. Ay, madam.
First Gent. ’Tis but the boldness of his ham

haply, which his heart was not consenting to. i

Count. Nothing in France, until he have E

wife

!

There ’s nothing here that is too good for him
But only she ; and she deserves a lord

That twenty such rude boys might tend upon *

And call her hourly mistress. Who was wii

him? ’*

First Gent. A servant only, and a gentlema

Which I have sometime known.
Count. Parolles, was it not

First Gent. Ay, my good lady, he.

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full <

wickedness.
My son corrupts a well-derived nature
With his inducement.
First Gent. Indeed, good lady,

The fellow has a deal of that too much,
Which holds him much to have.

Coiint. You’re welcome, gentlemen.
I will entreat you, when you see my son,

To tell him that his sword can never win
The honour that he loses : more I ’ll entreat yoi

Written to bear along.

Sec. Gent. We serve you, madam,
In that and all your worthiest affairs.

Count. Not so, but as we change our corn

tesies. 10

Will you draw near?
[Exezmt Countess and Gentlemeh

Hel. ‘Till I have no wife, I have nothing i

France.’



ing in France, until he has no wife !

shalt have none, Rousillon, none in France ;

hast thou all again. Poor lord ! is ’t I

chase thee from thy country and expose
e tender limbs of thine to the event

e none-sparing war? and is it I

drive thee from the sportive court, where
thou
shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark no

;ioky muskets? O you leaden messengers,
ride upon the violent speed of fire,

with false aim ; move the still-peering air,

sings with piercing
; do not touch my lord,

ever shoots at him, I set him there

;

ever charges on his forward breast,

the caitiff that do hold him to ’t

;

though I kill him not, I am the cause
leath was so effected : better ’twere

: the ravin lion when he roar’d 120
sharp constraint of hunger ; better ’twere
all the miseries which nature owes
mine at once. No, come thou home, Rou-
sillon,

ice honour but of danger wins a scar,

t it loses all : I will be gone ;

eing here it is that holds thee hence :

1 stay here to do’t? no, no, although
lir of paradise did fan the house
tngels officed all : I will be gone,
pitiful rumour may report my flight, 130
msolate thine ear. Come, night ; end, day

!

nth the dark, poor thief, I ’ll steal away.
[Exit.

ec III. Florence. Before the Duke’s palace.

'ish . Enter the Duke of Florence
,
Ber-

uvi, Parolles, Soldiers, Drum, and Trum-

ke. The general of our horse thou art

;

md we,
in our hope, lay our best love and credence
thy promising fortune.

. Sir, it is

rge too heavy for my strength, but yet
strive to bear it for your worthy sake
s extreme edge of hazard,
fe. Then go thou forth

;

ortune play upon thy prosperous helm,
y auspicious mistress

!

This very day,
Mars, I put myself into thy Ale

:

me but like my thoughts, and I shall prove
;r of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt, n
2 IV. Rousillon. The Count’s fialace.

Enter Countess and Steward.

nt. Alas ! and would you take the letter
)f her?
you notknow she would do as she has done,
idin^- me a letter? Read it again.

,
iv. [Reads]
Saint Jaques’ pilgrim, thither gone :

bitious love hath so in me offended,
Darefoot plod I the cold ground upon,
h sainted vow my faults to have amended,
write, that from the bloody course of war
dearest master, your dear son, may hie :

Bless him at home in peace, whilst I from far 10
His name with zealous fervour sanCtify

:

His taken labours bid him me forgive

;

I, his despiteful Juno, sent him forth
From courtly friends, with camping foes to live.

Where death and danger dogs the heels of
worth

:

He is too good and fair for death and me

;

Whom I myself embrace, to set him free.

Cotint. Ah, what sharp stings are in her mild-
est words

!

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much,
As letting her pass so : had I spoke with her, 20
I could have well diverted her intents,
Which thus she hath prevented.
Stew.

'
Pardon me, madam

:

If I had given you this at over-night,
She might have been o’erta’en; and yet she

writes,

Pursuit would be but vain.
Count. What angel shall

Bless this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive,
Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath
Of greatest justice. Write, write, Rinaldo,
To this unworthy husband of his wife

; 30
Let every word weigh heavy of her worth
That he does weigh too light : my greatest grief.
Though little he do feel it, set down sharply.
Dispatch the most convenient messenger

:

When haply he shall hear that she is gone.
He will return ; and hope I may that she.
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again.
Led hither by pure love : which of them both
Is dearest to me, I have no skill in sense
To make distinction: provide this messenger: 40My heart is heavy and mine age is weak

;

Griefwould have tears, and sorrow bids me speak.
[Exeunt.

Scene V. Florence. Without the walls. A
tucket afar off.

Enter an old Widow of Floretice, Diana, Vio-
lenta, and Mariana, with other Citizens.

s

Wid. Nay, come
; for if they do approach the

city, we shall lose all the sight.

Dia. They say the French count has done
most honourable service.

Wid. It is reported that he has taken their
greatest commander

; and that with his own hand
he slew the duke’s brother. [Tucket.] We have
lost our labour

; they are gone a contrary way

:

hark ! you may know by their trumpets. 9
Mar. Come, let’s return again, and suffice

ourselves with the report of it. Well, Diana,
take heed of this French earl: the honour of a
maid is her name; and no legacy is so rich as
honesty.
Wid. I have told my neighbour how you have

been solicited by a gentleman his companion.
Mar. I know that knave ; hang him ! one

Parolles : a filthy officer he is in those suggestions
for the young earl. Beware of them, Diana;
their promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and
all these engines of lust, are not the things they
go under : many a maid hath been seduced by
them; and the misery is, example, that so ter-
rible shows in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot
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for all that dissuade succession, but that they are

limed with the twigs that threaten them. I hope

I need not to advise you further; but I hope your

own grace will keep you where you are, though

there were no further danger known but the

modesty which is so lost. 3°

Dia. You shall not need to fear me.

Wid. I hope so.

Enter Helena, disguised like a Pilgrim.

Look, here comes a pilgrim : I know she will

lie at my house ;
thither they send one another

:

I ’ll question her. God save you, pilgrim ! whi-

: ther are you bound ?

i Hel. To Saint Jaques le Grand.

Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you ?

Wid. At the Saint Francis here beside the

port.

Hel. Is this the way? 4°

Wid. Ay, marry, is’t. [A march afar.~\

Hark you ! they come this way.
If you will tarry, holy pilgrim,

But till the troops come by,

I will conduct you where you shall be lodged ;

The rather, for I think I know your hostess

As ample as myself.

Hel. Is it yourself?

Wid. If you shall please so, pilgrim.

Hel. I thank you, and will stay upon your

leisure.

Wid. You came, I think, from France ?

Hel. I did so.

Wid. Here you shall see a countryman of

yours 5°

That has done worthy service.

Hel. His name, I pray you.

Dia. The Count Rousillon: know you such

, a one?
Hel. But by the ear, that hears most nobly

of him

:

His face I know not.

Dia. Whatsome’er he is,

He’s bravely taken here. He stole from France,

As ’tis reported, for the king had. married him
Against his liking: think you it is so?

H&l. Ay, surely, mere the truth : I know his

lady.

Dia. There is a gentleman that serves the

count
Reports but coarsely of her.

Hel. What’s his name? 6o

Dia. Monsieur Parolles.

Hel. O, I believe with him,

In argument of praise, or to the worth

Of the great count himself, she is too mean
To have her name repeated : all her deserving

Is a reserved honesty, and that

I have not heard examined.
Dia. Alas, poor lady

!

’Tis a hard bondage to become the wife

Of a detesting lord.

Wid. I warrant, good creature, wheresoe’er

she is,

Her heart weighs sadly : this young maid might

do her 7°

A shrewd turn, if she pleased.

Hel. How do you mean?
May be the amorous count solicits her

In the unlawful purpose.

Wid. He does indeed

;

And brokes with all that can in such a suit

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid :

But she is arm’d for him and keeps her guard
In honestest defence.

Mar. The gods forbid else !

Wid. So, now they come :

Drum and Colours.

Enter Bertram, Parolles, and the wh
army.

That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son

;

That, Escalus.

Hel. Which is the Frenchman?
Dia. He

;

That with the plume : ’tis a most gallant fellc

I would he loved his wife : if he were honeste

He were much goodlier: is’t not a handsi

gentleman ?

Hel. I like him well.

Dia. ’Tis pity he is not honest: yond’s

same knave
That leads him to these places : were I his la<

I would poison that vile rascal.

Hel. Which is he?

Dia. That jack-an-apes with scarfs: wh
he melancholy?
Hel. Perchance he’s hurt i’ the battle.

Par. Lose our drum ! well.

Mar. He’s shrewdly vexed at somethi

look, he has spied us.

Wid. Marry, hang you !

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-carriei

[.Exeunt Bertram,
Parolles

,
and ar

Wid. The troop is past. Come, pilgrin

will bring you
Where you shall host : of enjoin’d penitents

There’s four or five, to great Saint Jaques bot

Already at my house.

Hel. I humbly thank you : <1

Please it this matron and this gentle maid
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanl

Shall be for me ; and, to requite youfurtherv

I will bestow some precepts of this virgin >.<

Worthy the note.

Both . We’ll take your offer kindl]

[Exei

Scene VI. Camp before Florence.

Enter Bertram and the two P'rench Lord

Sec. Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him t

let him have his way.
First Lord. If your lordship find him n<

hilding, hold me no more in your respedt. s

'

Sec. Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble.

Ber. Do you think I am so far deceive!

him?
Sec. Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine <

diredfc knowledge, without any malice, but

speak of him as my kinsman, he’s a most not:

coward, an infinite and endless liar, an hoi

promise-breaker, the owner of no one good qua

worthy your lordship’s entertainment.

First Lord. It were fit you knew him; 1

reposing too far in his virtue, which he hath

he might at some great and trusty business

main danger fail you.
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er. I would I knew in what particular adtion

•y him.
_

19

irst Lord. None better than to let him fetch

lis drum, which you hear him so confidently

ertake to do.

?c. Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines, will

lenly surprise him ; such I will have, whom I

sure he knows not from the enemy : we will

and hoodwink him so, that he shall suppose
>ther but that he is carried into the leaguer of

adversaries, when we bring him to our own
s. Be but your lordship present at his examin-
1: if he do not, for the promise of his life

in the highest compulsion of base fear, offer

etray you and deliver all the intelligence in

power against you, and that with the divine

:it of his soul upon oath, never trust myjudge-
t in any thing.

irst Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let

fetch his drum ;
he says he has a stratagem

: : when your lordship sees the bottom of his

ess in’t, and to what metal this counterfeit

d of ore will be melted, if you give him not

1 Drum’s entertainment, your inclining can-

oe removed. Here he comes.

Enter Parolles.

•c. Lord. [Aside to Ber.~\ O, for the love of
hter, hinder not the honour of his -design : let

fetch off his drum in any hand.
•r

.

How now, monsieur! this drum sticks

y in your disposition.

irst Lord. A pox on’t, let it go; ’tis but a
l. 49
ir. ‘But a drum’! is’t ‘but a drum ? A
1 so lost ! There was excellent command,

—

large in with our horse upon our own wings,
to rend our own soldiers

!

rst Lord. That was not to be blamed in the
nand of the service : it was a disaster of war
Caesar himself could not have prevented, if

id been there to command.
r. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our
iss : some dishonour we had in the loss of
drum ; but it is not to be recovered. 60
:r. It might have been recovered.
r. It might; but it is not now.
'r. It is to be recovered: but that the merit
rvice is seldom attributed to the true and
t performer, I would have that' drum or
ler, or ‘hie jacet.’

r. Why, if you have a stomach, to’t, mon-
if you think your mystery in stratagem

bring this instrument of honour again into
ative quarter, be magnanimous in the enter-
and go on ; I will grace the attempt for a

hy exploit : if you speed well in it, the duke
both speak of it, and extend to you what
er becomes his greatness, even to the utmost
ble of your worthiness.
r. By the hand of a soldier, I will under-
it.

r. But you must not now slumber in it.

r. I’ll about it this evening: and I will

ntly pen down my dilemmas, encourage my-
n my certainty, put myself into my mortal
iration

; and by midnight look to hear further

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace you
are gone about it?

Par. I know not what the success will be, my
lord ; but the attempt I vow.
Ber. I know thou’rt valiant ; and, to the possi-

bility of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee.

Farewell. 90
Par. I love not many words. [Exit.
Sec. Lord. No more than a fish loves water.

Is not this a strange fellow, my lord, that so con-
fidently seems to undertake this business, which
he knows is not to be done

; damns himself to do
and dares better be damned than to do ’t ?

First Lord. You do not know him, my lord,

as we do : certain it is, that he will steal himself
into a man’s favour and for a week escape a great
deal of discoveries ; but when you find him out,

you have him ever after. 101
Ber. Why, do you think he will make no deed

at all of this that so seriously he does address
himself unto?

Sec. Lord. None in the world ; but return
with an invention and clap upon you two or three
probable lies : but we have almost embossed him

;

you shall see his fall to-night; for indeed he is

not for your lordship’s respedt. 109
First Lord. We’ll make you some sport with

the fox ere we case him. He was first smoked
by the old lord Lafeu : when his disguise and he
is parted, tell me what a sprat you shall find him;
which you shall see this very night.

Sec. Lord. I must go look my twigs : he shall

be caught.
Ber. Your brother he shall go along with me.
Sec. Lord. As’t please your lordship: I’ll

leave you. [Exit.
Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and

show you
The lass I spoke of.

First Lord. But you say she’s honest.

Ber. That’s all the fault: I spoke with her
but once 120

And found .her wondrous cold ; but I sent to her,

By this same coxcomb that we have i’ the wind,
Tokens and letters which she did re-send; I

i\nd this is all I have done. She’s a fair creature

:

Will you go see her?
First Lord. With all my heart, my lord.

[Exeunt.
\

Scene VII. Florence. The Widow’s hoztse.

Enter Helena and Widow.
Hel. If you misdoubt me that I am not she,

j

I know not how I shall assure you further,

But I shall lose the grounds I work upon.
Wid. Though my estate be fallen, I was well

born,
Nothing acquainted with these businesses;
And woMd not put my reputation now
In any smining adt.

Hel. Nor would I wish you.
First, give me trust, the count he is my husband,
And what to your sworn counsel I have spoken
Is so from word to word ; and then you cannot,
By the good aid that I of you shall borrow, 11
Err in bestowing it.

Wid. I should believe you

;

For you have show’d me that which well approvesme.
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YouVe great in fortune.

Hel. Take this purse of gold.

And let me buy your friendly help thus far,

Which I will over-pay and pay again

When I have found it. The count he wooes your

daughter,
Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty,

Resolved to carry her : let her in fine consent,

As we’ll direct her how ’tis best to bear it. 20

Now his important blood will nought deny
That she’ll demand : a ring the county wears,

That downward hath succeeded in his house

From son to son, some four or five descents

Since the first father wore it this ring he holds

In most rich choice
;
yet in his idle fire,

To buy his will, it would not seem too dear,

Howe’er repented after.

Wid. Now I see

The bottom of your purpose.
_ _

29

Hel. You see it lawful, then : it is no more,

But that your daughter, ere she seems as won,

Desires this ring ;
appoints him an encounter

;

In fine, delivers me to fill the time,

Herself most chastely absent : after this,

To marry her, I’ll add three thousand crowns

To what is past already.

Wid. I have yielded

:

Instruct my daughter how she shall persever,

That time and place with this deceit so lawful

May prove coherent. Every night he comes
With musics of all sorts and spngs composed 40
To her unworthiness : it nothing steads us

To chide him from our eaves ; for he persists

As if his life lay on’t.

Hel. Why then to-night

Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed.

Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed
And lawful meaning in a lawful a<5t,

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fadt

:

But let’s about it. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Without the Florentme camp.

Enter Second French Lord, withfive or six

other Soldiers in ambush.

Sec. Lord. He can come no other way but by
this hedge-corner. When you sally upon him,

speak what terrible language you will: though

you understand it not yourselves, no matter ; for

we must not seem to understand him, unless some

one among us whom we must produce for an in-

terpreter.

First Sold. Good captain, let me be the in-

terpreter.

Sec. Lord. Art not acquainted with him?

knows he not thy voice ? 11

First Sold. No, sir, I warrant you.

Sec. Lord. But what linsey-woolsey hast thou

to speak to us again ?

First Sold. E’en such as you speak to me.

Sec. Lord. He must think us some band of

strangers i’ the adversary’s entertainment. Now
he hath a smack of all neighbouring languages

;

therefore we must every one be a man of his own
fancy, not to know what we speak one to another

;

so we seem to know, is to know straight our pur-

pose : choughs’ language, gabble enough, andgood

enough. As for you, interpreter, you must

;

very politic. But couch, ho! here he come
beguile two hours in a sleep, and then to rt

and swear the lies he forges.

Enter Parolles.

Par. Ten o’clock: within these three I

’twill be time enough to go home. What sh

say I have done? It must be a very plausiv<

vention that carries it : they begin to smoke
and disgraces have of late knocked too ofte

my door. I find my tongue is too foolhardy ;a

my heart hath the fear of Mars before it an

his creatures, not daring the reports of my ton

Sec. Lord. This is the first truth that

thine own tongue was guilty of.

Par. What the devil should move me. tc

dertake the recovery of this drum, being no
norant of the impossibility, and knowing I ha
such purpose? I must give myself some h
and say I got them in exploit

:
yet slight one:

not carry it; they will say, ‘Came you off

so little?’ and great ones I dare not give. W1

fore, what’s the instance? Tongue, I must

you into a butter-woman’s mouth and buy m;

another of Bajazet’s mule, if you prattle me
these perils.

Sec. Lord. Is it possible he should know 1

he is, and be that he is?

Par. I would the cutting of my garm
would serve the turn, or the breaking of

Spanish sword.
Sec. Lord. We cannot afford you so.

Par. Or the baring of my beard ; and to

it was in stratagem.
Sec. Lord. ’Twould not do.

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say I

stripped.

Sec. Lord. Hardly serve.

Par. Though I swore I leaped from the

dow of the citadel

—

Sec. Lord. How deep?
Par. Thirty fathom.

Sec. Lord. Three great oaths would sc

make that be believed.

Par. I would I had any drum of the enen

I would swear I recovered it.

Sec. Lord. You shall hear one anon.

Par. A drum now of the enemy’s,

—

[Alarum wit

Sec. Lord. Throca movousus, cargo, ca

cargo.
All. Cargo, cargo, cargo, villianda par co

cargo.

Par. O, ransom, ransom ! do not hide mine e

[They seize and blindfold

/

First Sold. Boskos thromuldo boskos..

Par. I know you are the Muskos’ regime

And I shall lose my life for want of language

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutc

Italian, or French, let him speak to me; I

T

1

Discover that which shall undo the Florentine

First Sold. Boskos vauvado: I undersi

thee, and can speak thy tongue. Kerelybc

sir, betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poni

are at thy bosom.
Par. O !

First Sold. O, pray, pray, pray! Mr
revania dulche.
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Sec. Lord. Oscorbidulchos volivorco.

First Sold. The general is content to spare

thee yet ;

id, hoodwink’d as thou art, will lead thee on go
gather from thee : haply thou mayst inform
mething to save thy life.

Par. O, let me live !

id all the secrets of our camp I’ll show,
leir force, their purposes ; nay, I ’ll speak that

liich you will wonder at.

First Sold. But wilt thou faithfully?

Par. If I do not, damn me.
First Sold. Acordo linta.

me on ; thou art granted space.

[Exit, with Parolles guarded. A short
alariwi within.

Sec. Lord. Go, tell the Count Rousillon, and
my brother,

^ have caught the woodcock, and will keep him
muffled 100

1 we do hear from them.
See. Sold. Captain, I will.

Sec. Lord. A’ will betray us all unto ourselves

:

oral on that.

Sec. Sold. So I will, sir.

Sec. Lord. Till then I’ll keep him dark and
safely lock’d. [Exeunt.

scene II. Florence. The Widow’s house.

Enter Bertram and Diana.

3er. They told me that your name was Fon-
tibell.

lia. No, my good lord, Diana.
Ser. Titled goddess

;

d worth it, with addition ! But, fair soul,

your fine frame hath love no quality ?

:he quick fire of youth light not your mind,
u are no maiden, but a monument

:

len you are dead, you should be such a one
you are now, for you are cold and stern ;

d now you should be as your mother was
ten your sweet self was got. 10
lia. She then was honest.
Ser. So should you be.
~)ia. No:
r mother did but duty ; such, my lord,

you owe to your wife.
Ser. No more 0’ that ;

rithee, do not strive against my vows :

ras compell’d to her ; but I love thee
love’s own sweet constraint, and will for ever
thee all rights of service.
S>ia. Ay, so you serve us
l we serve you ; but when you have our roses,
u barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves
d mock us with our bareness.
Ser. How have I sworn ! 20
lia. ’Tis not the many oaths that makes the
< truth,

t the plain single vow that is vow’d true,
lat is not holy, that we swear not by,
t take the High’st to witness : then, pray you,

tell me,
[ should swear by God’s great attributes,
)ved you dearly, would you believe my oaths,
len I did love you ill? This has no holding,
swear by him whom I protest to love,
at I will work againsthim : therefore your oaths

Are words and poor conditions, but unseal’d, 30
At least in my opinion.

Ber. Change it, change it ;

Ee not so holy-cruel : love is holy ;

And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts

That you do charge men with. Stand no more off.

But give thyself unto my sick desires.

Who then recover : say thou art mine, and ever
My love as it begins shall so persever.

Dia. fl see that men make ropes in such a
scarre

That we’ll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring.

Ber. I ’ll lend it thee, my dear ; but have no
power 40

To give it from me.
Dia. Will you not, my lord ?

Ber. It is an honour ’longing to our house,
Bequeathed down from many ancestors ;

Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world
In me to lose.

Dia. Mine honour’s such a ring :

My chastity’s the jewel of our house,
Bequeathed down from many ancestors ;

Which were the greatest obloquy i’ the world
In me to lose : thus your own proper wisdom
Brings in the champion Honour on my part, 50
Against your vain assault.

Ber. Here, take my ring :

My house, mine honour, yea, my life, be thine,

And I’ll be bid by thee.

Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my
chamber-window :

I’ll order take my mother shall not hear.

Now will I charge you in the band of truth,

When you have conquer’d my yet maiden bed,
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me :

My reasons are most strong; and you shall

know them
When back again this ring shall be deliver’d : 60
And on your finger in the night I ’ll put
Another ring, that what in time proceeds
May token to the future our past deeds.
Adieu, till then; then, fail not. You have won
A wife of me, though there my hope be done.
Ber. A heaven on earth I have won by wooing

thee. [Exit.
Dia. For which live long to thank both heaven

and me i

You may so in the end.
My mother told me just how he would woo,
As if she sat in ’s heart ; she says all men 70
Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry me
When his wife’s dead ; therefore I’ll lie with him
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid,

Marry that will, I live and die a maid :

Only in this disguise I think’t no sin

To cozen him that would unjustly win. [Exit.

Scene III. The Florentine camp.

Enter the two French Lords and some two or
three Soldiers.

First Lord. You have not given him his
mother’s letter ?

Sec. Lord. I have delivered it an hour since :

there is something in’t that stings his nature ; for

on the reading it he changed almost into another
man.



f

I

I First Lord. He has much worthy blame laid

upon him for shaking off so good a wife and so

sweet a lady. 9
Sec. Lord. Especially he hath incurred the

everlasting displeasure of the king, who had even

tuned his bounty to sing happiness to him. I will

tell you a thing, but you shall let it dwell darkly

with you.
First Lord. When you have spoken it, ’tis

dead, and I am the grave of it.

Sec. Lord. He hath perverted a young gen-

tlewoman here in Florence, of a most chaste

renown ;
and this night he fleshes his will in the

spoil of her honour : he hath given her his monu-
mental ring, and thinks himself made in the

unchaste composition.

First Lord. Now, God delay our rebellion

!

as we are ourselves, what things are we !

Sec. Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as

in the common course of all treasons, we still see

them reveal themselves, till they attain to their

abhorred ends, so he that in this adtion contrives

against his own nobility, in his proper stream

o’erflows himself.
.

3°

First Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us,

to be trumpeters of our unlawful intents? We
shall not then have his company to-night?

Sec. Lord. Not till after midnight; for he is

dieted to his hour.

First Lord. That approaches apace ;
I would

gladly have him see his company anatomized,

that he might take a measure of his own judge-

ments, wherein so curiously he had set this coun-

terfeit.
.

4°

Sec. Lord. We will not meddle with him till

he come ;
for his presence must be the whip of the

other.

First Lord. In the mean time, what hear you

of these wars?
Sec. Lord. I hear there is an overture of peace.

First Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace con-

cluded.

Sec. Lord. What will Count Rousillon. do

then? will he travel higher, or return again into

France? 5 1

First Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you

are not altogether of his council.

Sec. Lord. Let it be forbid, sir ; so should I

be a great deal of his adl.

First Lord. Sir, his wife some two months

since fled from his house : her pretence, is a pil-

grimage to Saint Jaques le Grand; which holy

undertaking with most austere sandtimony she

accomplished ; and, there residing, the tenderness

of her nature became as a prey to her grief; in

fine, made a groan of her last breath, and now she

sings in heaven.
Sec. Lord. How is this justified?

First Lord. The stronger part of it by her

own letters, which makes her story true, even to

the point of her death : her death itself, which

could not be her office to say is come, was faith-

fully confirmed by the redtor of the place.. 69

Sec. Lord. Hath the count all this intelligence ?

First Lord. Ay, and the particular confirm-

ations, point from point, to the full arming of the

verity.

Sec. Lord.
glad of this.

I am heartily sorry that he’ll be

First Lord. How mightily sometimes
make us comforts of our losses !

Sec. Lord. And how mightily some ot

times we drown our gain in tears ! The gr

dignity that his valour hath here acquired for 1

shall at home be encountered with a shame
ample.
First Lord. The web of our life is of a ming

yarn, good and ill together : our virtues would

proud, if our faults whipped them not ; and
crimes would despair, if they were not cheris

by our virtues.

Enter a Messenger.

How now ! where’s your master?

Serv. He met the duke in the street, sir

whom he hath taken a solemn leave : his lords

will next morning for France. The duke h

offered him letters of commendations to the ki

Sec. Lord. They shall be no more than neec

there, if they were more than they can comme
First Lord. They cannot be too sweet for

king’s tartness. Here’s his lordship now.

E?iter Bertram.

How now, my lord ! is’t not after midnight?

Ber. I have to-night dispatched sixteen b

nesses, a month’s length a-piece, by an abstr

of success : I have congied with the duke, d<

my adieu with his nearest ;
buried a w

mourned for her ;
writ to my lady mother I

returning ;
entertained my convoy ;

and betw

these main parcels of dispatch effected m<

nicer needs : the last was the greatest, but tin

have not ended yet.

Sec. Lord. If the business be of any difficu

and this morning your departure hence, it

quires haste of your lordship.
.

;«

Ber. I mean, the business is not ended,

fearing to hear of it hereafter. But shall

have this dialogue between the
.

fool and
soldier? Come, bring forth this counter

module, has deceived me, like a double-mean

prophesier.

Sec. Lord. Bring him forth: has sat i’

stocks all night, poor gallant knave.

Ber. No matter; his heels have deserved

in usurping his spurs so long. How does

carry himself?

Sec. Lord. I have told your lordship alrea

the stocks carry him. But to answer you as 3

would be understood; he weeps like a wei

that had shed her milk : he hath confessed h

self to Morgan, whom he supposes to be a fri

from the time of his remembrance to this v

instant disaster of his setting i’ the stocks : J

what think you he hath confessed?

Ber. Nothing of me, has a’?
.

Sec. Lord. His confession is taken, anc

shall be read to his face : if your lordship be ii

as I believe you are, you must have the patiei

to hear it.

E}iter Parolles guarded,
and First Soldie

Ber. A plague upon him ! muffled ! he can :

nothing of me : hush, hush !

First Lord. Hoodman comes ! Portotartarc
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First Sold. He calls for the tortures : what
11 you say without ’em?

Par. I will confess what I know without con-

-aint: if ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say

» more.
>

14 1

First Sold. Bosko chimurcho.

First Lord. Boblibindo chicurmurco.

First Sold. You are a merciful general. Our
neral bids you answer to what I shall ask you
t of a note.

Par. And truly, as I hope to live.

First Sold. [.Reads]
‘
First demand of him how

my horse the duke is strong/ What say you
that? 150

Par. Five or six thousand; but very weak
d unserviceable : the troops are all scattered,

d the commanders very poor rogues, upon my
DUtation and credit and as I hope to live.

First Sold. Shall I set down your answer so?

Pa?~. Do: I’ll take the sacrament on’t, how
d which way you will.

Ber. All’s one to him. What a past-saving

ve is this ! 159
First Lord. You’re deceived, my lord: this

Monsieur Parolles, the gallant militarist,—that

.s his own phrase,—that had the whole theoric

war in the knot of his scarf, and the practice

the chape of his dagger.
Sec. Lord

.

I will never trust a man again
keeping his sword clean, nor believe he can
ve every thing in him by wearing his apparel
itly.

First Sold. Well, that’s set down. 169
Dar. Five or six thousand horse, I said,—

I

1 say true,—or thereabouts, set down, for I ’ll

:ak truth.

^irst Lord. He’s very near the truth in this.

3er. But I con him no thanks for’t, in the
:ure he delivers it.

°ar. Poor rogues, I pray you, say.

Nrst Sold. Well, that’s set down.
"’ar. I humbly thank you, sir: a truth’s a
th, the rogues are marvellous poor. 179
yirst Sold. [.Reads]

‘ Demand of him, of what
:ngth they are a-foot.’ What say you to that?
°ar. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this

sent hour, I will tell true. Let me see

:

irio, a hundred and fifty ; Sebastian, so many

;

rambus, so many; Jaques, so many; Guiltian,
smo, Lodowick, and Gratii, two hundred and
7 each; mine own company, Chitopher, Vau-
nd, Bentii, two hundred and fifty each: so
t the muster-file, rotten and sound, upon my
,
amounts not to fifteen thousand poll; half

the which dare not shake the snow from
their cassocks, lest they shake themselves to
ces.

ter. What shall be done to him ?

'irst Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks,
mand of him my condition, and what credit I
re with the duke.
•'irst Sold. Well, that’s set down. [Reads]
3U shall demand of him, whether one Captain
main be i’ the camp, a Frenchman; what his
utation is with the duke ; what his valour,
testy, and expertness in wars ; or whether he
iks it were not possible, with well-weighing
is of gold, to corrupt him to a revolt.’ What
you to this ? what do you know of it ?

Pa?'. I beseech you, let me answer to the
particular of the inter’gatories : demand them
singly.

First Sold. Do you know this Captain
Dumain ? 210
Par. I know him : a’ was a botcher’s ’prentice

in Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting
the shrieve’s fool with child,—a dumb innocent,
that could not say him nay.
Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands;

though I know his brains are forfeit to the next
tile that falls.

First Sold. Well, is this captain in the duke
of Florence’s camp? 219
Par. Upon my knowledge, he is, and lousy.
First Lord. Nay, look not so upon me; we

shall hear of your lordship anon.
First Sold. What is his reputation with the

duke?
Par. The duke knows him for no other but

a poor officer of mine ; and writ to me this other
day to turn him out o’ the band : I think I have
his letter in my pocket.
First Sold. Marry, we’ll search. 229
Par. In good sadness, I do not know ; either

it is there, or it is upon a file with the duke’s
other letters in my tent.

First Sold. Here ’tis ; here ’s a paper : shall I
read it to you ?

Par. I do not know if it be it or no.
Ber. Our interpreter does it well.
First Lord. Excellently.
First Sold. [Reads] ‘ Dian, the count’s a fool,

and full of gold,’

—

Par. That is not the duke’s letter, sir ; that
is an advertisement to a proper maid in Florence,
one Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one
Count Rousillon, a foolish idle boy, but for all

that very ruttish : I pray you, sir, put it up again.
First Sold. Nay, I’ll read it first, by your

favour.

Par. My meaning in’t, I protest, was very
honest in the behalf of the maid ; for I knew the
young count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy,
who is a whale to virginity and devours up all the
fry it finds. 250

Ber. Damnable both-sides rogue !

First Sold. [Reads] ‘When he swears oaths, bid
him drop gold, and take it

;

After he scores, he never pays the score

:

Half won is match well made
; match, and well

make it

;

He ne’er pays after-debts, take it before

;

And say a soldier, Dian, told thee this,

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss

:

For count of this, the count’s a fool, I know it.

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it.

Thine, as he vowed to thee in thine ear, 260
Parolles.’

Ber.
'

He shall be whipped through the army
with this rhyme in’s forehead.

Sec. Lord. This is your devoted friend, sir,

the manifold linguist and the armipotent soldier.

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a
cat, and now he ’s a cat to me.
First Sold. I perceive, sir, by the general’s

looks, we shall be fain to hang you. 269
Par. My life, sir, in any case : not that I am

afraid to die ; but that, my offences being many,

IS



274 ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL

.

[Act i

I would repent out the remainder of nature : let

me live, sir, in a dungeon, i’ the stocks, or any

where, so I may live.

First Sold. We ’ll see what may he done, so

you confess freely ;
therefore, once more to this

Captain Dumain : you have answered to his repu-

tation with the duke and to his valour : what is

his honesty? 279
Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a clois-

ter : for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nes-

sus : he professes not keeping of oaths ; in break-

ing ’em he is stronger than Hercules : he will lie,

sir, with such volubility, that you would think

truth were a fool : drunkenness is his best virtue,

for he will be swine-drunk ;
and in his sleep he

does little harm, save to his bed-clothes about

him ; but they know his conditions and lay him in

straw. I have but little more to say, sir, of his

honesty : he has every thing that an honest man
should not have ;

what an honest man should

have, he has nothing.

First Lord. I begin to love him for this.

Ber. For this description of thine honesty?

A pox upon him for me, he’s more and more a cat.

First Sold. What say you to his expertness

in war?
Par. Faith, sir, has led the drum before the

English tragedians ; to belie him, I will not, and

more of his soldiership I know not; except, in

that country he had the honour to be the officer

at a place there called Mile-end, to instruct for

the doubling of files : I would do the man what
honour t can, but of this I am not certain.

First Lord. He hath out-villained villany so

far, that the rarity redeems him.

Ber. A pox on him, he ’s a cat still.

First Sold. His qualities being at this poor

price, I need not to ask you if gold will corrupt

him to revolt. 3 10

Par. Sir, for a quart d’ecu he will sell the

fee-simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it ;

and cut the entail from all remainders, and a per-

petual succession for it perpetually.

First Sold. What’s his brother, the other

Captain Dumain?
Sec. Lord. Why does he ask him of me ?

First Sold. What’s he ?

Par. E’en a crow o’ the same nest ; not altoge-

ther so great as the first in goodness, but greater a

great deal in evil : he excels his brother for a cow-

ard, yet his brother is reputed one of the best that

is : in a retreat he outruns any lackey ; marry, in

coming on he has the cramp.
First Sold. If your life be saved, will you

undertake to betray the Florentine?

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse. Count
Rousillon.

First Sold. I’ll whisper with the general, and
know his pleasure.

#
33°

Par. [Aside] I’ll no more drumming ; a plague

of all drums ! Only to seem to deserve well, and

to beguile the supposition of that lascivious young
boy the count, have I run into this danger. Yet
who would have suspedted an ambush where I

was taken ?

First Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you
must die ; the general says, you that have so

traitorously discovered the secrets of your army
and made such pestiferous reports of men very

nobly held, can serve the world for no honest us

therefore you must die. Come, headsman, c

with his head.
Par. O Lord, sir, let me live, or let me s<

my death

!

First Sold. That shall you, and take yo

leave of all your friends- [Unblinding kit

So, look about you : know you any here ?

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain. 3

Sec. Lord. God bless you, Captain Parolles

First Lord. God save you, noble captain.

Sec. Lord. Captain, what greeting will y(

to my Lord Lafeu? I am for France.

First Lord. Good captain, will you give me
copy of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf

the Count Rousillon ? an I were not a very cowar

I ’Id compel it of you : but fare you well.

[Exeunt Bertram and Lora

First Sold. You are undone, captain, all b

your scarf ;
that has a knot on’t yet. 3

Par. Who cannot be crushed with a plot?

First Sold. If you could find out a count

where but women were that had received so mu<

shame, you might begin an impudent natio

Fare ye well, sir; I am for France too : we sh;

speak of you there. [Exit, with Soldiet

Par. Yetam I thankful: ifmy heart were gret

’Twould burst at this. Captain I ’ll be no mor

But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft

As captain shall : simply the thing I am
Shall make me live. Who knows himself a bra

gart, 3

Let him fear this, for it will come to pass

That every braggart shall be found an ass.

Rust, sword !‘ cool, blushes ! and, Parolles, live

Safest in shame ! being fool’d, by foolery thrivt

There ’s place and means for every man alive.

I ’ll after them. [Ex

Scene IV. Florence. The Widow’s house.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana.

Hel. That you may well perceive I have r

wrong’d you,

One of the greatest in the Christian world

Shall be my surety ;
’fore whose throne ’tisneedf

Ere I can perfedt mine intents, to kneel :

Time was, I did him a desired office,

Dear almost as his life
;
which gratitude

Through flinty Tartar’s bosom would peep fort

And answer, thanks : I duly am inform’d

His grace is at Marseilles; to which place

We have convenient convoy. You must know
I am supposed dead : the army breaking,

My husband hies himhome ;
where, heaven aidir

And by the leave of my good lord the king.

We’ll be before our welcome.

Wid. Gentle madam.
You never had a servant to whose trust

Your business was more welcome.

F[el. Nor you, mistre

Ever a friend whose thoughts more truly labou

To recompense your love : doubt not but heavt

Hath brought me up to be your daughter’s dow

As it hath fated her to be my motive

And helper to a husband. But, O strange mei

That can such sweet use make of what they ha

When saucy trusting of the cozen’d thoughts

Defiles the pitchy night: so lust doth play



With what it loathes for that which is away.
3ut more of this hereafter. You, Diana,
Jnder my poor instructions yet must suffer

Something in my behalf.

Dia.
. . .

Let death and honesty
3o with your impositions, I am yours
Jpon your will to suffer.

Hel. Yet, I pray you: 30
3ut with the word the time will bring on sum-

mer,
Vhen briers shall have leaves as well as thorns,
tnd be as sweet as sharp. We must away;
)ur waggon is prepared, and time revives us

:

tLL’s WELL THAT ENDS WELL: Still the fine’s
the crown;

Vhate’er the course, the end is the renown.
[Exeunt.

Scene V. Rousillon. The Count’s palace

.

Enter Countess, Lafeu, and Clown.

La/. No, no, no, your son was misled with a
lipt-taffeta fellow there, whose villanous saffron
ould have made all the unbaked and doughy
outh of a nation in his colour

:
your daughter-in-

w had been alive at this hour, and your son here
: home, more advanced by the king than by that
:d-tailed humble-bee I speak of.

Count. I would I had not known him ; it was
ie death of the most virtuous gentlewoman that
fer nature had praise for creating. If she had
irtaken of my flesh, and cost me the dearest
•oans of a mother, I could not have owed her a
ore rooted love.

Laf. ’Twas a good lady, ’twas a good lady:
e may pick a thousand salads ere we light on
ch another herb.
Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-marjoram
the salad, or rather, the herb of grace.
Laf. They are not herbs, you knave ; they are
tse-herbs. 20
Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir; I
ve not much skill in grass.
Laf. Whether dost thou profess thyself, a
lave or a fool?

Clo. A fool, sir, at a woman’s service, and a
lave at a man’s.
Laf. Your distinction?
Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife and do
5 service.

Laf. So you were a knave at his service,
deed. 3I
Clo. And I would give his wife my bauble,
,
to do her service.

Laf. I will subscribe for thee, thou art both
ave and fool.

Clo. At your service.

Laf. No, no, no.
Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can
:ve as great a prince as you are.
Laf Who’s that? a Frenchman? 40
Clo. Faith, sir, a’ has an English name; but
> fisnomy is more hotter in France than there.
Laf. What prince is that?
Clo. The black prince, sir; alias, the prince
darkness

; alias, the devil.
Laf Hold thee, there’s my purse : I give thee

not this to suggest thee from thy master thou
talkest of ; serve him still.

‘

• Clo. I am a woodland fellow, sir, that always
loved a great fire

; and the master I speak of ever
keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of
the world; let his nobility remain in’s court. I

am for the house with the narrow gate, which I
take to be too little for pomp to enter : some that
humble themselves may; but the many will- be
too chill and tender, and they’ll be for the flowery
way that leads to the broad gate and the great
fire.

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary of
thee ; and I tell thee so before, because I would
not fall out with thee. Go thy ways: let my
horses be well looked to, without any tricks.

Clo. If I put any tricks upon ’em, sir, they
shall be jades’ tricks; which are their own right
by the law of nature. {Exit.
Laf. A shrewd knave and an unhappy.
Count. So he is. My lord that’s gone made

himself much sport out of him : by his authority
he remains here, which he thinks is a patent for
his sauciness

; and, indeed, he has no pace, but
runs where he will. 71
Laf. I like him well

; ’tis not amiss. And I

was about to tell you, since I heard of the good
lady’s death and that my lord your son was upon
his return home, I moved the king my master to
speak, in the behalf of my daughter; which, in
the minority of them both, his majesty, out of a
self-gracious remembrance, did first propose : his
highness hath promised me to do it : and, to stop
up the displeasure he hath conceived against your
son, there is no fitter matter. How does your
ladyship like it?

Count. .With very much content, my lord;
and I wish it happily effected.

Laf. His highness comes post from Marseilles,
of as able body as when he numbered thirty : he
will be here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him
that in such intelligence hath seldom failed.

Count. It rejoices me, that I hope I shall see
him ere I die. I have letters that my son will be
here to-night : I shall beseech your lordship to re-
main with me till they meet together.
Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what man-

ners I might safely be admitted.
Count. You need but plead your honourable

privilege.

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter
;

but I thank my God it holds yet.

Re-enter Clown.

Clo. O madam, yonder’s my lord your son
with a patch of velvet on’s face: whether there
be a scar under ’t or no, the velvet knows

; but ’tis

a goodly patch of velvet : his left cheek is a cheek
of two pile and a half, but his right cheek is worn
bare.

Laf A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a
good livery of honour

; so belike is that.
Clo. But it is your carbonadoed face.

Laf. Let us go see your son, I pray you : I
long to talk, with the young noble soldier. 109

Clo . Faith, there’s a dozen of ’em, with deli-
cate fine hats and most courteous feathers, which
bow the head and nod at every man. {Exeunt.

i£—

2
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ACT V.

Marseilles. A street.Scene I.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two
Attendants.

Hel. But this exceeding posting day and night

Must wear your spirits low ;
we cannot help it

:

But since you have made the days and nights as one.

To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs.

Be bold you do so grow in my requital

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time

;

Enter a Gentleman.

This man may help me to his majesty’s ear,

If he would spend his power. God save you, sir.

Gent. And you.

Hel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of Franee.
Gent. I have been sometimes there. n
Hel. I do presume, sir, that you are not fallen

From the report that goes upon your goodness

;

And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions,

Which lay nice manners by, I put you to

The use of your own virtues, for the which

I shall continue thankful.

Gent. What’s your will?

Hel. That it will please you
To give this poor petition to the king,

And aid me with that store of power you have 20

To come into his presence.

Gent. The king’s not here.

Uel%
Not here, sir!

Gent. Not, indeed:

He hence removed last night and with more haste

Than is his use.

IVid. Lord, how we lose our pams

!

Hel. All’s well that ends well yet,

Though time seem so adverse and means unfit.

I do beseech you, whither is he gone?

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Rousillon

;

Whither I am going.

Hel. I do beseech you, sir,

Since you are like to see the king before me, 30

Commend the paper to his gracious hand,

Which I presume shall render you no blame

But rather make you thank your pains for it.

I will come after you with what good speed

Our means will make us means.

Gent. This I ’ll do for you.

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well

thank’d,

Whate’er falls more. We must to horse again.

Go, go, provide. CExeunt

.

Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I

stop my nose; or against any man’s metaphoi

Prithee, get thee further.

Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper.

Clo

.

Foh ! prithee, stand away : a paper froi

fortune’s close-stool to give to a nobleman! Look

here he comes himself.

Enter Lafeu.

Here is a purr of fortune’s, sir, or of fortune’s ca

—but not a musk-cat,—that has fallen into th

unclean fishpond of her displeasure, and, as h

says, is muddied withal: pray you, sir, use th

carp as you may ;
for he looks like apoor, decayec

ingenious, foolish, rascally knave. I do pity hi

distress in my similes of comfort and leave him t

your lordship. \Exi,

Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hat

cruelly scratched.

Laf. And what would you have me to do?

too late to pare her nails now. Wherein ha\

you played the knave with fortune, that she shoul

scratch you, who of herself is a good lady an

would not have knaves thrive long under hei

There ’sa quart d’ecu for you : let the justices mak

you and fortune friends : I am for other busines

Par. I beseech your honour to hear me or

single word.

Laf. You beg a single penny more : com

you shall ha ’t; save your word.
_

Par. My name, my good lord, is^Parolles.

Laf. You beg more than Svord,’ then. Cc

my passion ! give me your hand. How does yoi

drum ? ,

Par. O my good lord, you were the first th

found me ! ' I
Laf Was I, in sooth? and I was the first th

lost thee.

Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me
some grace, for you did bring me out.

Laf Out upon thee, knave ! dost thou p

upon me at once both the office of God and t

devil? One brings thee in grace and the oth

brings thee out. \Trumftets sound.

\

The king

coming; I know by his trumpets. Sirrah, r

quire further after me ; I had talk of you 1;

night : though you are a fool and a knave, y

shall eat ;
go to, follow.

Par. I praise God for you. \Exew>

Scene II. Rousillon. Before the Count’spalace.

Enter Clown, and Parolles, following.

Par. Good Monsieur Lavache, give my Lord

Lafeu this letter : I have ere now, sir, been better

known to you, when I have held familiarity with

fresher clothes; but I am now, sir, muddied in

fortune’s mood, and smell somewhat strong of her

strong displeasure.
#

Clo. Truly, fortune’s displeasure is but sluttish,

if it smell so strongly as thou speakestof: I will

henceforth eat no fish of fortune s buttering.

Prithee, allow the wind. }°
Par. Nay, you need not to stop your nose, sir

;

I spake but by a metaphor.

Scene III. Rousillon. The Count’s/^

Flourish. Enter King, Countess, Lafeu,

two French Lords, with Attendants.

King. We lost a jewel of her ;
and our estee

Was made much poorer by it : but your son,

As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know
Her estimation home.
Count. ’Tis past, my liege

;

And I beseech your majesty to make it

Natural rebellion, done i’ the blaze of youth

;

When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s force.

O’erbears it and burns on. -

King. My honour d lady,

I have forgiven and forgotten all;

Though my revenges were high bent upon him

And watch’d the time to shoot.

Laf This I must say,
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But first I beg my pardon, the young lord

Did to his majesty, his mother and his lady

Offence of mighty note ; but to himself

The greatest wrong of all. He lost a wife

Whose beauty did astonish the survey

Ofrichest eyes, whose words all ears took captive,

Whose dear perfection hearts that scorn’d to serve

Humbly call’d mistress.

King. Praising what is lost

Makes* the remembrance dear. Well, call him
hither

;
^20

We are reconciled, and the first view shall kill

All repetition : let him not ask our pardon

;

The nature of his great offence is dead,

And deeper than oblivion we do bury
The incensing relics of it : let him approach,

A stranger, no offender ; and inform him
So ’tis our will he should.

Gent. I shall, my liege. [Exit.

King. What says he to your daughter? have
you spoke ?

Laf. All that he is hath reference to your
highness.

King. Then shall we have a match. I have
letters sent me 30

That set him high in fame.

Enter Bertram.

Laf. He looks well on ’t.

King. I am not a day of season,

For thou mayst see a sunshine and a hail

[n me at once : but to the brightest beams
Distracted clouds give way; so stand thou forth;

I'he time is fair again.

Ber. My high-repented blames,

Dear sovereign, pardon to me.
King. All is whole

;

S"ot one word more of the consumed time.

Let’s take the instant by the forward top ;

For we are old, and on our quick’st decrees 40
The inaudible and noiseless foot of Time
Steals ere we can effect them. You remember
L’he daughter of this lord ?

Ber. Admiringly, my liege, at first
' stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart

Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue
Yhere the impression of mine eye infixing,

Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me,
Yhich warp’d the line of every other favour

;

Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stolen
; 50

Extended or contracted all proportions

L'o a most hideous objedt : thence it came
Chat she whom all men praised and whom my-

self.

Since I have lost, have loved, was in mine eye
L'he dust that did offend it.

King. Well excused

:

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores

away
From the great compt: but love that comes too

late,

-.ike a remorseful pardon slowly carried.

To the great sender turns a sour offence,

Frying, ‘That’s good that’s gone.’ Our rash
faults 60

vlake trivial price of serious things we have,
LTot knowing them until we know their grave :

Dft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust.
Destroy our friends and after weep their dust

:

fOur own love waking cries to see what’s done.

While shame full late sleeps out the afternoon.

Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her.

Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin :

The main consents are had; and here we’ll stay

To see our widower’s second marriage-day. 70
Count. Which better than the first, O dear

|

heaven, bless!

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cesse !

Laf. Come on, my son, in whom my house’s

name
Must be digested, give a favour from you
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter,
That she may quickly come. [Bertram gives a

ring. ] By my old beard,

And every hair that’s on’t, Helen, that’s dead,

Was a sweet creature : such a ring as this,

The last that e’er I took her leave at court,

I saw upon her finger.

Ber. Hers it was not. 80

King. Now, pray you, let me see it ; for mine
eye.

While I was speaking, oft was fasten’d to’t.

This ring was mine
;
and, when I gave it Helen,

j

I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood
Necessitied to help, that by this token
I would relieve her. Had you that craft, to

reave her
Of what should stead her most?
Ber. My gracious sovereign,

J

Howe’er it pleases you to take it so.

The ring was never hers.

Count. Son, on my life,

I have seen her wear it ;
and she reckon’d it 90

At her life’s rate.

Laf I am sure I saw her wear it. !

Ber. You are deceived, my lord ; she never
j

saw it

:

In Florence was it from a casement thrown me,
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name
Of her that threw it : noble she was, and thought
I stood engaged : but when I had subscribed

To mine own fortune and inform d her fully

I could not answer in that course of honour
As she had made the overture, she ceased
In heavy satisfaction and would never 100
Receive the ring again.

King. Plutus himself,

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine,
Hath not in nature’s mystery more science

Than I have in this ring: ’twas mine, ’twas

Helen’s,
Whoever gave it you. Then, if you know
That you are well acquainted with yourself,

Confess ’twas hers, and by what rough enforce-

ment
You got it from her: she call’d the saints to

surety
That she would never put it from her finger,

Unless she gave it to yourself in bed, no
Where you have never come, or sent it us
Upon her great disaster.

Ber. She never saw it.

King. Thou speak’st it falsely, as I love mine
honour;

And makest conjectural fears to come into me,
Which I would fain shut out. If it should prove
That thou art so inhuman,—’twill not prove so ;

—

And yet I know not : thou didst hate her deadly,
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And she is dead ;
which nothing, but to close

Her eyes myself, could win me to believe,

More than to see this ring. Take him away. 120

[Guards seize Bertram

.

My fore-past proofs, howe’er the matter fall,

Shall tax my fears of little vanity,

Having vainly fear’d too little. Away with him !

We’ll sift this matter further.

Ber. If you shall prove

This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy

Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence,

Where yet she never was. [Exit, guarded.
King. I am wrapp’d in dismal thinkings.

Enter a Gentleman.

Gent. Gracious sovereign,

Whether I have been to blame or no, I know not :

Here’s a petition from a Florentine, 130

Who hath for four or five removes come short

To tender it herself. I undertook it,

Vanquish’d thereto by the fair grace and speech
Of the poor suppliant, who by this I know
Is here attending : her business looks in her
With an importing visage ; and she told me,
In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern
Your highness with herself.

King. [Beads] Upon his many protestations to

marry me when his wife was dead, I blush to say
it, he won me. Now is the Count Rousillon a
widower : his vows are forfeited to me, and my
honour’s paid to him. He stole from Florence,

taking no leave, and I follow him to his country
for justice: grant it me, Oking! in you it best

lies; otherwise a seducer flourishes, and a poor
maid is undone. Diana Capilet.

Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and
toll for this : I ’ll none of him.
King. The heavens have thought well on thee,

Lafeu,
_

15°

To bring forth this discovery. Seek these suitors :

Go speedily and bring again the count.

I am afeard the life of Helen, lady.

Was foully snatch’d.

Coiint. Now, justice on the doers !

Re-enter Bertram, guarded.

King. I wonder, sir, sith wives are monsters

to you,
And that you fly them as you swear them lord-

ship.

Yet you desire to marry.

Enter Widow and Diana.

What woman’s that?

Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine,

Derived from the ancient Capilet

:

My suit, as I do understand, you know,
. _

160

And therefore know how far I may be pitied.

Wid. I am her mother, sir, whose age and
honour

Both suffer under this complaint we bring,

And.both shall cease, without your remedy.
King. Come hither, count ;

do you know these

women ?

Ber. My lord, I neither can nor will deny
But that I know them : do they charge me fur-

ther?

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon youi
wife ?

Ber. She’s none of mine, my lord.

Dia. If you shall marry,
You give away this hand, and that is mine

; 17c

You give away heaven’s vows, and those are

mine ;

You give away myself, which is known mine
;

For I by vow am so embodied yours.

That she which marries you must marry me.
Either both or none.

Laf. Your reputation comes too short for my
daughter; you are no husband for her.

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate
creature,

Whom sometime I have laugh’d with : let your
highness

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour 18c

Than for to think that I would sink it here.

Kmg. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them
ill to friend

Till your deeds gain them: fairer prove your
honour

Than in my thought it lies.

Dia. Good my lord,

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think
Fie had not my virginity.

King. What say’st thou to her?
Ber. She’s impudent, my lord,

And was a common gamester to the camp.
Dia. He does me wrong, my lord ;

if I were so,

He might have bought me at a common price :

Do not believe him. 0 ,
behold this ring,

Whose high respedl and rich validity

Did lack a parallel
;
yet for all that

He gave it to a commoner 0’ the camp,
If I be one.

Count. He blushes, and ’tis it:

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem,
Conferr’d by testament to the sequent issue,

Hath it been owed and worn. This is his wife ;

That ring’s a thousand proofs.

King. Methought you said

You saw one here in court could witness it. 200

Dia. I did, my lord, but loath am to produce
So bad an instrument : his name ’s Parolles.

Laf. I saw the man to-day, if man he be.

King. Find him, and bring him hither.

[Exit an A ttendant.

Ber. What of him ?

Lie’s quoted for a most perfidious slave,

With all the spots 0’ the world tax’d and de-

bosh’d ;

Whose nature sickens but to speak a truth.

Am I or that or this for what he ’ll utter.

That will speak any thing?
King. She hath that ring of yours.

Ber. I think she has : certain it is I liked her,

And boarded her i’ the wanton way of youth : 21 1

She knew her distance and did angle for me.
Madding my eagerness with her restraint,

As all impediments in fancy’s course

Are motives of more fancy ; and, in fine,

Her infinite cunning, with her modern grace.

Subdued me to her rate : she got the ring ;

And I had that which any inferior might
At market-price have bought.

Dia. I must be patient :

You, that have turn’d off a first so noble wife, 220
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;ay justly diet me. I pray you yet

;

nee you lack virtue, I will lose a husband

;

jnd for your ring, I will return it home,
nd give me mine again.

Ber. I have it not.

King

.

What ring was yours, I pray you ?

Dia. Sir, much like

he same upon your finger.

King. Know you this ring? this ring was his

of late.

Dia. And this was it I gave him, being abed.
King. The story then goes false, you threw it

him
ut of a casement.
Dia. I have spoke the truth. 230

Enter Parolles.

Ber. My lord, I do confess the ring was hers.

King. You boggle shrewdly, every feather

starts you.
this the man you speak of?

Dia. Ay, my lord.

King. Tell me, sirrah, but tell me true, I

charge you,
ot fearing the displeasure of your master,
hich on your just proceeding I’ll keep off,

/ him and by this woman here what know you ?

Par. So please your majesty, my master hath
en an honourable gentleman : tricks he hath
d in him, which gentlemen have. 240
King. Come, come, to the purpose : did he
sq this woman?
Par. Faith, sir, he did love her; but how?
King. How, I pray you ?

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman
/es a woman.
King. How is that?
Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not.

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave,
hat an equivocal companion is this ! 250
Par. I am a poor man, and at your majesty’s
mmand.
Laf. He’s a good drum, my lord, but a
ughty orator.

Dia. Do you know he promised me marriage ?

Par. Faith, I know more than I’ll speak.
King. But wilt thou not speak all thou knowest ?

Par. Yes, so please your majesty. I did go
tween them, as I said ; but more than that, he
/ed her : for indeed he was mad for her, and
ked of Satan and of Limbo and of Furies and
know not what

:
yet I was in that credit with

em at that time that I knew of their going to

d, and of other motions, as promising her mar-
tge, and things which would derive me ill will

speak of; therefore I will not speak what I

:OW.

King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless
ou canst say they are married : but thou art too
e in thy evidence ; therefore stand aside. 270
lis ting, you say, was yours?
Dia. Ay, my good lord.
King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it

you?
Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not

buy it.

King. Who lent it you?
Dia. It was not lent me neither.

King. Where did you find it, then?
Dia. I found it not.

King. If it were yours by none of all these
ways,

Flow could you give it him?
Dia. I never gave it him.
Laf. This woman ’s an easy glove, my lord

;

she goes off and on at pleasure.

King. This ring was mine
; I gave it his first

wife. 280
Dia. It might be yours or hers, for aught

I know.
King. Take her away

; I do not like her now;
To prison with her : and away with him.
Unless thou tell’st me where thou hadst this ring,

Thou diest within this hour.
Dia. I ’ll never tell you.
King. Take her away.
Dia. I ’ll put in bail, my liege.

King. I think thee now some common cus-

tomer.
Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, ’twas you.
King. Wherefore hast thou accused him all

this while? 289
Dia. Because he ’s guilty, and he is not guilty

;

He knows I am no maid, and he’ll swear to’t

;

I’ll swear I am a maid, and he knows not.

Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life

;

I am either maid, or else this old man’s wife.

King. She does abuse our ears; to prison
with her.

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. Stay,
royal sir: [Exit Widow.

The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for.

And he shall surety me. But for this lord,

Who hath abused me, as he knows himself,

Though yet he never harm’d me, here I quit him :

He knows himself my bed he hath defiled
; 301

And at that time he got his wife with child

:

Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick

:

So there’s my riddle : one that’s dead is quick;
And now behold the meaning.

Re-enter Widow, with Helena.

King. Is there no exorcist

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes?
Is’t real that I see?
Hel. No, my good lord;

’Tis but the shadow of a wife you see.

The name and not the thing.

Ber. Both, both. O, pardon!
Hel. O my good lord, when I was like this

maid, 310
I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring

;

And, look you, here’s your letter; this it says

:

‘When from my finger you can get this ring

And are by me with child,’ &c. This is done

:

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won?
Ber. If she, my liege, can make me know

this clearly,

I’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.

Hel. If it appear not plain and prove untrue,
Deadly divorce step between me and you !

O my dear mother, do I see you living? 320
Laf. Mine eyes smell onions ; I shall weep

anon

:

\To Parolles] Good Tom Drum, lend me a hand-
kercher : so,
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I thank thee : wait on me home, I ’ll make sport

with thee

:

Let thy courtesies alone, they are scurvy ones.

King. Let us from point to point this story

know.
To make the even truth in pleasure flow.

[To Diana\ If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped
flower.

Choose thou thy husband, and I ’ll pay thy dower

;

For I can guess that by thy honest aid

Thou kept’st a wife herself, thyself a maid. 330
Of that and all the progress, more or less,

Resolvedly more leisure shall express

:

All yet seems well ; and if it end so meet,
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet.

[Flouru

EPILOGUE.
King. The king’s a beggar, now the play

done

:

All is well ended, if this suit be won,
That you express content ; which we will pay.
With strife to please you, day exceeding day

:

Ours be your patience then, and yours our part

Your gentle hands lend us, and take our hearts
[Exeunt. 3.

1
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DRAMATIS PERSONS.

Orsino, Duke of Illyria.

Sebastian, brother to yiola.

.

Antonio, a sea captain, friend to Sebas-
tian.

A Sea Captain, friend to Viola.

Valentine,
j
gentlemen attending on the

Curio, J Duke.
Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia.

Sir Andrew Aguecheek.
Malvolio, steward to Olivia.

FESTE^a Clown, }
servants t0 01ivia‘

Olivia.
Viola.
Maria, Olivia’s woman.

Lords, Priests, Sailors, Officers, Musicians, and
other Attendants.

Scene: A city in Illyria
,
and the sea-coast

near it.

ACT I.

Scene I. The Duke’s palace.

'ter Duke, Curio, and other Lords; Mu-
sicians attending.

9uke. If music be the food of love, play on

;

/e me excess of it, that, surfeiting,

e appetite may sicken, and so die.

at strain again ! it had a dying fall

:

it came o’er my ear like the sweet sound,
at breathes upon a bank of violets,

:aling and giving odour ! Enough ; no more

:

s not so sweet now as it was before,

spirit of love ! how quick and fresh art thou,

at, notwithstanding thy capacity io

ceiveth as the sea, nought enters there,

what validity and pitch soe’er,

t falls into abatement and low price,

en in a minute : so full of shapes is fancy
at it alone is high fantastical.

7tir. Will you go hunt, my lord?

9uke. What, Curio?
7ur. The hart.

9uke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have

:

when mine eyes did see Olivia first,

-.thought she purged the air of pestilence ! 20
at instant was I turn’d into a hart

;

d my desires, like fell and cruel hounds,
:r since pursue me.

Enter Valentine.

How now ! what news from her?
rIal. So please my lord, I might not be ad-

mitted ;

t from her handmaid do return this answer

:

e element itself, till seven years’ heat,
all not behold her face at ample view

;

t, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk
d water once a day her chamber round
th eye-offending brine : all this to season 30
orother’s dead love, which she would keep fresh
d lasting in her sad remembrance.
9uke. O, she that hath a heart of that fine

frame

To pay this debt of love but to a brother,
How will she love, when the rich golden shaft
Hath kill’d the flock of all affedtions else

That live in her ; when liver, brain and heart,

These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and fill’d

Her sweet perfections with one self king

!

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers
: 40

Love-thoughts lie richwhen canopied with bowers.
[Exeunt.

Scene II. The sea-coast.

Enter Viola, a Captain, and Sailors.

Vio. What country, friends, is this ?

Cap. This is Illyria, lady.

Vio. And what should I do in Illyria?

My brother he is in Elysium.
Perchance he is not drown’d: what think you,

sailors ?

Cap. It is perchance that you yourself were
saved.

Vio. O my poor brother ! and so perchance
may he be.

Cap. True, madam : and, to comfort you with
chance,

Assure yourself, after our ship did split,

When you and those poor number saved with you
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 11

Most provident in peril, bind himself,

Courage and hope both teaching him the pradlice,

To a strong mast that lived upon the sea

;

Where, like Arion on the dolphin’s back,

I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves
So long as I could see.

Vio. For saying so, there’s gold

:

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope,
Whereto thy speech serves for authority, 20
The like of him. Know’st thou this country ?

Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and
born

Not three hours’ travel from this very place.

Vio. Who governs here ?

Cap. A noble duke, in nature as in name.
Vio. What is his name ?

Cap. Orsino.
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[Act

Vio. Orsino ! I have heard my father name
him

:

He was a bachelor then.

Cap. And so is now, or was so very late
; 30

For but a month ago I went from hence,
And then ’twas fresh in murmur,—as, you know,
What great ones do the less will prattle of,

—

That he did seek the love of fair Olivia.

Vio. What’s she?
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count

That died some twelvemonth since, then leaving

her
In the protection of his son, her brother,

Who shortly also died : for whose dear love,

They say, she hath abjured the company 40
And sight of men.

Vio. O that I served that lady
And might not be delivered to the world,
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow,
What my estate is !

Cap. That were hard to compass

;

Eecause she will admit no kind of suit,

No, not the duke’s.

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain

;

And though that nature with a beauteous wall
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee
I will believe thou hast a mind that suits 50
With this thy fair and outward character.
I prithee, and I ’ll pay thee bounteously.
Conceal me what I am, and be my aid
For such disguise as haply shall become
The form of my intent. I ’ll serve this duke :

Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him

:

It may be worth thy pains; for I can sing
And speak to him in many sorts of music
That will allow me very worth his service.

What else may hap to time I will commit ; 60
Only shape thou thy silence to my wit.

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I ’ll be :

When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see.

Vio. I thank thee : lead me on. \Exeunt.

Scene III. Olivia’s house.

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria.

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to

take the death of her brother thus? I am sure

care ’s an enemy to life.

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come
in earlier o’ nights

:
your cousin, my lady, takes

great exceptions to your ill hours.

Sir To. Why, let her except, before excepted.
Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within

the modest limits of order. 9
Sir To. Confine ! I’ll confine myself no finer

than I am : these clothes are good enough to

drink in ; and so be these boots too : an they be
not, let them hang themselves in their own straps.

Mar. That quaffing and drinking will undo
you : I heard my lady talk of it yesterday ; and
of a foolish knight that you brought in one night
here to be her wooer.
Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Aguecheek?
Mar. Ay, he.

Sir To. He’s as tall a man as any’s in Illyria.

Mar. What’s that to the purpose? 21

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a
year.

Mar. Ay, but he’ll have but a year in all the

ducats ; he’sa very fool and a prodigal.

Sir To. Fie, that you’ll say so ! he plays
the viol-de-gamboys, and speaks three or four U
guages word for word without book, and ha
all the good gifts of nature.
Mar. He hath indeed, almost natural; i

besides that he’s a fool, he’s a great quarrellt

and but that he hath the gift of a coward to all

the gust he hath in quarrelling, ’tis thought amo.
the prudent he would quickly have the gift of

grave.
Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels a’

substradtors that say so of him. Who are they
Mar. They that add, moreover, he’s dru:!

nightly in your company.
Sir To. With drinking healths to my niec

I ’ll drink to her as long as there is a passage
my throat and drink in Illyria : he’s a coward ai

a coystrill that will not drink to my niece till 1

brains turn 0’ the toe like a parish-top. Wh;
wench! Castiliano vulgo! for here comes £

Andrew Agueface.

Enter Sir Andrew Aguecheek.
Sir And. Sir Toby Belch ! how now, Sir Tol

Belch

!

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew !

Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew.
Mar. And you too, sir.

Sir To. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost.

Sir And. What’s that?
Sir To. My niece’s chambermaid.
Sir And. Good Mistress Accost, I desire bett

acquaintance.
Mar. My name is Mary, sir.

Sir And. Good Mistress Mary Accost,

—

Sir To. You mistake, knight: ‘accost’ is fro

her, board her, woo her, assail her.

Sir A nd. By my troth, I would not undertai

her in this company. Is that the meaning
‘ accost’?

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen.
Sir To. An thou let part so, Sir Andre'

would thou mightst never draw sword again.

Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would
might never draw sword again. Fair lady, do y<

think you have fools in hand ?

Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand.
Sir And. Marry, but you shall have; ai

here’s my hand.
Mar. Now, sii% ‘thought is free:’ I pray yo

bring your hand tothe buttery-bar and let it drill

Sir A nd. Wherefore, sweet-heart ? what ’s yo;

metaphor?
Mar. It’s dry, sir.

Sir And. Why, I think so : I am not such ;

ass but I can keep myhand dry. But what’s yoij

jest? '

|Mar. A dry jest, sir.

Sir And. Are you full of them?
Mar. Ay, sir, I have them at my fingers’ end:

marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren.
[Exi

Sir To. O knight, thou lackesta cup ofcanan
when did I see thee so put down?
Sir And. Never in your life, I think; unle

you see canary put me down. Methinks som
times I have no more wit than a Christian or a
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nary man has : but I am a great eater of beef

I believe that does harm to my wit. 91

ir To. No question.

ir And. An I thought that, 1 ’Id forswear it.

ride home to-morrow, Sir Toby.

ir To. Pourquoi, my dear knight?

ir And. What is ‘pourquoi’? do or not do?

mid I had bestowed that time in the tongues

I have in fencing, dancing and bear-baiting

:

lad I but followed the arts !

ir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head
air. 10 x

ir And. Why, would that have mended my
?

ir To. Past question ; for thou seest it will

curl by nature.

ir And. But it becomes me well enough,
;’t not?

ir To. Excellent; it hangs like flax on a
iff; and I hope to see a housewife take thee

/een her legs and spin it off.
.

x 10

irAnd. Faith, I ’ll home to-morrow, Sir Toby

:

- niece will not be seen ; or if she be, it’s four

le she’ll none of me : the count himself here
l by woos her.

•r To. She’ll none o’ the count: she’ll not

:h above her degree, neither in estate, years,

wdt ; I have heard her swear ’t. Tut, there’s

n’t, man.
'r And. I’ll stay a month longer. I am a
w o’ the strangest mind i’ the world ; I delight

asques and revels sometimes altogether. 121
r To. Art thou good at these kickshawses,
ht?
r And. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever
e, under the degree of my betters ; and yet I

not compare with an old man.
r To. What is thy excellence in a galliard,

ht?
r And. Faith, I can cut a caper.
r To. And I can cut the mutton to’t. 130
"r And. And I think I have the back-trick
ly as strong as any man in Illyria.

r To. Wherefore are these things hid?
•efore have these gifts a curtain before ’em?
they like to take dust, like Mistress Mall’s
ire? why dost thou not go to church in a
ard and come home in a coranto ? My very
should be a jig; I would not so much as

e water but in a sink-a-pace. What dost thou
1 ? Is it a world to hide virtues in ? I did
c, by the excellent constitution of thy leg,

is formed under the st-ar of a galliard.

r And. Ay, ’tis strong, and it does indiffe-

well in a flame-coloured stock. Shall we
bout some revels ?

r To. What shall we do else? were we not
under Taurus?
r And. Taurus ! That’s sides and heart.
rTo. No, sir; it is legs and thighs. Let
;ee thee caper; ha! higher: ha, ha! excel-

[.Exeunt

.

15

1

Scene IV. The Duke’s palace.

Valentine, and Viola in man's attire.

xl. If the duke continue these favours to-
:s you, Cesario, you are like to be much ad-

vanced : he hath known you but three days, and
already you are no stranger.

Vio. You either fear his humour or my negli-
gence, that you call in question the continuance
of his love : is he inconstant, sir, in his favours ? .

Val. No, believe me.
Vio. I thank you. FIere comes the count.

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants.

Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho ? 10
Vio. On your attendance, my lord; here.
Duke. Stand you a while aloof. Cesario,

Thou know’st no less but all ; I have unclasp’d
To thee the book even of my secret soul

:

Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her

;

Be not denied access, stand at her doors,
And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow
Till thou have audience.

Vio. Sure, my noble lord,
If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 20
Duke. Be clamorous and leap all civil bounds

Rather than make unprofited return.
Vio. Say I do speak with her, my lord, what

then?
Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love.

Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith

:

It shall become thee well to a<5t my woes;
She will attend it better in thy youth
Than in a nuncio’s of more grave aspedt.

Vio. I think not so, my lord.

Dttke. Dear lad, believe it;

For they shall yet belie thy happy years, 30
That say thou art a man : Diana’s lip

Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe
Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound,
And all is semblative a woman’s part.
I know thy constellation is right apt
For this affair. Some four or five attend him

;

All, if you will
; for I myself am best

When least in company. Prosper well in this.

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord,
To call his fortunes thine.

Vio. I ’ll do my best 40
To woo your lady: [Aside] yet, a barful strife !

Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wife.

[Exeunt

.

Scene V. Olivia’s hotise.

Enter Maria and Clown.
Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast

been, or I will xiot open my lips so wide as a
bristle may enter in way of thy excuse : my lady
will hang thee for thy absence.

Clo. Let her hang me : he that is well hanged
in this world needs to fear no colours.
Mar. Make that good.
Clo. He shall see none to fear.

Mar. A good lenten answer : I can tell thee
where that saying was born, of ‘ I fear no colours.’

Clo. Where, good Mistress Mary ? n
Mar. In the wars; and that may you be bold

to say in your foolery.

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom that have
it; and those that are fools, let them use their
talents.

Mar. Yet you will be hanged for being so
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long absent; or, to be turned away, is not that

as good as a hanging to you? 19

Clo. Many a good hanging prevents a bad

marriage ;
and, for turning away, let summer bear

it out.

Mar. You are resolute, then?

Clo

.

Not so, neither; but I am resolved on two

points.

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold

;

or, if both break, your gaskins fall.

Clo. Apt, in good faith ;
very apt. Well, go thy

way; if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou

wert as witty a piece of Eve’s flesh as any in
’ iuyria *

, , „ 31

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o that. Were

comes my lady : make your excuse wisely, you

were best.
,

[Exit.

Clo. Wit, an’t be thy will, put me into good

fooling ! Those wits, that think they have thee,

do very oft prove fools ; and I, that am sure I

lack thee, may pass for a wise man : for what says

Quinapalus? * Better a witty fool than a foolish

wit.’ 4°

the better increasing your folly ! Sir Toby will

sworn that I am no fox ; but he will not pass
word for twopence that you are no fool.

Oil. How say you to that, Malvolio?
Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes deligh

such a barren rascal: I saw him put down
other day with an ordinary fool that has no m
brain than a stone. Look you now, he’s out

his guard already ; unless you laugh and minis

occasion to him, he is gagged. I protest, I t:

these wise men, that crow so at these set kinc

fools, no better than the fools’ zanies.

Oil. O, you are sick ofself-love, Malvolio,

;

taste with a distempered appetite. To be ge
rous, guiltless and of free disposition, is to t;

those things for bird-bolts that you deem cann
bullets : there is no slander in an allowed f(

though he do nothing but rail
;
nor no railing

a known discreet man, though he do nothing
reprove.

Clo. Now Mercury endue thee with leasi

for thou speakest well of fools

!

Enter Lady Olivia with Malvolio.

:
God bless thee, lady

!

Oli. Take the fool away.
Clo. Do you not hear, fellows? Take away

the lady.

Oli. Go to, you’re a dry fool ; I ’ll no more of

you : besides, you grow dishonest.

Clo. Two faults, madonna, that drink and
1 good counsel will amend : for give the dry fool

drink, then is the fool not dry : bid the dishonest

I man mend himself
;

if he mend, he is no longer

dishonest ; if he cannot, let the botcher mend him.

j

Any thing that’s mended is but patched : virtue

! that transgresses is but patched with sin ; and sin

!
that amends is but patched with virtue. If that

|

this simple syllogism will serve, so ;
if it will not,

what remedy ? As there is no true cuckold but

calamity, so beauty’s a flower. The lady bade
take away the fool ; therefore, I say again, take

her away.
Oli. Sir, I bade them take away you. 60

Clo. Misprision in the highest degree ! Lady,
cucullus non facit monachum; that’s as much

i to say as I wear not motley in my brain. Good

j

madonna, give me leave to prove you a fool.

|

Oli. Can you do it?

I
Clo. Dexteriously, good madonna.

• Oli. Make your proof.

I

Clo. I must catechize you for it, madonna:
.

good my mouse of virtue, answer me.
Oli. Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I ’ll

:
bide your proof. 71

|

Clo. Good madonna, why mournest thou?

|

Oli. Good fool, for my brother’s death.

|

Clo. I think his soul is in hell, madonna.

|

' Oli. I know his soul is in heaven, fool.

Clo. The more fool, madonna, to mourn for

your brother’s soul being in heaven. Take away
the fool, gentlemen.

! Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio ?

doth he not mend ? 80
Mai. Yes, and shall do till the pangs of death

shake him : infirmity, that decays the wise, doth

)

ever make the better fool.

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for

Re-enter Maria.

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a yoi

gentleman much desires to speak with you. •

Oli. From the Count Orsino, is it?

Mar. I know not, madam : ’tis a fair yoi

man, and well attended.

Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay?

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman.
Oli. Fetch him off, I pray you ; he speaks

thing but madman : fie on him ! [Exit Mar
Go you, Malvolio : if it be a suit from the coi

I am sick, or not at home ;
what you will, to

miss it. {Exit Malvolio.] Now you see,

how your fooling grows old, and people dislikt

Clo. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, a

thy eldest son should be a fool ;
whose skull J

cram with brains ! for,—here he comes,—ont

thy kin has a most weak pia mater.

Enter Sir Toby.

Oli. By mine honour, half drunk. What is

at the gate, cousin ?

Sir To. A gentleman.

Oli. A gentleman! what gentleman?

Sir To. ’Tis a gentleman here—a plague

these pickle-herring ! How now, sot

!

Clo. Good Sir Toby !

Oli. Cousin, cousin, how have you come

early by this lethargy?

Sir To. Lechery ! I defy lechery. Ther

one at the gate.

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he ?

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he wil

care not: give me faith, say I. Well, it s °j

[zM

Oli. What’s a drunken man like, fool?

Clo. Like a drowned man, a fool and a n

man : one draught above heat makes him a fo

the second mads him ;
and a third drowns hur.

Oli. Go thou and seek the crowner, and

him sit o’ my coz ; for he’s in the third degree

drink, he’s drowned: go, look after him.

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna; and >

fool shall look to the madman. {hx
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Re-enter Malvolio.

'al. Madam, yond young fellow swears he

speak with you. I told him you were sick

;

akes 011 him to understand so much, and there-

comes to speak with you. I told him you

j asleep ;
he seems to have a foreknowledge

!iat too, and therefore comes to speak with

What is to be said to him, lady? he’sforti-

against any denial.

II Tell him he shall not speak with me.
r
al. Has been told so; and he says, he’ll

d at your door like a sheriffs post, and be the

jorter to a bench, but he’ll speak with you.

li. What kind o’ man is he ?

ral. Why, of mankind. 160

li. What manner of man ?

T
al. Of very ill manner; he’ll speak with

will you or no.

li. Of what personage and years is he ?

r
al. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young
lgh for a boy; as a squash is before ’tis a

.cod, or [a codling when ’tis almost an apple :

vith him in standing water, between boy and

. He is very well-favoured and hfe speaks
• shrewishly ; one would think his mother’s

: were scarce out of him. 171

li. Let him approach; call in my gentle-

lan.
T
al. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit.

Re-enter Maria.

li. Give me my veil: come, throw it o’er

my face.

11 once more hear Orsino’s embassy.

Enter Viola, and Attendants.

10. The honourable lady of the house, which
;e?

11. Speak to me; I shall answer for her.

r will?
#

180
10. Most radiant, exquisite and unmatch-
beauty,—I pray you, tell me if this be the

' of the house, for I never saw her
;

.

I would
)ath to cast away my speech, for besides that

excellently well penned, I have taken great

is to con it. Good beauties, let me sustain no
n; I am very comptible, even to the least

;ter usage.
11. Whence came you, sir? 189
10. I can say little more than I have studied,

that question’s out of my part. Good gentle

give me modest assurance if you be the lady
le house, that I may proceed in my speech.

11. Are you a comedian?
10. No, my profound heart : and yet, by the

r fangs of malice I swear, I am not that I play.

you the lady of the house ?

11. If I do not usurp myself, I am.
'io . Most certain, if you are she, you do
*p yourself; for what is yours to bestow is

yours to reserve. But this is from my com-
mon : I will on with my speech in your praise,

then show you the heart of my message.
li. Come to what is important in’t ; I forgive

the praise.

'io. Alas, I took great pains to study it, and
poetical.

Oli. It is the more like to be feigned : I pray

you, keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my
gates, and allowed your approach rather to won-

der at you than to hear you. If you be not mad,

be gone; if you have reason, be brief: ’tis not

that time of moon with me to make one in so

skipping a dialogue.

Mar. Will you hoist sail, sir? here lies your

way.
Vio. No, good swabber; I am to hull here a i

little longer. Some mollification for your giant,
J

sweet lady. Tell me your mind: I am»a mes-
;

senger. 220

Oli. Sure, you have some hideous matter to
i

deliver, when the courtesy of it is so fearful. >

Speak your office.

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no

overture of war, no taxation of homage : I hold

the olive in my hand ;
my words are as full of

peace as matter.

Oli. Yet you began rudely. What are you?

what would you ? 229
Vio. The rudeness that hath appeared in me

have I learned from my entertainment. What I

am, and what I would, are as secret as maiden-

head ; to your ears, divinity, to any other’s, pro-
!

fanation.

Oli. Give us the place alone : we will hear

this divinity. [.Exeunt Maria and Attendants.}

Now, sir, what is your text?

Vio. Most sweet lady,

—

Oli. A comfortable dodtrine, and much may
j

be said of it. Where lies your text? 240
j

Vio. In Orsino’s bosom.
OIL In his bosom ! In what chapter of his

bosom?
|

Vio. To answer by the method, in the first of

his heart.

Oli. O, I have read it: it is heresy. Have
you no more to say?

Vio. Good madam, let me see your face.

Oli. Have you any commission from your lord

to negotiate with my face? You are now out of
j

your text : but we will draw the curtain and show
you the pidture. Look you, sir, such a one I was
this present: is’t not well done? [ Unveiling

.

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all.

Oli. ’Tis in grain, sir ; ’twill endure wind and
weather.

Vio. ’Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and
white

Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on

:

Lady, you are the cruell’st she alive,

If you will lead these graces to the grave 260

And leave the world no copy.

Oli. O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted ; I

will give out divers schedules of my beauty : it

shall be inventoried, and every particle and uten-

sil labelled to my will : as, item, two lips, indifferent

red ;
item, two grey eyes, with lids to them ;

1

item, one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were you I

sent hither to praise me ?

Vio. I see you what you are, you are too 1

proud

;

But, if you were the devil, you are fair. 270
j

My lord and master loves you : O, such love

Could be but recompensed, though you were
crown’d

The nonpareil of beauty !
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[Act

OH. How does he love me?
Vio. With adorations, fertile tears,

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire.

Oli. Your lord does know my mind; I cannot
love him

:

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble,
Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth;
In voices well divulged, free, learn’d and valiant

;

And in dimension and the shape of nature 280
A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him

;

He might have took his answer long ago.
Vio . fc If I did love you in my master’s flame,

With such a suffering, such a deadly life,

In your denial I would find no sense ;

I would not understand it.

Oli. Why, what would you ?

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate.
And call upon my soul within the house

;

Write loyal cantons of contemned love
And sing them loud even in the dead of night

;

Halloo your name to the reverberate hills 291
And make the babbling gossip of the air

Cry out ‘ Olivia!’ O, you should not rest
Between the elements of air and earth,
But you should pity me !

Oli.
^

You might do much.
What is your parentage ?

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well

:

I am a gentleman.
Oli. Get you to your lord

;

I cannot love him ; let him send no more ;

Unless, perchance, you come to me again, 300
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well

:

I thank you for your pains : spend this for me.
Vio. I am no fee’d post, lady; keep your

purse

:

My master, not myself, lacks recompense.
Love make his heart of flint that you shall love

;

And let your fervour, like my master’s, be
Placed in contempt ! Farewell, fair cruelty.

{Exit.
Oli. ‘ What is your parentage?’

‘ Above my fortunes, yet my state is well

:

I am a gentleman.’ I’ll be sworn thou art
; 310

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, adlions and
spirit,

Do give thee five-fold blazon : not too fast : soft,

soft

!

Unless the master were the man. How now

!

Even so quickly may one catch the plague ?

Methinks I feel this youth’s perfections
With an invisible and subtle stealth
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.

What ho, Malvolio

!

Re-enter Malvolio.

Mai. Here, madam, at your service.

Oli. Run after that same peevish messenger,
The county’s man : he left this ring behind him,
Would I or not: tell him I’ll none of it. 321
Desire him not to flatter with his lord,

Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him

:

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow,
I’ll give him reasons for’t : hie thee, Malvolio.
Mai. Madam, I will. {Exit.
Oli. I do I know not what, and fear to find

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind.
Fate, show thy force : ourselves we do not owe ;

What is decreed must be, and be this so. {Exit.

ACT II.

Scene I. The sea-coast.

Enter Antonio a7td Sebastian.

Ant. Will you stay no longer? nor will i

not that I go with you?
Seb. By your patience, no. My stars sh

darkly over me : the malignancy ofmy fate mij
perhaps distemper yours ; therefore I shall cr:

of you your leave that I may bear my evils aloi
it were a bad recompense for your love, to
any of them on you.
Ant. Let me yet know of you whither you ;

bound.
Seb. No, sooth, sir: my determinate voy£

is mere extravagancy. . But I perceive in you
excellent a touch of modesty, that you will 1

extort from me what I am willing to keep
therefore it charges me in manners the rather
express myself.

_

You must know of me then, A
tonio, my name is Sebastian, which I called Ro<
rigo. My father was that Sebastian of Messalii
whom I know you have heard of. He left behi
him myself and a sister, both born in an hour

:

the heavens had been pleased, would we had
ended ! but you, sir, altered that ; for some he
before you took me from the breach of the 5

was my sister drowned.
Ant. Alas the day

!

Seb. A lady, sir, though it was said she mu
resembled me, was yet of many accounted bet
tiful : but, though I could not with such estimal
wonder overfar believe that, yet thus far I w
boldly publish her; she bore a mind that en
could not but call fair. She is drowned ahead
sir, with salt water, though I seem to drown h

remembrance again with more.
Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainmei
Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your troub!

Ajit. If you will not murder me for my lov

let me be your servant.
Seb. If you will notnindo what you have don

that is, kill him whom you have recovered, desi

it not. Fare ye well at once: my bosom is fi

6f kindness, and I am yet so near the manners
my mother, that upon the least occasion mo*
mine eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound
the Count Orsino’s court : farewell. {Ex\
Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go wi

- thee

!

I have many enemies in Orsino’s court,
Else would I very shortly see thee there.
But, come what may, I do adore thee so,

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. .

{Exi

Scene II. A street..

Enter Viola, Malvoliofollowing.
Mai. Were not you even now with the Counte

Olivia? *

Vio.. Even now, sir; on a moderate pace
have since arrived but hither.

Mai. She returns this ring to you, sir: ycj

might have saved me my pains, to have taken
away yourself. She adds, moreover, that yo:

should put your lord into a desperate assuranc
she will none of him : and one thing more, th:
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be never so hardy to come again in his af-

,
unless it be to report your lord’s taking of

Receive it so.

to. She took the ring of me : I ’ll none of it.

r

al. Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to

and her will is, it should be so returned : if

: worth stooping for, there it lies in your eye

;

,t, be it his that finds it. {Exit,

io. I left no ring with her : what means this

lady?
:une forbid my outside have not charm’d her

!

made good view of me ;
indeed, so much, 20

t sure methought her eyes had lost her tongue,

she did speak in starts distractedly,

loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion

tes me in this churlish messenger,

e of my lord’s ring ! why, he sent her none.

1 the man : if it be so, as ’tis,

r lady, she were better love a dream,
piise, I see, thou art a wickedness,

;rein the pregnant enemy does much.
v easy is it for the proper-false 30
women’s waxen hearts to set their forms !

our frailty is the cause, not we 1

such as we are made of, such we be.
/ will this fadge ? my master loves her dearly

;

I, poor monster, fond as much on him

;

she, mistaken, seems to dote on me.
it will become of this? As I am man,
state is desperate for my master’s love

;

am woman,—now alas the day !

—

it thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe !

Tie ! thou must untangle this, not I
; 41

too hard a knot for me to untie ! {.Exit.

Scene III. Olivia’s hotise.

Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew.

r To. Approach, Sir Andrew : not to be a-bed
• midnight is to be up betimes ; and ‘ diluculo

ere,’ thou know’st,

—

'r And. Nay, by my troth, I know not : but
ow, to be up late is to be up late.

r To. A false conclusion : I hate it as “an

led can. To be up after midnight and to go
id then, is early : so that to go to bed after

light is to go to bed betimes. Does, not our
ionsist of the four elements? 10

r And. Faith, so they say; but I think it

er consists of eating and drinking.
:r To. Thou’rt a scholar ;

let us therefore eat
drink. Marian, I say ! a stoup of wine !

Enter Clown.

\r And. Here comes the fool, i’ faith.
7
o. How now, my hearts! did you never
the picture of ‘ we three ’ ?

;r To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a catch.

•r And. By my troth, the fool has an excel-

breast. I had rather than forty shillings I

such a leg, and so sweet a breath to sing, as

fool has. In sooth, thou wast in very gracious
ng last night, when thou spokest of Pigrogro-
is, of the Vapians passing the equinoctial of
ubus : ’twas very good, i’ faith. I sent thee
ence for thy leman : hadst it?

lo. I did impeticosthygratillity ; for Malvolio’s
: is no whipstock : my lady has a white hand,
the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses.

Sir And. Excellent! why, this is the best

fooling, when all is done. Now, a song. 31
Sir To. Come on ;

there is sixpence for you :

let’s have a song.
Sir And. There’s a testril of me too: if one

knight give a—
Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a song

of good life ?

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song.
Sir And. Ay, ay : I care not for good life.

Clo. [Sing's]

O mistress mine, where are you roaming ? 40
O, stay and hear

;
your true love’s coming,

That can sing both high and low

:

Trip no further, pretty sweeting;
Journeys end in lovers meeting,
Every wise man’s son doth know.

Sir And. Excellent good, i’ faith.

Sir To. Good, good.
Clo. [Sings]

What is love ? ’tis not hereafter

;

Present mirth hath present laughter

;

What’s to come is still unsure
: 50

In delay there lies no plenty ;

Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty,
Youth’s a stuff will not endure.

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am true

knight.

Sir To. A contagious breath.

Sir And. Very sweet and contagious, i’ faith.

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in

contagion. But shall we make the welkin dance
indeed ? shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch

that will draw three souls out of one weaver? shall

we do that?
Sir And. An you love me, let’s do’t: I am

dog at a catch.

Clo. By’ r lady
,
sir

,
andsome dogs will catch well.

Sir And. Most certain. Let our catch be,

‘Thou knave.’

Clo.
‘ Hold thy peace, thou knave,’ knight?

I shall be constrained in’t to call thee knave,
knight.

#
70

Sir And. ’Tis not the first time I have con-

strained one to call me knave. Begin, fool: it

begins ‘ Hold thy peace.’

Clo. I shall never begin if I hold my peace.

Sir And. Good, i’ faith. Come, begin.

[Catch sung.

Enter Maria.

Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep here !

If my lady have not called up her steward Mal-
volio and bid him turn you out of doors, never
trust me. 79
Sir To. My lady’s a Catalan, we are politi-

cians, Malvolio’s a Peg-a-Ramsey, and ‘ Three
merry men be we.’ Am not I consanguineous?
am I not of her blood? Tillyvally. Lady! [Sings]
‘ There dwelt a man in Babylon, lady, lady !

’

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight’s in admirable
fooling.

Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be
disposed, and so do I too: he does it with abetter
grace, but I do it more natural.

Sir To. [Sings] ‘ O, the twelfth day of De-
cember,’— 91
Mar. For the love o’ God, peace

!
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Enter Malvolio.
Mai. My masters, are you mad? or what are

you? Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty,

but to gabble like tinkers at this time of night?

Do ye make an alehouse ofmy lady’s house, that

ye squeak out your coziers’ catches without any
mitigation or remorse ofvoice? Is there no respeCt

of place, persons, nor time in you?.
Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catches.

Sneck up
! .

ioi

Mai. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My
lady bade me tell you, that, though she harbours
you as her kinsman, she’s nothing allied to your
disorders. If you can separate yourself and your
misdemeanours, you are welcome to the house

;

if not, an it would please you to take leave of her,

she is very willing to bid you farewell.

Sir To.
1 Farewell, dear heart, since I must

needs be gone.’ no
Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby.
Clo. ‘ His eyes do show his days are almost

done.’

Mai. Is’t even so?

Sir To. * But I will never die.’

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie.

Mai. This is much credit to you.

Sir To.
‘ Shall I bid him go?’

Clo. ‘ What an if you do ?
’

Sir To. ‘ Shall I bid him go, and spare not?
’

Clo. ‘ 0 no, no, no, no, you dare not.’ 12

1

Sir To. Out 0’ tune, sir: ye lie. Art any
! more than a steward ? Dost thou think, because
thou art virtuous, there shall be no more cakes
and ale ?

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne, and ginger shall be
hot i’ the mouth too.

Sir To. Thou’rt i’ the right. Go, sir, rub
your chain with crums. A stoup of wine, Maria !

Mai. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady’s

favour at any thing more than contempt, you
would not give means for this uncivil rule : she

shall know of it, by this hand. {Exit.
Mar. Go shake your ears.

Sir And. ’Twere as good a deed as to drink

when a man’s a-hungry, to challenge him the

field, and then to break promise with him and
make a fool of him.
Sir To. Do’t, knight: I’ll write thee a

challenge ; or I ’ll deliver thy indignation to him

|

by word of mouth.
.
141

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night

:

j

since the youth of the count’s was to-day with my
lady, she is much out of quiet. For Monsieur
Malvolio, let me alone with him : if I do not gull

him into a nayword, and make him a common re-

creation, do not think I have wit enough to lie

straight in my bed : I know I can do it.

Sir To. Possess us, possess us; tell us some-
thing of him.

. .
15°

Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of

puritan.

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I ’Id beat him
like a dog

!

Sir To. What, for being a puritan? thy ex-

.

quisite reason, dear knight ?

Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for’t, but

I have reason good enough.
Mar. The devil a puritan that he is, or any

thing constantly, butatime-pleaser ; an affeCtioned

ass, that cons state without book and utters it

great swarths : the best persuaded of himself

crammed, as he thinks, with excellencies, thi

is his grounds of faith that all that look on j

love him ; and on that vice in him willmy reve

find notable cause to work.
Sir To. What wilt thou do?
Mar. I will drop in his way some obsq

epistles of love ;
wherein, by the colour of

beard, the shape of his leg, the manner of

gait, the expressure of his eye, forehead, ;

complexion, he shall find himself most feelin

personated. I can write very like my lady y
niece : on a forgotten matter we can hardly m;

distinction of our hands.
Sir To. Excellent ! I smell a device.

Sir And. I have ’t in my nose too.

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters t

thou wilt drop, that they come from my nie

and that she ’s in love with him.
Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of t

colour.

Sir And. And your horse now would m:
him an ass.

Mar. Ass, I doubt not.

Sir And. O, ’twill be admirable

!

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know
physic will work with him. I will plant you t\

and let the fool make a third, where he shall fi

the letter : observe his construction of it. J

this night, to bed, and dream on the event. Fa
well. {Ex
Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea.

Sir And. Before me, she’s a good wench.
Sir To. She’s a beagle, true-bred, and c

that adores me : what 0’ that ?

Sir And. I was adored once too.

Sir To. Let’s to bed, knight. Thou hat

need send for more money.
Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I

;

a foul way out.

Sir To. Send for money, knight : if thou h,

her not i’ the end, call me cut.

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take

how you will.

Sir To. Come, come, I ’ll go burn some sac

’tis too late to go to bed now : come, knigl

come, knight. {Exem

Scene IV. The Duke’s palace.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others.

Duke. Give me some music. Now, go
morrow, friends.

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song,

That old and antique song we heard last night

:

Methought it did relieve my passion much.
More than light airs and recollected terms
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times

:

Come, but one verse.

Ctir. He is not here, so please your lordsh

that should sing it.

Duke. Who was it ?

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool tl

the lady Olivia’s father took much delight in. I

is about the house.
Dzike. Seek him out, and play the tune t

while. {Exit Curio. Musicpla
•)

Come hither, boy : if ever thou shalt love,
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the sweet pangs of it remember me;
r such as I am all true lovers are,

istaid and skittish in all motions else,

ve in the constant image of the creature

tat is beloved. How dost thou like this tune?
Vio. It gives a very echo to the seat 21

riere Love is throned.

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly

:

/ life upon’t, young though thou art, thine eye
ith stay’d upon some favour that it loves

;

ith it not, boy ?

Vio. A little, by your favour.

Duke

.

What kind of woman is’t?

yio. Of your complexion.
Duke. She is not worth thee, then. What

years, i’ faith?

Ho. About your years, my lord.

Duke. Too old, by heaven : let still the woman
take 30

elder than herself : so wears she to him,
sways she level in her husband’s heart

:

*, boy, however we do praise ourselves,

r fancies are more giddy and unfirm,

re longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn,
an women’s are.
r
io. I think it well, my lord.

'luke. Then let thy love be younger than
thyself,

thy affedtion cannot hold the bent;
women are as roses, whose fair flower
ng once display’d, doth fall that very hour. 40
r
io. And so they are : alas, that they are so

;

die, even when they to perfection grow

!

Re-enter Curio and Clown.
>uke. O, fellow, come, the song we had last

night.

*k it, Cesario, it is old and plain

;

spinsters and the knitters in the sun
1 the free maids that weave their thread with
bones

use to chant it : it is silly sooth,
dallies with the innocence of love,

i the old age.
lo. Are you ready, sir ? 50
uke. Ay

;
prithee, sing. [Music.

Song.

b. Come away, come away, death,
And in sad cypress let me be laid;

Fly away, fly away, breath
;

I am slain by a fair cruel maid.
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,

O, prepare it

!

My part of death, no one so true
Did share it.

Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 60
On my black coffin let there be strown

;

Not a friend, not a friend greet
My poor corpse, where my bones shall

be thrown

:

A thousand thousand sighs to save,
Lay me, O, where

Sad true lover never find my grave.
To weep there!

Uke. There’s for thy pains.

I?.
No pains, sir; I take pleasure in singing,

7°
[

Duke. I ’ll pay thy pleasure then.
Clo

.

Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one
time or another.
Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee.
Clo. Now, the melancholy god protedt thee

;

and the tailor make thy doublet of changeable
taffeta, for thy mind is a very opal. I would
have men of such constancy put to sea, that
their business might be every thing and their
intent every where; for that’s it that always
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. 81

[Exit.
Duke. Let all the rest give place.

[Curio and Attendants retire.

Once more, Cesario,
Get thee to yond same sovereign cruelty

:

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world.
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands

;

The parts that fortune hath bestow’d upon her,
Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune ;

But ’tis that miracle and queen of gems
That nature pranks her in attradls my soul.

Vio. But if she cannot love you, sir? go
Duke. I cannot be so answer’d.
Vio. Sooth, but you must.

Say that some lady, as perhaps there is,

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart
As you have for Olivia

:
you cannot love her ;

You tell her so ; must she not then be answer’d?
Dtike. There is no woman’s sides

Can bide the beating of so strong a passion
As love doth give my heart

; no woman’s heart
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention.
Alas, their love may be call’d appetite, 100
No motion of the liver, but the palate,

That suffer surfeit, cloyment and revolt

;

But mine is all as hungry as the sea,

And can digest as much : make no compare
Between that love a woman can bear me
And that I owe Olivia.

Vio. Ay, but I know

—

Dtike. What dost thou know?
Vio. Too well what love women to men may

owe

;

In faith, they are as true of heart as we.
My father had a daughter loved a man, no
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman,
I should your lordship.

Dtike. And what’s her history?
Vio. A blank, my lord. She never told her

love.

But let concealment, like a worm i’ the bud,
Feed on her damask cheek : she pined in thought,
And with a green and yellow melancholy
She sat like patience on a monument.
Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed?
We men may say more, swear more: but in-

deed
Our shows are more than will

; for still we prove
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 121
Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my boy?
Vio. I am all the daughters of my father’s

house,
And all the brothers too : and yet I know not.
Sir, shall I to this lady?
IDuke.

'

Ay, that’s the theme.
To her in haste

;
give her this jewel

; say,
My love can give no place, bide no denay.

[Exeunt.

*9



290 TWELFTH NIGHT ; OR, WHAT YOU WILL. [Act i

Scene V. Olivia’s garden.

Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian.

Fab. Nay, I’ll come: if I lose a scruple of

this sport, let me be boiled to death with melan-

Ch<

sJr To. Wouldst thou not be glad to have the

niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some not-

able shame?
Fab. I would exult, man :

youknow, he brought

me out o’ favour with my lady about a bear-bait-

ing here.
, , ,

10

Sir To. To anger him we’ll have the bear

again ;
and we will fool him black and blue : shall

we not, Sir Andrew? .

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our

lives.

Sir To. Here comes the little viham.

Sir To. Bolts and shackles

!

Fab. O peace, peace, peace ! now, now.

Mai. Seven of my people, with an obedie

start, make out for him : I frown the while
; ar

perchance wind up my watch, or play with my
some rich jewel. Toby approaches; courtesn

there to me,— „

Sir To. Shall this fellow live?

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from

with cars, yet peace.
, .

Mai. I extend my hand to him thus, quencl

ing my familiar smile with an austere regard <

control,— ^ .

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a bio

o’ the lips then ?

Mai. Saying, ‘ Cousin Toby, my fortun.

having cast me on your niece give me this pr

Enter Maria.

How now, my metal of India

!

Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree : Mal-

volio’s coming down this walk: he has been

yonder i’ the sun praftising behaviour to his own

shadow this half hour : observe him, for the love

of mockery ;
for I know this letter will make a

contemplative idiot of him. Close, in the name

of jesting ! Lie thou there [throws dozvn a let-

ter] ;
for here comes the trout that must be caught

with tickling. [Exit.

Enter Malvolio.

Mai. ’Tis but fortune ;
all is fortune. Maria

once told me she did affea me : and I have heard

herself come thus near, that, should she fancy, it

should be one of my complexion. Besides, she

uses me with a more exalted respect than any

one else that follows her. What should I think

on’t?
Sir To. Here’s an overweening rogue !

Fab. O, peace ! Contemplation makes a rare

turkey-cock of him: how he jets under his ad-

vanced plumes

!

Sir A nd. ’Slight, I could so beat the rogue !

Sir To. Peace, I say.

Mai. To be Count Malvolio ! 4°

Sir To. Ah, rogue

!

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him.

Sir To. Peace, peace !

Mai. There is example for’t ;
the lady of the

Strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe.

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel

!

Fab. O, peace ! now he’s deeply in : look how
imagination blows him.

.

Mai. Having been three months married to

her, sitting in my state,— .... . P°
Sir To. O, for a stone-bow, to hit him m the

eye

!

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my
branched velvet gown ;

having come from a day-

bed, where I have left Olivia sleeping,—

Sir To. Fire and brimstone l

Fab. O, peace, peace !

Mai. And then to have the humour of state ,

and after a demure travel of'regard, telling them

I know my place as I would they should do theirs,

to ask for my kinsman Toby,

—

rogative of speech,

Sir To. What, what?
Mai. ‘You must amend your drunkenness;

Sir To. Out, scab
! .

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the smev

of our plot.

Mai. ‘ Besides, you waste the treasure of yo

time with a foolish knight,’

—

Sir And. That’s me, I warrant you.

Mai. ‘One Sir Andrew,’—
Sir And. I knew ’twas I ;

for many do ci

me fool.

Mai. What employment have we here

'

[ Taking up the lette

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin.

Sir To. O, peace ! and the spirit of humou

intimate reading aloud to him !

Mai. By my life, this is my lady’s hani

these be her very C’s, her U’s and her T’s ;
ai

thus makes she her great P’s. It is, in contem

of question, her hand.

Sir A nd. Her C’s, her U’s and her T’s : wl

Mai. [Reads] ‘ To the unknown beloved, th.

and my good wishes :’—her very Phrases ! Bana iny gaau wxonv,o. j r

your leave, wax. Soft ! and the impressure h

Lucrece, with which she uses to seal; ’tis r

lady. To whom should this be ?

Fab. This wins him, liver and all.

Mai. [Reads]
Jove knows I love

:

But who?
Lips, do not move ;

No man must know. 1

‘No man must know.’ What follows? the nu

bers altered! ‘No man must know:’ if tl

should be thee, Malvolio?

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock

!

Mai. [Reads]
I may command where I adore

;

But silence, like a Lucrece knife,

With bloodless stroke my hearf doth gore

:

M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.

Fab. A fustian riddle !

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I. 3

Mai. ‘ M, O, A, I, doth sway my life. JN;

but first, let me see, let me see, let me see.

Fab. What dish o’ poison has she dressed hi

Sir To. And with what wing the star

checks at it
! T j » wi

Mai. ‘ I may command where 1 adore, vv

she may command me : I serve her ;
shejs^
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.

dy. Why, this is evident to any formal capac-

y; there is no obstruction in- this: and the
id,—what should that alphabetical position por-
nd? If I could make that resemble something
me,—Softly ! M, O, A, I,

—

Sir To. O, ay, make up that: he is now at a
ild scent.

Fab. Sowter will cry upon’t for all this,

ough it be as rank as a fox.

Mai. M,—Malvolio; M,—why, that begins
y.name.
Fab. Did not I say he would work it out? the
r is excellent at faults. 140
Mai. M,—but then there is no consonancy in
e sequel; that suffers under probation: A
ould follow, but O does.

Fab. And O shall end, I hope.
Sir To. Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make
n cry O

!

Mai. And then I comes behind.
Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind you,
u might see more detraction at your heels than
tunes before you. x^o
Mai. M, O, A, I ; this simulation is not as
; former: and yet, to crush this a little, it

uld bow to me, for every one of these letters
: in my name. Soft ! here follows prose.
eads] ‘If this fall into thy hand, revolve. In
r stars I am above thee

; but be not afraid of
:atness: some are born great, some achieve
atness and some have greatness thrust upon
1. Thy Fates open their hands; let thy blood
1 spirit embrace them ; and, to inure thyself to
at thou art like to be, cast thy humble slough
1 appear fresh. Be opposite with a kinsman,
ly with servants; let thy tongue tang argu-
nts of state

;
put thyself into the trick of sin-

arity : she thus advises thee that sighs for thee,
member who commended thy yellow stock-
s, and wished to see thee ever cross-gartered

:

ly, remember. Go to, thou art made, if thou
irest to be so; if not, let me see thee a stew-
still, the fellow of servants, and not worthy
ouch Fortune’s fingers. Farewell. She that
lid alter services with thee,

The
.
Fortunate-Unhappy.’

flight and champain discovers not more : this
>pen. I will be proud, I will read politic
tiors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will wash off
ss acquaintance, I will be point-devise the
V man. I do not now fool myself, to let ima-
ition jade me; for every reason excites to
,
that my lady loves me. She did commend

yellow stockings of late, she did praise my
being cross-gartered; and in this she mani-
s herself to my love, and with a kind of in-
5tion drives me to these habits of her liking,
ank my stars I am happy. I will be strange,
it, in yellow stockings, and cross-gartered,
1 with the swiftness of putting on. Jove and
stars be praised ! Here is yet a postscript.
zds] ‘ Thou canst not choose but know who I

If thou entertainest my love, let it appear
:hy smiling

; thy smiles become thee well

;

efore in my presence still smile, dear my
et, I prithee.’

we, I thank thee: I will smile; I will do
ything that thou wilt have me. [Exit,
ab. I will not give my part of this sport for

a pension of thousands to be paid from the
Sophy.
Sir To. I could marry this wench for this

device.

Sir And. So could I too. 200
Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her !

but such another jest.
Sir And. Nor I neither.
Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher.

Re-enter Maria.
Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o’ my neck?
Sir And. Or o’ mine either?
Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip,

and become thy bond-slave ?

Sir And. I’ faith, or I either? 209
Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a

dream, that when the image of it leaves him he
must run mad.
Mar. Nay, but say true

; does it work upon
him? v

Sir To. Like aqua-vitse with a midwife.
Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the

sport, mark his first approach before my lady : he i

will come to her in yellow stockings, and ’tis a
j

colour she abhors, and cross-gartered, a fashion
she detests; and he will smile upon her, which
will now be so unsuitable to her disposition,
being addidled to a melancholy as she is, that
it cannot but turn him into a notable contempt.
If you will see it, follow me.
Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most

excellent devil of wit

!

Sir And. I’ll make one too. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I. Olivia’s garden.

Enter Viola, and Clown with a tabor.

Via. Save thee, friend, and thy music : dost
thou live by thy tabor?

Clo. No, sir, I live by the church.
Vio. Art thou a churchman ?

Clo. No such matter, sir : I do live by the
church

; for I do live at my house, and my house
doth stand by the church.

Vio. So thou mayst say, the king lies by a
beggar, if a beggar dwell near him; or, the
church stands by thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by
the church. Ix

Clo. You have said, sir. To see this age ! A
sentence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit

:

how quickly the wrong side may be turned out-
ward !

Vio. Nay, that’s certain; they that dally
nicely with words may quickly make them
wanton.

Clo. I would, therefore, my sister had had
no name, sir. 2Q

Vio. Why, man ?

Clo. Why, sir, her name’s a word; and to
dally with that word might make my sister wan-
ton. But indeed words are very rascals since
bonds disgraced them.

Vio. Thy reason, man?
Clo. Troth, sir, I can yield you none without

words ; and words are grown so false, I am loath
to prove reason with them.

IQ—-2
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Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow and

carest for nothing.
, .

Clo. Not so, sir, I do care for something ;
but

in my conscience, sir, I do not care for you : if

that be to care for nothing, sir, I would it would

make you invisible.
10

Vio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia s fool?

Clo. No, indeed, sir ;
the Lady Olivia has no

folly: she will keep no fool, sir, till she be mar-

ried; and fools are as like husbands as pilchards

are to herrings ; the husband ’s the bigger : I am
indeed not her fool, but her corrupter of words.

Vio. I saw thee late at the Count Orsino s.

Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb

like the sun, it shines every where. I would be

sorry, sir, but the fool should be as oft with your

master as with my mistress : I think I saw your

wisdom there.

Vio. Nay, an thou pass upon me, 1 11 no

more with thee. Hold, there’s expenses for thee.

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity ot

hair, send thee a beard ! 5 1

Vio. By my troth, I’ll tell thee, I am almost

sick for one; [Aside] though I would not have it

grow on my chin. Is thy lady within?

Clo. Would not a pair of these have bred, sir >

Vio. Yes, being kept together and put to

USe
a, I would play Lord Pandarus of Phrygia,

sir, to bring a Cressida to this Troilus.

Vio. I understand you, sir ;
’tis well begged.

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir,

begging but a beggar: Cressida was a beggar.

My lady is within, sir. I will construe to them

whence you come ;
who you are and what you

would are out of my welkin, I might say element,

but the word is over-worn. [Exit.

Vio. This fellow is wise enough to play the

fool; .

And to do that well craves a kind of wit
: <

He must observe their mood on whom he jests,

The quality of persons, and the time, 7°

And, like the haggard, check at every feather

That comes before his eye. This is a practice

As full of labour as a wise man’s art

:

For folly that he wisely shows is fit
; .

But wise men, folly-fall’n, quite taint their wit.

Enter Olivia and Maria.

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavei

rain odours on you ! .

Sir A nd. That youth ’s a rare courtier : Ra
odours;’ well.

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but

your own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. n
Sir And. ‘Odours,’ ‘pregnant’ and ‘vouc

safed I’ll get ’em all three all ready.

Oli. Let the garden door be shut, and lea

me to my hearing. [Exeunt Sir Toby ,
Sir A

drew
,
and Maria.] Give me your hand, sir.

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble se

vice.

Oli. What is your name ?

Vio. Cesario is your servant’s name, fair pri

OliVMy servant, sir ! ’Twas never merry wor

Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment : 1

You’re servant to the Count Orsino, youth.

Vio. And he is yours, and his must needs

yours

:

Your servant’s servant is your servant, madam..

Oli. For him, I think not on him : for \

thoughts,

Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.

Sir To. Save you, gentleman.

Vio. And you, sir.

Sir And. Dieu vous garde, monsieur.

Vio. Et vous aussi ;
votre serviteur.

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are; and 1 am

y
°Sdr To Will you encounter the house? my

niece is desirous you should enter, if your trade

be to her. . . T
Vio. I am bound to your niece, sir ;

I mean,

she is the list of my voyage.
<

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir; put them to mo-

tlOX

Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir,

than I understand what you mean by bidding me

taste my legs.
.

91

Sir To. I mean, to go, sir, to enter.

Vio. I will answer you with gait and entrance.

But we are prevented.

lllUUgliloj
, ft I

Would they were blanks, rather than fill d wit

me!
,

I
Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gem

thoughts
On his behalf.

Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you,

I bade you never speak again of him

:

But, w'ould you undertake another suit,

I had rather hear you to solicit that

Than music from the spheres.

Vio. Lear lady,— ,

Oli. Give me leave, beseech you. I did sei

After the last enchantment you did here,

A ring in chase of you : so did I abuse

Myself, my servant and, I fear me, you

:

Under your hard construdlion must I sit,
^

To force that on you, in a shameful cunning,
j

Which you knew none of yours : what might y

think?
_

Have you not set mine honour at the stake
j

And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts i

That tyrannous heart can think? To one of yc

receiving

Enough is shown : a cypress, not a bosom,

Hideth my heart. So, let me hear you speak.

Vio. I pity you.

Oli. That’s a degree to love.

Vio. No, not a grize ; for ’tis a vulgar proo

That very oft we pity enemies.

Oli. Why, then, methinks ’tis time to sit

again. -

O world, how apt the poor are to be proud

!

If one should be a prey, how much the better

To fall before the lion than the wolf!
[Clock strife

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you

And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvi

Your wife is like to reap a proper man

:

There lies your way, due west.

Vio. Then westward-ho ! Grace and good 1

position

Attend your ladyship

!

You’ll nothing, madam, to my lord by me

7
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Oli. Stay

:

prithee, tell me what thou think’st of me. 150

Vio. That you do think you are not what you
are.

Oli. If I think so, I think the same of you.

Vio. Then think you right : I am not what I

am.
Oli. I would you were as I would have you be !

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am?
Hsh it might, for now I am your fool.

Oli. O, what; a deal of scorn looks beautiful

the contempt and anger of his lip

!

murderous guilt shows not itself more soon

lan love that would seem hid: love’s night is

noon. 160

:sario, by the roses of the spring,

j maidhood, honour, truth and every thing,

ove thee so, that, maugre all thy pride,

3r wit nor reason can my passion hide.

3 not extort thy reasons from this clause,

>r that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause

;

it rather reason thus with reason fetter,

>ve sought is good, but given unsought is better.

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth,
lave one heart, one bosom and one truth, 170
id that no woman has ; nor never none
all mistress be of it, save I alone.

id so adieu, good madam : never more
ill I my master’s tears to you deplore.

Oli. Yet come again ; for thou perhaps mayst
move

lat heart, which now abhors, to like his love.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. Olivia’s house.

Inter Sir Tobv, Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

Sir And. No, faith, I’ll not stay a jot longer.

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy
ison.

Fab. You must needs yield your reason, Sir

idrew.

Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more
rours to the count’s serving-man than ever she
stowed upon me ; I saw ’t i’ the orchard.

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy ?

I me that. 10
Sir And. As plain as I see you now.
Fab

.

This was a great argument of love in her
vard you.
Sir And. ’Slight, will you make an ass o’ me?
Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the
;hs ofjudgement and reason.
Sir To. And they have been grand-jurymen
ce before Noah was a sailor.

Fab. She did show favour to the youth in

ur sight only to exasperate you, to awake your
rmouse valour, to put fire in your heart, and
instone in your liver. You should then have
:osted her ; and with some excellent jests, fire-

w from the mint, you should have banged the
uth into dumbness. This was looked for at
ur hand, and this was balked : the double gilt

this opportunity you let time wash off, and you
: now sailed into the north of my lady’s opinion

;

ere you will hang like an icicle on a Dutch-
'.n’s beard, unless you do redeem it by some
idable attempt either of valour or policy. 31
Sir And. An’t be any way, it must be with

valour; for policy I hate: 1 had as lief be a
Brownist as a politician.

Sir To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes upon
the basis of valour. Challenge me the count’s
youth to fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places :

my niece shall take note of it; and assure thy-
self, there is no love-broker in the world can
more prevail in man’s commendation with woman
than report of valour. 41
Fab. There is no way but this. Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Will either of you bear me a chal-

lenge to. him?
Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand; be

curst and brief
;
it is no matter how witty, so it be

eloquent and full of invention : taunt him with the
license of ink : if thou thou’st him some thrice, it

shall not be amiss ; and as many lies as will lie in
thy sheet of paper, although the sheet were big
enough for the bed of Ware in England, set ’em
down

:
go, about it. Let there be gall enough in

thy ink, though thou write with a goose-pen, no
matter : about it.

Sir And. Where shall I find you?
Sir To. We’ll call thee at the cubiculo: go.

[Exit Sir Andrew.
Fab. This is a dear manakin to you, Sir Toby.
Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, some

two thousand strong, or so.

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him:
but you’ll not deliver ’t? 61
Sir To. Never trust me, then; and by all

means stir on the youth to an answer. I think
oxen and wainropes cannot hale them together.
For Andrew, if he were opened, and you find so
much blood in his liver as will clog the foot of a
flea, I’ll eat the rest of the anatomy.
Fab. And his opposite, the youth, bears in

his visage no great presage of cruelty.

Enter Maria.

Sir To. Look, where the youngest wren of
nine comes. 71
Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh

yourselves into stitches, follow me. Yond gull

Malvolio is turned heathen, a very renegado ; for

there is no Christian, that means to be saved
by believing rightly, can ever believe such im-
possible passages of grossness. He’s in yellow
stockings.

Sir To. And cross-gartered? 79
Mar. Most villanously; like a pedant that

keeps a school i’ the church. I have dogged
him, like his murderer. He does obey every
point of the letter that I dropped to betray him

:

he does smile his face into more lines than is

in the new map with the augmentation of the
Indies

:
you have not seen such a thing as ’tis.

I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I

know my lady will strike him: if she do, he’ll

smile and take’t for a great favour.

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is.

[Exeunt. 90

Scene III. A street.

Enter Sebastian and Antonio.

Seb. I would not bymy will have troubledyou

;

But, since you make }rour pleasure of your pains,

I will no further chide you.

!

i
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j

Ant. I could not stay behind you : my desire,

More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth;
1 And not all love to see you, though so much
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage.

But jealousy what might befall your travel,

j

Being skilless in these parts ;
which to a stranger,

I
Unguided and unfriended, often prove io

|

Rough and unhospitable : my willing love,

]

The rather by these arguments of fear.

Set forth in your pursuit,

j

Seb. My kind Antonio,

;

I can no other answer make but thanks, .

;

t And thanks ; and ever oft good turns

j

Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay

:

But, were my worth as is my conscience firm,

You should find better dealing. What’s to do?
Shall we go see the reliques of this town ?

Ant. To-morrow, sir; best first go see your
lodging.

#
20

Seb. I am not weary, and ’tis long to night

:

I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes
With the memorials and the things of fame
That do renown this city.

Ant. Would you ’Id pardon me

;

I do not without danger walk these streets

:

Once, in a sea-fight, ’gainst the count his galleys

I did some service ; of such note indeed,

That were I ta’en here it would scarce be
answer’d.

Seb. Belike you slew great number of his

people.

Ant. The offence is not of such a bloody
nature ; 30

Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel

Might well have given us bloody argument.^

1 It might have since been answer’d in repaying

j

What we took from them ; which, for traffic’s sake,

i Most of our city did : only myself stood out

;

j

For which, if I be lapsed in this place,

j

I shall pay dear.

Seb. Do not then walk too open,

j

Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here’s

my purse.

In the south suburbs, at the Elephant,
Is best to lodge : I will bespeak our diet, 40
Whiles you beguile the time and feed your

knowledge
With viewing of the town: there shall you

have me.
Seb. Why I your purse ?

Ant. Haply your eye shall light upon some toy
You have desire to purchase ; and your store,

I think, is not for idle markets, sir.

Seb. I ’ll be your purse-bearer and leave you
For an hour.
Ant. To the Elephant.
Seb. I do remember. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. Olivia’s garden.

Enter Olivia and Maria.

Oli. I have sent after him : he says he’ll come

;

How shall I feast him? what bestow of him?
For youth is bought more oft than begg’d or

borrow’d.

I speak too loud.

Where is Malvolio ? he is sad and civil.

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes

:

Where is Malvolio?

Mar. He’s coming, madam; but in very

strange manner. He is, sure, possessed, madam
Oli. Why, what’s the matter? does he rave?

Mar. No, madam, he does nothing but smile

your ladyship were best to have some guarc

about you, if he come; for, sure, the man.i:

tainted in’s wits.

Oli. Go call him hither. [Exit Maria.] . 1

am as mad as he,

If sad and merry madness equal be.

Re-enter Maria, with Malvolio.

How now, Malvolio

!

Mai. Sweet lady, ho, ho.

Oli. Smilest thou ?

I sent for thee upon a sad occasion.
.

2c

Mai. Sad, lady! I could be sad: this doe;

make some obstruction in the blood, this cross

gartering ; but what of that ? if it please the ey<

of one, it is with me as the very true sonnet is

‘ Please one, and please all.*

Oli. Why, how dost thou, man ? what is the

matter with thee ?

Mai. Not black in my mind, though yellow

in my legs. It did come to his hands, and com
mands shall be executed: I think we do knov
the sweet Roman hand. 3 ]

Oli. Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio?
Mai. To bed ! ay, sweet-heart, and I ’ll come

to thee.
;

Oli. God comfort thee ! Why dost thou smile

so and kiss thy hand so oft?

Mar. How do you, Malvolio?
Mai. At your request! yes; nightingale;

answer daws.
Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculoui

boldness before my lady? A'-i

Mai. ‘ Be not afraid of greatness :

’

’twas wel

writ.
#
M

Oli. What meanest thou by that, Malvolio?

Mai. ‘ Some are born great,’

—

Oli. Ha

!

Mai. * Some achieve greatness,’

—

Oli. What sayest thou?
Mai. ‘And some have greatness thrust upot

them.’ 5C

Oli. Heaven restore thee
! ;

Mai. * Remember who commended thy yellov

stockings,’

—

Oli. Thy yellow stockings

!

Mai. ‘ And wished to see thee cross-gartered.

Oli. Cross-gartered

!

Mai. ‘ Go to, thou art made, if thou desires

to be so ;
*

—

Oli. Am I made?
t
5(

Mai. ‘ If not, let me see thee a servant still.’

Oli. Why, this is very midsummer madness.

Enter Servant.

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the

Count Orsino’s is returned : I could hardly en

treat him back: he attends your ladyship’:

pleasure.
Oli. I’ll come to him. [Exit Servant.

Good Maria, let this fellow be looked to

Where’s my cousin Toby? Let some of m3

people have a special care of him : I would no

have him miscarry for the half of my dowry, 7<

[Exeunt Olivia and Maria



Mai. O, ho! do you come near me now? no

rse man than Sir Toby to look to me ! This

lcurs diredtly with the letter : she sends him
purpose, that I may appear stubborn to him

;

she incites me to that in the letter. ‘ Cast
r humble slough,’ says she ;

‘ be opposite with

cinsman, surly with servants; let thy tongue

!g with arguments of state; put thyself into

: trick of singularity;’ and consequently sets

,vn the manner how ; as, a sad face, a reverend
riage, a slow tongue, in the habit of some sir

note, and so forth. I have limed her ; but it is

/e’s doing, and Jove make me thankful ! And
en she went away now, ‘ Let this fellow be
ked to:’ fellow! not Malvolio, nor after my
p*ee, but fellow. Why, every thing adheres
.ether, that no dram of a scruple, no scruple of

;cruple, no obstacle, no incredulous or unsafe

;umstance—What can be said? Nothing that

1 be can come between me and the full prospedt

my hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of

>, and he is to be thanked.

'-enter Maria, with Sir Toby and Fabian.

nr To. Which way is he, in the name of

<5lity ? If all the devils of hell be drawn in

le, and Legion himself possessed him, yet I’ll

ak to him.
7ab. Here he is, here he is. How is’t with

1, sir? how is’t with you, man?
Mai. Go off ; I discard you : let me enjoy my
yate : go off. ioo

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within

i! did not I tell you? Sir Toby, my lady

ys you to have a care of him.

Mai. Ah, ha ! does she so?

dr To. Go to, go to
;
peace, peace ;

we must
.1 gently with him: let me alone. How do
i, Malvolio? how is’t with you? What, man!

y the devil : consider, he ’s an enemy to man-
d.

Mai. Do you know what you say ? no
Mar. La you, an you speak ill of the devil,

/ he takes it at heart ! Pray God, he be not

/itched

!

?ab. Carry his water to the wise woman.
Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow
rning, if I live. My lady would not lose him
more than I’ll say.

Mai. How now, mistress

!

Mar. O Lord

!

'ir To. Prithee, hold thy peace ; this is not
way : do you not see you move him ? let me
iie with him. 122

'ab. No way but gentleness
;
gently, gently:

fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used.

'ir To. Why, how now, my bawcock! how
t thou, chuck?
Mai. Sir

!

'ir To. Ay, Biddy, come with me. What,
n ! ’tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit

h Satan : hang him, foul, collier ! 130^
Mar. Get him to say his prayers, good Ihr
oy, get him to pray.
Mai. My prayers, minx

!

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of
lliness.

Mai. Go, hang yourselves all
!
you are idle

shallow things : I am not of your element
:
you

shall know more hereafter. {Exit.
Sir To. Is’t possible?
Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, I

could condemn it as an improbable fi6tion. 141
Sir To. His very genius hath taken the in-

fection of the device, man.
Mar. Nay, pursue him now, lest the device

take air and taint.

Fab. Why, we shall make him mad indeed.
Mar. The house will be the quieter.

Sir To. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room
and bound. My niece is already in the belief

that he’s mad : we may carry it thus, for our
pleasure and his penance, till our very pastime,
tired out of breath, prompt us to have mercy on
him : at which time we will bring the device to

the bar and crown thee for a finder of madmen.
But see, but see.

Enter Sir Andrew.
Fab. More matter for a May morning.
Sir And. Here’s the challenge, read it; I

warrant there’s vinegar and pepper in’t.

Fab. Is’t so saucy?
Sir And. Ay, is’t, I warrant him; do but

read. 161
Sir To. Give me. [Reads'} ‘Youth, what-

soever thou art, thou art but a scurvy fellow.’

Fab. Good, and valiant.

Sir To. [Reads] ‘Wonder not, nor admire not
in thy mind, why I do call thee so, for I will show
thee no reason for’t.’

Fab. A good note ; that keeps you from the
blow of the law. 169
Sir To. [Reads] ‘Thou comest to the lady

Olivia, and in my sight she uses thee kindly:
but thou liest in thy throat ; that is not the matter
I challenge thee for.’

Fab. Very brief, and to exceeding good sense
—less.

Sir To. [Reads] ‘ I will waylay thee going
home ; where if it be thy chance to kill me,’

—

Fab. Good.
Sir To. [Reads] ‘Thou killest me like a rogue

and a villain.’ 180
Fab. Still you keep o’ the windy side of the

law: good.
Sir To. [Reads] ‘Fare thee well; and God

have mercy upon one of our souls ! He may have
mercy upon mine ; but my hope is better, and so
look to thyself. Thy friend, as thou usest him,
and thy sworn enemy, Andrew Aguecheek.’
If this letter move him not, his legs cannot : I ’ll

give ’t him.
Mar. You may have very fit occasion for’t

:

he is now in some commerce with my lady, and
will by and by depart.

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew
; scout me for him

at the corner of the orchard like a bum-baily : so
soon as ever thou seest him, draw

; and, as thou
drawest, swear horrible

;
for it comes to pass oft

that a terrible oath, with a swaggering accent
sharply twanged off, gives manhood more approb-
ation than ever proof itself would have earned
him. Away ! 200
Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing.

[Exit.
Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter : for
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the behaviour of the young gentleman gives him
out to be of good capacity and breeding ; his em-

ployment between his lord and my niece confirms

no less : therefore this letter, being so excellently

ignorant, will breed no terror in the youth : he

will find it comes from a clodpole. But, sir, I

will deliver his challenge by word of mouth ; set

upon Aguecheek a notable report of valour ; and
drive the gentleman, as I know his youth will

aptly receive it, into a most hideous opinion of

his rage, skill, fury and impetuosity. This will

so fright them both that they will kill one another

by the look, like cockatrices.

Re-enter Olivia, with Viola.

Fab. Here he comes with your niece
:
give

them way till he take leave, and presently after

him.
Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some

horrid message for a challenge.
.

220

[.Exeunt Sir Tobyy
Fabian

,
and Maria.

Oli. I have said too much unto a heart of

stone

And laid mine honour too unchary out

:

There’s something in me that reproves my fault;

But such a headstrong potent fault it is.

That it but mocks reproof.

Vio. With the same ’haviour that your passion

bears
Goes on my master’s grief.

Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, ’tis my
pidture

;

Refuse it not ; it hath no tongue to vex you

;

And I beseech you come again to-morrow. 230
What shall you ask of me that I ’ll deny,

That honour saved may upon asking give?

Vio. Nothing but this; your true love for my
master.

Oli. How with mine honour may I give him
that

Which I have given to you ?

Vio, I will acquit you.

Oli. Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee

well

:

A fiend like thee might bear my soul to hell.

{Exit.

Re-enter Sir Toby and Fabian.

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee.

Vio. And you, sir. 239
Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee

to’t : of what nature the wrongs are thou hast

done him, I know not ;
but thy intercepted full of

despite, bloody as the hunter, attends thee at the

orchard-end: dismount thy tuck, be yare in thy

preparation, for thy assailant is quick, skilful and
deadly.

Vio. You mistake, sir; I am sure no man
hath any quarrel to me : my remembrance is very

free and clear from any image of offence done to

any man. 250

Sir To. You’ll find it otherwise, I assure you

:

therefore, if you hold your life at any price, be-

take you to your guard ; for your opposite hath

in him what youth, strength, skill and wrath can

furnish man withal.

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he?

Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unhatched

rapier and on carpet consideration ; but he is a

devil in private brawl : souls and bodies hath h
divorced three ; and his incensement at this me
ment is so implacable, that satisfaction can b
none but by pangs of death and sepulchre. Hoi
nob, is his word

;
give ’t or take ’t.

Vio. I will return again into the house an
desire some conduct of the lady. I am no fighte:

I have heard of some kind of men that put qua>

rels purposely on others, to taste their valour

belike this is a man of that quirk.

Sir To. Sir, no ; his indignation derives itse

out of a very competent injury: therefore, ge

you on and give him his desire. Back you sha

not to the house, unless you undertake that wit

me which with as much safety you might answe
him: therefore, on, or strip your sword star

naked; for meddle you must, that’s certain, c

forswear to wear iron about you.
Vio. This is as uncivil as strange. I beseec

you, do me this courteous office, as to know c

the knight what my offence to him is: it is some

thing of my negligence, nothing ofmy purpose.

Sir To. I will do so. Signior Fabian, sta

you by this gentleman till my return. [Exi
Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of thi

matter?
Fab. I know the knight is incensed again*

you, even to a mortal arbitrement; but nothin

of the circumstance more.
Vio. I beseech you, what manner of man i

he?
.

28]

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, tj

read him by his form, as you are like to find hii

in the proof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, th

most skilful, bloody and fatal opposite thatyo

could possibly have found in any part of Illyrn

Will you walk towards him? I will make yoi

peace with him if I can.

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for’t:

am one that had rather go with sir priest than s;

knight: I care not who knows so much of m
mettle. {Exeunt. 3c

Re-enter Sir Toby, with Sir Andrew.

Sir To. Why, man, he’s a very devil ; I ha\

not seen such a firago. I had a pass with hin

rapier, scabbard and all, and he gives me the stuc

in with such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable

and on the answer, he pays you as surely as yoi

feet hit the ground they step on. They say h

has been fencer to the Sophy.
Sir And. Pox on’t, I ’ll not meddle with hin

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacifiec

Fabian can scarce hold him yonder. 3]

Sir A nd. Plague on ’t, an I thought he ha

been valiant and so cunning in fence, I 'Id ha>

seen him damned ere I ’Id have challenged hin

Let him let the matter slip, and I’ll give him m
horse, grey Capilet.

Sir To. I’ll make the motion: stand her

make a good show on ’t : this shall end withoi

the perdition of souls. [Aside] Marry, I’ll rit

your horse as well as I ride you. 3

Re-enter Fabian and Viola.

[To Fab.] I have his horse to take up the qua

rel : I have persuaded him the youth’s a devil.

Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him; ai
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its and looks pale, as if a bear were at his

;ls.

Sir To. [To Vio.] There’s no remedy, sir;

will fight with you for’s oath sake : marry, he

:h better bethought him of his quarrel, and he

ds that now scarce to be worth talking of:

:refore draw, for the supportance of his vow

;

protests he will not hurt you. 330
Vio. [Aside] Pray God defend me ! A little

ng would make me tell them how much I lack

a man.
^ab. Give ground, if you see him furious.

SirUTo. Come, Sir Andrew, there’s no re-

dyT the gentleman will, for his honour’s sake,

/e one bout with you ; he cannot by the duello

)id it : but he has promised me, as he is a gen-

nan and a soldier, he will not hurt you. Come
; to’t.

.
340

Ur And. Pray God, he keep his oath

!

Vio. I do assure you, ’tis against my will.

[They draw.

Enter Antonio.

int. Put up your sword. If this young gen-

tleman
ve done offence, I take the fault on me

:

/ou offend him, I for him defy you.

Ur To. You, sir ! why, what are you ?

Int. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do
i more
' an you have heard him brag to you he will.

Ur To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am
1 you. [They draw. 350

Enter Officers.

7ab. O good Sir Toby, hold ! here come the

:ers.

I

Ur To. I ’ll be with you anon.
r
io. Pray, sir, put your sword up, if you

ise.

Hr And. Marry, will I, sir; and, for that I

mised you, I ’ll be as good as my word : he
. bear you easily and reins well.

Urst Off. This is the man ; do thy office.

'ec. Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit of

int Orsino.
. .

361
Int. You do mistake me, sir.

Urst Off. No, sir, no jot; I know your fa-

vour well,

>ugh now you have no sea-cap on your head,
ce him away : he knows I know him well.

Int. I must obey. [To Vio.] This comes
witfy seeking you

:

: there ’s no remedy ; I shall answer it.

at will you do, now my necessity

kes me to ask you for my purse ? It grieves me
ch more for what I cannot do for you 370
m what befalls myself. You stand amazed;
: be of comfort'.

'ec. Off. Come, sir, away.
Int. I must entreat ofyou some of that money.
Uo. What money, sir?

’

‘ the fair kindness you have show’d me here,

fid, part, being prompted by your present

trouble,
< - ofmy lean and low ability

3 lend you something : my having is not much

;

; make division of my present with you : 380
ld» there’s half my coffer.

Ant. Will you deny me now?
Is’t possible that my deserts to you
Can lack persuasion? Do not tempt my misery,
Lest that it make me so unsound a man
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses
That I have done for you.

Vio. I know of none ;

Nor know I you by voice or any feature :

I hate ingratitude more in a man
Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness,
Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption 390
Inhabits our frail blood.
Ant. O heavens themselves!
Sec. Off. Come, sir, I pray you, go.

A nt. - Let me speak a little. This youth that

you see here
I snatch’d one half out of the jaws of death,
Relieved him with such sandlity of love,

And to his image, which methought did promise
Most venerable worth, did I devotion.

First Off. What’s that to us? The time goes
by : away

!

Ant. But O how vile an idol proves this god !

Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame.
In nature there’s no blemish but the mind

; 401
None can be call’d deform’d but the unkind;
Virtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil

Are empty trunks o’erflourish’d by the devil.

First Off. The man grows mad: away with
him ! Come, come, sir.

Ant. Lead me on. [Exit with Officers.

Vio. Methinks his words do from such pas-

sion fly,

That he believes himself: so do not I.

Prove true, imagination, O, prove true,

That I, dear brother, be now ta’en for you ! 410
Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither,

Fabian: we’ll whisper o’er a couplet or two of
most sage saws.

Vio. He named Sebastian : I my brother know
Yet living in my glass ; even such and so

In favour was my brother, and he went
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament,
For him I imitate ; O, if it prove,

Tempests are kind and salt waves fresh in love.

[Exit.
Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and

more a coward than a hare : his dishonesty ap-

pears in leaving his friend here in necessity and
denyinghim ; and for his cowardship, ask Fabian.

Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, re-

ligious in it.

Sir And. ’Slid, I’ll after him again and beat

him.
Sir To. Do; cuff him soundly, but never

draw thy sword.
Sir And. An I do not,— [Exit. 430
Fab. Come, let’s see the event.

Sir To. I dare lay any money ’twill be no-

thing yet. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Before Olivia’s house.

Enter Sebastian and Clown.

Clo. Will you make me believe that I am not
j

sent for you?
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Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow

:

Let me be clear of thee.

Clo. Well held out, i’ faith! No, I do not

know you ;
nor I am not sent to you by my lady,

to bid you come speak with her ;
nor your name

is not Master Cesario ;
nor this is not my nose

neither. Nothing that is so is so.

Seb. I prithee, vent thy folly somewhere else

:

Thou know’st not me. 11

Clo. Vent my folly ! he has heard that word

of some great man and now applies it to a fool.

Vent my folly! I fam afraid this great lubber,

the world, will prove a cockney. I prithee now,

ungird thy strangeness and tell me what I shall

vent to my lady ; shall I vent to her that thou

art coming?
Seb. I prithee, foolish Greek, depart from me :

There’s money for thee : if you tarry longer, 20

I shall give worse payment.
Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand.

These wise men that give fools money get them-

selves a good report—after fourteen years’ pur-

chase.

He started one poor heart of mine in thee.

Seb. What relish is in this ? how runs the streans

Or I am mad, or else this is a dream :

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep

;

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep !

OH. Nay, come, I prithee; would thou ’Id:

be ruled by me !

Seb. Madam, I will.

Oil. O, say so, and so be ! \Exeun

Scene II. Olivia’s house.

Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian.

Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again?

there’s for you.

Seb. Why, there’s for thee, and there, and

there.

Are all the people mad?
Sir To. Hold, sir, or I’ll throw your dagger

o’er the house. 3 *

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight: I would

not be in some ofyour coats for two pence. [.Exit.

Sir To. Come on, sir ;
hold.

Sir And. Nay, let him alone : I’ll go another

way to work with him ;
I ’ll have an aCtion of bat-

tery against him, if there be any law in Illyria:

though I struck him first, yet it’s no matter

for that.

Seb. Let go thy hand. 4°

Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go.

Come, my young soldier, put up your iron : you

are well fleshed ;
come on.

Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldst

thou now ?

If thou darest tempt me further, draw thy sword.

Sir To. What, what? Nay, then I must

have an ounce or two of this malapert blood

from you.
Enter Olivia.

Oli. Hold, Toby; on thy life I charge thee,

hold!
Sir To. Madam! 5°

Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch,

Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves,

Where manners ne’er were preach’d ! out of my
sight

!

Be not offended, dear Cesario.

Rudesby, be gone ! _ ,

.

[Exeunt Sir Toby,
Sir Andrew, and Fabian.

I prithee, gentle friend,

Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway
In this uncivil and unjust extent

Against thy peace. Go with me to my house,

And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks

This ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 60

Mayst smile at this : thou shalt not choose but go :

Do not deny. Beshrew his soul for me,

Enter Maria and Clown.

Mar. Nay, I prithee, put on this gown an

this beard ;
make him believe thou art Sir Top;

the curate: do it quickly; I’ll call Sir Toby th

whilst.
.

Clo. Well, I’ll put it on, and I will dissemb!

myself in ’t; and I would I were the first th;

ever dissembled in such a gown. I am not ta

enough to become the fundlion well, nor lea

enPugh to be thought a good student ;
but to 1

said an honest man and a good housekeeper got

as fairly as to say a careful man and a gre;

scholar. The competitors enter.

Enter Sir Toby and Maria.

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master Parson.

Clo. Bonos dies, Sir Toby: for, as the olj

hermit of Prague, that never saw pen and ini

very wittily said to a niece of King Gorbodu

‘That that is is;’ so I, being master Parson, a:

master Parson ;
for, what is ‘ that ’ but * that

and ‘is’ but ‘is’?

Sir To. To him, Sir Topas. i

Clo. What, ho, I say ! peace in this prison! 1

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well ; a goc

knave.
Mai. [ Within ]

Who calls there ?

Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to vis

Malvolio the lunatic.

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topa

go to my lady.

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend ! how vexest the

this man ! talkest thou nothing but of ladies?
;

Sir To. Well said, master Parson.

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrongec

good Sir Topas, do not think I am mad: the

have laid me here in hideous darkness.

Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Satan ! I call th<

by the most modest terms ;
for I am one of tho:

gentle ones that will use the devil himself wi

courtesy: sayest thou that house is dark?

Mai. As hell, Sir Topas.

Clo. Why, it hath bay windows transpare

as barricadoes, and the clearstores toward tl

south north are as lustrous as ebony; and y
complainest thou of obstruction ?

Mai. I am not mad, Sir Topas : I say to yo

this house is dark.

Clo. Madman, thou errest: I say, there is 1

darkness but ignorance ; in which thou art mo
puzzled than the Egyptians in their fog.

Mai. I say, this house is as dark as ignoranc

though ignorance were as dark as hell; and

say, there was never man thus abused.
^

I am 1

more mad than you are : make the trial of it

any constant question.



To. What is the opinion of Pythagoras con-

ling wild fowl ?

Tal. That the soul of our grandam might

ly inhabit a bird.

To. What thinkest thou of his opinion ?

Tal. I think nobly of the soul, and no way
rove his opinion.

. .

60

lo. Fare thee well. Remain thou still in

cness : thou shalt hold the opinion of Pytha-

is ere I will allow of thy wits, and fear to kill

oodcock, lest thou dispossess the soul of thy
idam. Fare thee well.

Tal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas !

ir To. My most exquisite Sir Topas

!

lo. Nay, I am for all waters.

Tar. Thou mightst have done this without
beard and gown : he sees thee not. 70
ir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring
word how thou findest him : I would we were
. rid of this knavery. If he may be con-

iently delivered, I would he were, for I am
so far in offence with my niece that I can-
pursue with any safety this sport to the up-

:. Come by and by to my chamber.
[.Exeunt Sir Toby and Maria,

lo. {Singing] ‘Hey, Robin, jolly Robin,
Tell me how thy lady does.’

Tal. Fool! 80
lo. ‘My lady is unkind, perdy.*
ral. Fool

!

lo. ‘Alas, why is she so?’
ral. Fool, I say !

lo. ‘She loves another’—Who calls, ha?
T
al. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve
at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen,
and paper: as I am a gentleman, I will

to be thankful to thee for’t.

lo. Master Maivolio? 90
r
al. Ay, good fool.

lo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five

?
r
al. Fool, there was never man so noto-
sly abused: I am as well in my wits, fool, as
I art.

lo. But as well ? then you are mad indeed,
>u be no better in your wits than a fool.

Tal. They have here propertied me ; keep
n darkness, send ministers to me, asses, and
II they can to face me out of my wits. 101
lo. Advise you what you say ; the minister
ere. Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the hea-
. restore ! endeavour thyselfto sleep, and leave
vain bibble babble.
r

al. Sir Topas !

lo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow.

), I, sir? not I, sir. God be wi’ you, good Sir
as. Marry, amen. I will, sir, I will.

cil. Fool, fool, fool, I say ! no
lo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir?

1 shent for speaking to you.
r
al. Good fool, help me to some light and
2 paper : I tell thee, I am as well in my wits
ay man in Illyria.

lo. Well-a-day that you were, sir

!

a,l. By this hand, I am. Good fool, some
paper and light; and convey what I will set
n to my lady : it shall advantage^ thee more
ever the bearing of letter did. 120

lo. I will help you to’t. But tell me true,

are you not mad indeed? or do you but counter-
feit ?

Mai. Believe me, I am not ;
I tell thee true.

Clo. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe a madman till I

see his brains. I will fetch you light and paper
and ink.

Mai. Fool, I’ll requite it in the highest de-
gree : I prithee, be gone.

Clo. [Singing] I am gone, sir, * 130
And anon, sir,

I ’ll be with you again,
In a trice,

Like to the old Vice,
Your need to sustain;

Who, with dagger of lath.

In his rage and his wrath,
Cries, ah, ha ! to the devil

:

Like a mad lad,

Pare thy nails, dad ; 140

f Adieu, good man devil. {Exit.

Scene III. Olivia’s garden.

Enter Sebastian.

Seb. This is the air ; that is the glorious sun
;

This pearl she gave me, I do feel’t and see’t;

And though ’tis wonder that enwraps me thus,

Yet ’tis not madness. Where’s Antonio, then?
I could not find him at the Elephant

:

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit.

That he did range the town to seek me out.

His counsel now might do me golden service

;

For though my soul disputes well with my sense,

That this may be some error, but no madness, 10
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune

So far exceed all instance, all discourse.

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes
And wrangle with my reason that persuades me
To any other trust but that I am mad
Or else the lady’s mad

;
yet, if ’twere so,

She could not sway her house, command her fol-

lowers,
Take and give back affairs and their dispatch
With such a smooth, discreet and stable bearing
As I perceive she does: there’s something in ’t 20
That is deceiveable. But here the lady comes.

Enter Olivia and Priest.

Oil. Blame not this haste of mine. If you
mean well,

Now go with me and with this holy man
Into the chantry by : there, before him.
And underneath that consecrated roof.

Plight me the full assurance of your faith

;

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul
May live at peace. He shall conceal it

Whiles you are willing it shall come to note.
What time we will our celebration keep 30
According to my birth. What do you say?

Seb. I’ll follow this good man, and go with
you;

And, having sworn truth, ever will be true.

Oliv. Then lead the way, good father; and
heavens so shine,

That they may fairly note this adl of mine !

{Exeunt.
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ACT V.

Scene I. Before Olivia’s house.

Enter Clown and Fabian.

Fab. Now, as thou lovest me, let me see his

letter.

Clo. Good Master Fabian, grant me another

request.

Fab. Any thing.

Clo. Do not desire to see this letter.

.

Fab. This is, to give a dog, and in recom-

pense desire my dog again.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and Lords.

Duke . Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends?

Clo. Ay, sir ;
we are some of her trappings, io

Duke. I know thee well : how dost thou, my
good fellow ?

Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes and the

worse for my friends.

Dtike. Just the contrary; the better for thy

friends.

Clo. No, sir, the worse.
Duke. How can that be?
Clo . Marry, sir, they praise me and make an

ass of me ; now my foes tell me plainly I am an

ass : so that by my foes, sir, I profit in the know-

ledge of myself, and by my friends I am abused

:

so that, conclusions to be as kisses, if your four

negatives make your two affirmatives, why then,

the worse for my friends and the better for my
foes.

Duke. Why, this is excellent.

Clo. By my troth, sir, no ;
though it please

you to be one of my friends.

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me :

there’s gold. 3 1

Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, sir,

I would you could make it another.

Duke. O, you give me ill counsel.

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for

this once, and let your flesh and blood obey it.

Duke. Well, I will be so much a sinner, to be

a double-dealer : there’s another.

_

Clo. Primo, secundo, tertio, is a good play ;

and the old saying is, the third pays for all : the

triplex, sir, is a good tripping measure ; or the

bells of Saint Bennet, sir, may put you in mind ;

one, two, three.

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me
at this throw : if you will let your lady know I am
here to speak with her, and bring her along with

you, it may awake my bounty further.

Clo. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I

come again. I go, sir ; but I would not have you

to think that my desire of haying is the sin of

covetousness : but, as you say, sir, let your bounty

take a nap, I will awake it anon. [Exit.

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue

me.

Enter Antonio and Officers.

Duke. That face of his I do remember well;

Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmear’d

As black as Vulcan in the smoke of war:
A bawbling vessel was he captain of,

For shallow draught and bulk unprizable

;

With which such scathful grapple did he make

With the most noble bottom of our fleet,

That very envy and the tongue of loss

Cried fame and honour on him. What’s 1

matter?
First Off. Orsino, this is that Antonio

That took the Phoenix and her fraught fr-

Candy

;

And this is he that did the Tiger board,
When your young nephew Titus lost his leg:

Here in the streets, desperate of shame and sta

In private brabble did we apprehend him.

Vio. He did me kindness, sir, drew
my side;

But in conclusion put strange speech upon me:
I know not what ’twas but distraction.

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou salt-water thk

What foolish boldness brought thee to th

mercies,
Whom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear,

Hast made thine enemies ?

A nt. Orsino, noble sir,

Be pleased that I shake off these names y
give me

:

Antonio never yet was thief or pirate,

Though I confess, on base and ground enough
Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hithei

That most ingrateful boy there by your side,

From the rude sea’s enraged and foamy moutl
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was ;

His life I gave him and did thereto add
My love, without retention or restraint.

All his in dedication ;
for his sake

Did I expose myself, pure for his love,

Into the danger of this adverse town;
Drew to defend him when he was beset r

Where being apprehended, his false cunning,

Not meaning to partake with me in danger,

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance

And grew a twenty years removed thing

While one would wink; denied me mine O'

purse,

Which I had recommended to his use
Not half an hour before.

Vio. How can this be ?

Duke. When came he to this town ?

Ant. To-day, my lord; and for three monl

before,

No interim, not a minute’s vacancy,
Both day and night did we keep company.

Enter Olivia and Attendants.

Duke. Here comes the countess : now hea\

walks on earth.

But for thee, fellow ;
fellow, thy words are m;

ness:
Three months this youth hath tended upon me

But more of that anon. Take him aside.

OH. What would my lord, but that he m
not have,

Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable?

Cesario, you do not keep promise with me.

Vio. Madam

!

Duke. Gracious Olivia,

—

OH. What do you say, Cesario? Good i

lord,—
Vio. My lord would speak ; my duty hushes r

OH. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear

As howling after music.
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\
Duke. Still so cruel?

Ili. Still so constant, lord.

Duke. What, to perverseness? you uncivil lady,

whose ingrate and unauspicious altars

y soul the faithfull’st offerings hath breathed out

lat e’er devotion tender’d ! What shall I do?

Dli. Even what it please my lord, that shall

become him.

Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart

to do it, 120

Ice to the Egyptian thief at point of death,

11 what I love?—a savage jealousy

tat sometime savours nobly. But hear me this

:

ice you to non-regardance cast my faith,

id that I partly know the instrument

tat screws me from my true place in your
favour,

ve you the marble-breasted tyrant still

;

it this your minion, whom I know you love,

id whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly,

m will I tear out of that cruel eye, 130
here he sits crowned in his master’s spite.

-me, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in

mischief

:

I

I sacrifice the lamb that I do love,

1 spite a raven’s heart within a dove.

Vio. And I, most jocund, apt and willingly,

* do you rest, a thousand deaths would die.

Dli. Where goes Cesario ?

Vio. After him I love

Dre than I love these eyes, more than my life,

ore, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wife.

I do feign, you witnesses above 140
nish my life for tainting of my love !

Dli. Ay me, detested ! how am I beguiled !

Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you
wrong?

Dli. Hast thou forgot thyself? is it so long?
11 forth the holy father.

Duke. Come, away

!

Dli. Whither, my lord? Cesario, husband, stay.

Duke. Husband

!

Dli. Ay, husband : can he that deny?
Duke. Her husband, sirrah !

Vio. No, my lord, not I.

Dli. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear

iat makes thee strangle thy propriety : 150
ar not, Cesario ; take thy fortunes up ;

that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art

great as that thou fear’st.

Enter Priest.

O, welcome, father

!

ther, I charge thee, by thy reverence,
ire to unfold, though lately we intended
keep in darkness what occasion now

i :veals before ’tis ripe, what thou dost know
ith newly pass’d between this youth and me.
Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love,

nfirm’d by mutual joinder of your hands, 160
tested by the holy close of lips,

•engthen’d by interchangement of your rings

;

id all the ceremony of this compacft
al’d in my function, by my testimony:
ice when, my watch hath told me, toward
my grave

lave travell’d but two hours.
Duke. O thou dissembling cub! what wilt

thou be

When time hath sow’d a grizzle on thy case?
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow,
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow? 170
Farewell, and take her; but diredt thy feet

Where thou and I henceforth may never meet.
Vio. My lord, I do protest

—

Oli. O, do not swear

!

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear.

Enter Sir Andrew.
Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon!

Send one presently to Sir Toby.
Oli. What’s the matter?
Sir And. He has broke my head across and

has given Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too: for the
love of God, your help ! I had rather than forty

pound I were at home. 181
Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew?
Sir And. The count’s gentleman, one Cesario:

we took him for a coward, but he ’s the very devil

incardinate.

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario?
Sir And. ’Od’s lifelings, here he is ! You

broke my head for nothing ; and that that I did,

I was set on to do’t by Sir Toby.
Vio. Why do you speak to me? I never hurt

you : 190
You drew your sword upon me without cause

;

But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not.

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you
have hurt me : I think you set nothing by a
bloody coxcomb.

Enter Sir Toby and Clown.
Here comes Sir Toby halting; you shall hear
more : but if he had not been in drink, he would
have tickled you othergates than he did.

Duke. How now, gentleman ! how is’t with
you? 200
Sir To. That’s all one : has hurt me, and

there’s the end on’t. Sot, didst see Dick sur-

geon, sot?

Clo. O, he’s drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone;
his eyes were set at eight i’ the morning.
Sir To. Then he’s a rogue, f and a passy mea-

sures panyn : I hate a drunken rogue.
Oli. Away with him ! Who hath made this

havoc with them?
Sir And. I’ll help you, Sir Toby, because

we’ll be dressed together. 211
Sir To. Will you help? an ass-head and a

coxcomb and a knave, a thin-faced knave, a gull

!

Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d

to. [Exeunt Clown, Fabian, Sir Toby, and
Sir Andrew.

Enter Sebastian.

Seb.
.

I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your
kinsman

;

But, had it been the brother ofmy blood,
I must have done no less with wit and safety.

You throw a strange regard upon me, and by that
I do perceive it hath offended you : 220
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows
We made each other but so late ago.
Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and

two persons,
A natural perspective, that is and is not

!

Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio !
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How have the hours rack’d and tortured me,
Since I have lost thee !

Ant

.

Sebastian are you?
Seb. Fear’st thou that, Antonio?
Ant. How have you made division of your-

self?

An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 230
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ?

Oli. Most wonderful

!

Seb. Do I stand there ? I never had a bro-

ther ;

Nor can there be that deity in my nature.

Of here and every where. I had a sister,

Whom the blind waves and surges have devour’d.

Of charity, what kin are you to me ?

What countryman? what name? what parentage?
Vio. Of Messaline : Sebastian was my father

;

Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 240
So went he suited to his watery tomb :

If spirits can assume both form and suit

You come to fright us.

Seb. A spirit I am indeed ;

But am in that dimension grossly clad

Which from the womb I did participate.

Were you a woman, as the rest goes even,

I should my tears let fall upon your cheek,

And say ‘ Thrice-welcome, drowned Viola !*

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow.
Seb. And so had mine.

_
250

Vio. And died that day when Viola from her
birth

Had number’d thirteen years.

Seb. O, that record is lively in my soul

!

He finished indeed his mortal a<5t

That day that made my sister thirteen years.

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both
But this my masculine usurp’d attire,

Do not embrace me till each circumstance
Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump
That I am Viola: which to confirm, 260
I ’ll bring you to a captain in this town,
Where lie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle

help
I was preserved to serve this noble count.

All the occurrence of my fortune since

Hath been between this lady and this lord.

Seb. [To Olivia] So comes it, lady, you have
been mistook

:

But nature to her bias drew in that.

You would have been contracted to a maid;
Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived,

You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 270
Duke. Be not amazed; right noble is his

blood.

If this be so, as yet the glass seems true,

I shall have share in this most happy wreck.
[To Viola'] Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand

times
Thou never shouldst love woman like to me.

Vio. And all those sayings will I over-swear

;

And all those swearings keep as true in soul

As doth that orbed continent the fire

That severs day from night.

Duke. Give me thy hand ;

And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds. 280
Vio. The captain that did bring me first on

shore
Hath my maid’s garments : he upon some action
Is now in durance, at Malvolio’s suit.

A gentleman, and follower of my lady’s.

Oli. He shall enlarge him: fetch Malvo
hither:

And yet, alas, now I remember me,
They say, poor gentleman, he ’s much distraft.

Re-enter Clown with a letter, and Fabian

A most extracting frenzy of mine own
From my remembrance clearly banish’d his.

How does he, sirrah? 2

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at t

staves’s end as well as a man in his case may d
has here writ a letter to you ; I should have giv
’t you to-day morning, but as a madman’s epistl

are no gospels, so it skills not much when th<

are delivered.

Oli. Open ’t, and read it.

Clo . Look then to be well edified when t

fool delivers the madman. [Reads] ‘ By the Lot
madam,’— 3

Oli. How now ! art thou mad ?

Clo. No, madam, I do but read madness: !

your ladyship will have it as it ought to be, yt

must allow Vox.
Oli. Prithee, read i’ thy right wits.

Clo. So I do, madonna; but to read his rig

wits is to read thus : therefore perpend, my pri

cess, and give ear.

Oli. Read it you, sirrah. [To Fabia
Fab. [Reads] 1 By the Lord, madam, you wroi

me, and the world shall know it : though yi

have put me into darkness and given your drunk
cousin rule over me, yet have I the benefit of n

senses as well as your ladyship. I have yourov
letter that induced me to the semblance I put 0:

with the which I doubt not but to do myselfmui
right, or you much shame. Think of me as yi

please. I leave my duty a little unthought of ai

speak out of my injury.

The madly-used Malvolk
Oli. Did he write this?

Clo. Ay, madam.
Duke. This savours not much of distraction

Oli. See him deliver’d, Fabian
;

bring hi

hither. [Exit Fabia
My lord, so please you, these things furth

thought on,

To think me as well a sister as a wife,

One day shall crown the alliance on ’t, so plea

you,
Here at my house and at my proper cost.

Duke. Madam, I am most apt to embrai
your offer.

[To Viola] Your master quits you ; and for yoi

service done him,
So much against the mettle of your sex, 3;

So far beneath your soft and tender breeding,
And since you call’d me master for so long,
Here is my hand : you shall from this time be
Your master’s mistress.

Oli. A sister
!
you are she.

Re-enter Fabian, with Malvolio.

Duke. Is this the madman?
Oli. Ay, my lord, this sam

How now, Malvolio

!

Mai. Madam, you have done me wronfj

Notorious wrong.
Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no.
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4al. Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse that

letter.

1 must not now deny it is your hand

:

ite from it, if you can, in hand or phrase
; 340

say ’tis not your seal, not your invention :

1 can say none of this : well, grant it then

d tell me, in the modesty of honour,

iy you have given me such clear lights of

favour,

3e me come smiling and cross-garter’d to you,

put on yellow stockings and to frown

on Sir Toby and the lighter people

;

d, adting this in an obedient hope,
_

iy have you suffer’d me to be imprison’d,

pt in a dark house, visited by the priest, 350

d made the most notorious geek and gull

at e’er invention play’d on? tell me why.

)li. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing,

augh, I confess, much like the charadler

:

: out of question ’tis Maria’s hand,

d now I do bethink me, it was she

st told me thou wast mad; then earnest in

smiling,

d in such forms which here were presupposed

on thee in the letter. Prithee, be content

:

s pradtice hath most shrewdly pass’d upon
thee ;

360

; when we know the grounds and authors of it,

au shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge
thine own cause.
?ab. Good madam, hear me speak,

d let no quarrel nor no brawl to come
nt the condition of this present hour,

ich I have wonder’d at. In hope it shall not,

st freely I confess, myself and Toby
this device against Malvolio here,

on some stubborn and uncourteous parts

had conceived against him : Maria writ 370
i letter at Sir Toby’s great importance ;

recompense whereof he hath married her.

w with a sportful malice it was follow’d,

y rather pluck on laughter than revenge ;

hat the injuries be justly weigh’d
it have on both sides pass’d.

Hi. Alas, poor fool, how have they baffled

thee

!

Clo. Why, ‘some are born great, some achieve
greatness, and some have greatness thrown upon
them.’ I was one, sir, in this interlude; one Sir

Topas, sir; but that’s all one. ‘By the Lord,
fool, I am not mad.’ But do you remember?
‘Madam, why laugh you at such a barren rascal?

an you smile not, he’s gagged:’ and thus the
whirligig of time brings in his revenges.

Mai. I’ll be revenged on the whole pack of
you. [Exit.

Oli. He hath been most notoriously abused.
Duke. Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace :

He hath not told us of the captain yet
: 390

When that is known and golden time convents,
A solemn combination shall be made
Of our dear souls. Meantime, Sweet sister,

We will not part from hence. Cesario, come ;

For so you shall be, while you are a man;
But when in other habits you are seen,

Orsino’s mistress and his fancy’s queen.
[Exeunt all

,
except Clown.

Clo. [Sings]
When that I was arid a little tiny boy,
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain,

A foolish thing was but a toy, 400
For the rain it raineth every day.

But when I came to man’s estate,

With hey, ho, &c.
’Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their

gate,

For the rain, &c.

But when I came, alas ! to wive,
With hey, ho, &c.

By swaggering could I never thrive,

For the rain, &c.

But when I came unto my beds, 410
With hey, ho, &c.

With toss-pots still had drunken heads,
For the rain, &c.

A great while ago the world begun,
With hey, ho, &c.

But that’s all one, our play is done,
And we ’ll strive to please you every day.

[Exit.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAS.

Leontes, king of Sicilia.

Mamillius, young prince of Sicilia.

Camillo,
Antigonus,
Cljeomenes,
Dion,
Polixenes, king of Bohemia.
Florizel, prince of Bohemia.
Archidamus, a Lord of Bohemia. _

Old Shepherd, reputed father of Perdita.

Clown, his son.

Autolycus, a rogue.
A Mariner.

• Four Lords of Sicilia.

A Gaoler.

Hermione, queen to Leontes.
Perdita, daughter to Leontesand Hermio
Paulina, wife to Antigonus.
Emilia, a lady attending on Hermione.

Dorcas, }
Shepherdesses.

Other Lords and Gentlemen, Ladies, Officers,

Servants, Shepherds, and Shepherdesses.

Time, as Chorus.

Scene: Sicilia
,
and Bohemia .

ACT I.

Scene I. Antechamber in Leontes’ palace .

Enter Camillo and Archidamus.
Arch. If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit

Bohemia, on the like occasion whereon my
services are now on foot, you shall see, as I have
said, great difference betwixt our Bohemia and
your Sicilia.

Cam. I think, this coming summer, the King
of Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation

which he justly owes him.

Arch. Wherein our entertainment shall shame
us we will be justified in our loves; for indeed

—

Cam. Beseech you,— _

u
Arch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of

my knowledge : we cannot with such magnifi-

cence—in so rare—I know not what to say. We
will give you sleepy drinks, that your senses,

unintelligent of our insufficience, may, though
they cannot praise us, as little accuse us.

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear for

what’s given freely. 19
Arch. Believe me, I speak as my under-

standing instructs me and as mine honesty puts

it to utterance.

Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind

to Bohemia. They were trained together in

their childhoods ; and there rooted betwixt them
then such an affedtion, which cannot choose but
branch now. Since their more mature dignities

and royal necessities made separation of their

society, their encounters, though not personal,

have been royally attorneyed with interchange

of gifts, letters, loving embassies ; that they have
seemed to be together, though absent, shook
hands, as over a vast, and embraced, as it were,
from the ends of opposed winds. The heavens
continue their loves

!

Arch. I think there is not in the world either

malice or matter to alter it. You have an un-
speakable comfort of your young prince Mamil-

lius: it is a gentleman of the greatest prom
that ever came into my note.

Cam. I very well agree with you in t

hopes of him : it is a gallant child ; one tl

indeed physics the subjedl, makes old hea[

fresh: they that went on crutches ere he v|

born desire yet their life to see him a man.
Arch . Would they else be content to die?
Cam. Yes; if there were no other exct

why they should desire to live.

Arch. If the king had no son, they woi
desire to live on crutches till he had one.

\_Exew

Scene II. A room of state in the same.

Enter Leontes, Hermione, Mamillius,
Polixenes, Camillo, and Attendants.

Pol. Nine changes of the watery star ha;

been
The shepherd’s note since we have left our throi

Without a burthen : time as long again
Would be fill’d up, my brother, with our thank
And yet we should, for perpetuity,

Go hence in debt : and therefore, like a cipher,

Yet standing in rich place, I multiply
With one ‘We thank you’ many thousands moe
That go before it.

Leon. Stay your thanks a while

;

And pay them when you part.

Pol. Sir, that’s to-morrow.
I am question’d by my fears, of what may chan<

Or breed upon our absence ; that may blow
No sneaping winds at home, to make us say
‘This is put forth too truly:’ besides, I hai

stay’d

To tire your royalty.

Leon. We are tougher, brother, j

Than you can put us to’t.

Pol. No longer stay.

Leon. One seven-night longer.

Pol. Very sooth, to-morrov
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Leon. We’ll part the time between’s then;

and in that

’ll no gainsaying.

Pol. Press me not, beseech you, so.

'here is no tongue that moves, none, none i’

the world,
.

20

o soon as yours could win me : so it should now,

Vere there necessity in your request, although

Twere needful I denied it. My affairs

)o even drag me homeward : which to hinder

Vere in your love a whip to me ;
my stay

"o you a charge and trouble : to save both,

'arewell, our brother.

Leon. Tongue-tied our queen ? speak you.

Her. I had thought, sir, to have held my
peace until

ou had drawn oaths from him not to stay.

You, sir,

Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are sure 30

dl in Bohemia’s well ;
this satisfaction

"he by-gone day proclaim’d : say this to him,

le’s beat from his best ward.

Leon. Well said, Hermione.

Her. To tell, he longs to see his son, were
strong

:

’.ut let him say so then, and let him go

;

5ut let him swear so, and he shall not stay,

Ve’ll thwack him hence with distaffs.
r
et of your royal presence I ’ll adventure.

"he borrow of a week. When at Bohemia
r

ou take my lord, I’ll give him my com-
mission

.
4°

"o let him there a month behind the gest

'refix’d for’s parting: yet, good deed, Leontes,

love thee not a jar o’ the clock behind
Vhat lady-she her lord. You’ll stay?

Pol. No, madam.
Her. Nay, but you will?

Pol. I may not, verily.

Her. Verily

!

ou put me off with limber vows ; but I,

"hough you would seek to unsphere the stars

with oaths,

hould yet say ‘Sir, no going.’ Verily,

ou shall not go : a lady’s ‘Verily’ ’s 50
.s potent as a lord’s. Will you go yet?

'orce me to keep you as a prisoner,

fot like a guest ; so you shall pay your fees

Vhen you depart, and save your thanks. How
i say you ?

ly prisoner? or my guest? by your dread
‘Verily,’

•ne of them you shall be.

Pol. Your guest, then, madam

:

"o be your prisoner should import offending

;

Chich is for me less easy to commit
"han you to punish.
Her. Not your gaoler, then, 59

fit your kind hostess. Come, I ’ll question you
>fmy lord’s tricks and yours when you were boys :

'ou were pretty lordings then ?

Pol. We were, fair queen,
wo lads that thought there was no more behind
•ut such a day to-morrow as to-day,

.nd to be boy eternal.

Her. Was not my lord
he verier wag o’ the two ?

Pol. We were as twinn’d lambs that did frisk

i’ the sun,

And bleat the one at the other : what we changed
Was innocence for innocence ;

we knew not

The doCtrine of ill-doing, nor dream’d 70
That any did. Had we pursued that life,

And our weak spirits ne’er been higher rear’d

With stronger blood, we should have answer’d

heaven
Boldly ‘not guilty;’ the imposition clear’d

Hereditary ours.

Her. By this we gather

You have tripp’d since.

Pol. O my most sacked lady !

Temptations have since then been born to’s; for

In those unfledged days was my wife a girl
; j

Your precious self had then not cross’d the eyes
j

Of my young play-fellow.

Her. Grace to boot 1 80 !

Of this make no conclusion, lest you say
Your queen and I are devils

:
yet go on

;

The offences we have made you do we’ll answer,
J

If you first sinn’d with us and that with us

You did continue fault and that you slipp’d not

With any but with us.

Leon. Is he won yet?
Her. He’ll stay, my lord.

Leon. At my request he would not.

Hermione, my dearest, thou never spokest

To better purpose.
Her. Never?
Leon. Never, but once.

Her. What! have I twice said well? when
was’t before? 90 1

I prithee tell me ; cram’s with praise, and make’s
As fat as tame things: one good deed dying

tongueless
Slaughters a thousand waiting upon that.

Our praises are our wages
:
you may ride ’s

With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs ere

With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal

:

My last good deed was to entreat his stay

:

What was my first? it has an elder sister,

Or I mistake you: O, would her name were
• Grace

!

But once before I spoke to the purpose : when ?

Nay, let me have’t; I long.

Leon. Why, that was when 101
Three crabbed months had sour’d themselves to

death,
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand
And clap thyself my love : then didst thou utter !

‘ I am yours for ever.’

Her. ’Tis grace indeed.
Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose

j

twice

:

The one for ever earn’d a royal husband

;

The other for some while a friend.

Leoji. [Aside] Too hot, too hot
!

j

To mingle friendship far is mingling bloods. •

I have tremor cordis on me : my heart dances

;

But not for joy ;
not joy. This entertainment in

jMay a free face put on, derive a liberty

From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom,
And well become the agent; ’t may, I grant

;

But to be paddling palms and pinching fingers,

As now they are, and making practised smiles,

As in a looking-glass, and then to sigh, as ’twere
The mort o’ the deer ; O, that is entertainment
My bosom likes not, nor my brows ! Mamillius,
Art thou my boy?
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[Act

Mam. Ay, my good lord.

Leon. I’ fecks! 120
Why, that’s my bawcock. What, hast smutch’d

thy nose ?

They say it is a copy out of mine. Come, cap-

tain,

We must be neat; not neat, but cleanly, cap-

tain :

And yet the steer, the heifer and the calf

Are all call’d neat.—Still virginalling

Upon his palm !—How now, you wanton calf!

Art thou my calf?

Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord.

Leon. Thou want’st a rough pash and the

shoots that I have,
To be full like me

:
yet they say we are

Almost as like as eggs ; women say so, 130
That will say any thing : but were they false

As o’er-dyed blacks, as wind, as waters, false

As dice are to be wish’d by one that fixes

No bourn ’twixt his and mine, yet were it true

To say this boy were like me. Come, sir page,
Look on me with your welkin eye : sweet villain

!

Most dear’st ! my collop ! Can thy dam?—may’t
be?

—

Affe<5tion ! thy intention stabs the centre r

Thou dost make possible things not so held,

Communicatest with dreams ;—how can this be ?

—

With what’s unreal thou coadlive art, 141

And fellow’st nothing ; then ’tis very credent
Thou mayst co-join with something ;

and thou
dost,

And that beyond commission, and I find it,

And that to the infection of my brains

And hardening of my brows.
Pol. What means Sicilia ?

Her. He something seems unsettled.

Pol. How, my lord

!

What cheer? how is’t with you, best brother?

Her. You look
As if you held a brow of much distraction

:

Are you moved, my lord ?

Leon

.

No, in good earnest. 150
How sometimes nature will betray its folly.

Its tenderness, and make itself a pastime
To harder bosoms ! Looking on the lines

Of my boy’s face, methoughts I did recoil

Twenty-three years, and saw myself unbreech’d,

In my green velvet coat, my dagger muzzled,
Lest it should bite its master, and so prove,

As ornaments oft do, too dangerous

:

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel,

This squash, this gentleman. Mine honest friend,

Will you take eggs for money? 161

Mam. No, my lord, I’ll fight.

Leo?i. You will! why, happy man be’s dole!

My brother,

Are you so fond of your young prince as we
Do seem to be of ours ?

Pol. If at home, sir,

He’s all my exercise, my mirth, my matter,

Now my sworn friend and then mine enemy,
My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all

:

He makes a July’s day short as December,
And with his varying childness cures in me 170
Thoughts that would thick my bipod.

L eon. So stands this squire

Officed with me : we two will walk, my lord.

And leave you to your graver steps. Hermione,

How thou lovest us, show in our brother’s w
come

;

Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap

:

Next to thyself and my young rover, he’s
Apparent to my heart.

Her. If you would seek us,

We are yours i’ the garden; shall ’s attend y<

there ?

Leon. To your own bents dispose you
:
you

be found,
Be you beneath the sky. [Aside] I am anglii

now, 1

Though you perceive me not how I give line.

Go to, go to !

How she holds up the neb, the bill to him

!

And arms her with the boldness of a wife
To her allowing husband !

[Exeunt Polixenes, Hermione, ar,

A ttendan ,

Gone already

!

Inch-thick, knee-deep, o’er head and ears a fork

one

!

Go, play, boy, play : thy mother plays, and I

Play too, but so disgraced a part, whose issue

Will hiss me to my grave : contempt and clamo
Will be my knell. Go, play, boy, play. The

have been, 1

Or I am much deceived, cuckolds ere now

;

And many a man there is, even at this present,

Now while I speak this, holds his wife by the an
That little thinks she has been sluiced in

absence
And his pond fish’d by his next neighbour, by
Sir Smile, his neighbour : nay, there’s comfort in

Whiles other men have gates and those gat

open’d,
As mine, against their will. Should all despaii

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankhn
Would hang themselves. Physic for’t there

none ;
2<

(

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike

Where ’tis predominant; and ’tis powerfu
think it,

From east, west, north and south : be it conclude
No barricado for a belly ;

know’t ;
•

It will let in and out the enemy
With bag and baggage : many thousand on’s

Have the disease, and feel’t not. How now, boi

Mam. I am like you, they say,

Leon. Why, that’s some comfoi

What, Camillo there?
Cam. Ay, my good lord. 2?

Leon. Go play, Mamillius ; thou’rt an hone
man. [Exit Mamilliu

Camillo, this great sir will yet- stay longer.

Cam. You had much ado to make his anch(

hold:
When you cast out, it still came home.
Leon. Didst note if

Cam. He would not stay at your petition!

made
His business more material.

Leon. Didst perceive it?

[Aside] They’re here with me already, whispe

ing, rounding „

‘ Sicilia is a so-forth :’
’tis far gone,

When I shall gust it last. How came’t, Camill'

That he did stay?

Cam. At the good queen’s entreaty. 22
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Leon. At the queen’s be’t: ‘good’ should be
pertinent

;

Jut, so it is, it is not. Was this taken

Jy any understanding pate but thine?

'or thy conceit is soaking, will draw in

lore than the common blocks : not noted, is’t.

Jut of the finer natures? by some severals

)f head-piece extraordinary? lower messes
’erchance are to this business purblind ? say.

Cam. Business, my lord ! I think most un-

derstand
Sohemia 3tays here longer.

Leon. Ha

!

Cam. Stays here longer. 230
Leon. Ay, but why?
Cam. To satisfy your highness and the en-

treaties

>f our most gracious mistress.

Leon. Satisfy!

'he entreaties of your mistress ! satisfy

!

,et that suffice. I have trusted thee, Camillo,

/ith all the nearest things to my heart, as well

ly chamber-councils, wherein, priest-like, thou
last cleansed my bosom, I from thee departed
'hy penitent reform’d : but we have been
deceived in thy integrity, deceived 240
.1 that which seems so.

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord

!

Leon. To bide upon’t, thou art not honest, or,

f thou inclinest that way, thou art a coward,
fhich hoxes honesty behind, restraining

rom course required; or else thou must be
counted

servant grafted in my serious trust

nd therein negligent
; or else a fool

hat seest a game play’d home, the rich stake
drawn,

nd takest it all for jest.

Cam. My gracious lord,

may be negligent, foolish and fearful ; 250
1 every one of these no man is free,

ut that his n«gligence, his folly, fear,

mong the infinite doings of the world,
Dmetime puts forth. In your affairs, my lord,

ever I were wilful-negligent,

was my folly ; if industriously

play’d the fool, it was my negligence,
ot weighing well the end ; if ever fearful

0 do a thing, where I the issue doubted,
’hereof the execution did cry out 260
gainst the non-performance, ’twas a fear
r

hich oft infecSts the wisest : these, my lord,
re such allow’d infirmities that honesty
never free of. But, beseech your grace,

e plainer with me
;
let me know my trespass

y its own visage : if I then deny it,

is none of mine.
Leon. Ha’ not you seen, Camillo,

—

at that’s past doubt, you have, or your eye-
glass

thicker than a cuckold’s horn,—or heard,

—

3r to a vision so apparent rumour 270
mnot be mute,—or thought,—for cogitation
esides not in that man that does not think,

—

y wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess,
r else be impudently negative,
o have nor eyes nor ears nor thought, then say
y wife’s a hobby-horse, deserves a name
5 rank as any flax-wench that puts to

Before her troth-plight : say’t and justify ’t.

Cam. I would not be a stander-by to hear
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 280

My present vengeance taken : ’shrew my heart,

You never spoke what did become you less

Than this ;
which to reiterate were sin

As deep as that, though true.

Leon. Is whispering nothing?
Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting noses?

Kissing with inside lip? stopping the career

Of laughing with a sigh ?—a note infallible

Of breaking honesty—horsing foot on foot?

Skulking in corners? wishing clocks more swift?

Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes
Blind with the pin and web but theirs, theirs only,

That would unseen be wicked? is this nothing?
Why, then the world and all that’s in’t is

nothing

;

The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing

;

My wife is nothing; nor nothing have these

nothings,

If this be nothing.

Cam. Good my lord, be cured
Of this diseased opinion, and betimes

;

For ’tis most dangerous.
Leon. Say it be, ’tis true.

Cam. No, no, my lord.

Leon . It is
;
you lie, you lie

:

I say thou liest, Camillo, and I hate thee, 300
Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave.

Or else a hovering temporizer, that

Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil,

Inclining to them both: were my wife’s liver

Infe<5ted as her life, she would not live

The running of one glass.

Cam. Who does infedl her?
Leon. Why, he that wears her like her medal,

hanging
About his neck, Bohemia : who, if I

Had servants true about me, that bare eyes
To see alike mine honour as their profits, 310
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that

Which should undo more doing : ay, and thou,
His cup-bearer,—whom I from meaner form
Have bench’d and rear’d to worship, who mayst

see
Plainly as heaven sees earth and earth sees

heaven,
How I am galled,—mightst bespice a cup,
To give mine enemy a lasting wink;
Which draught to me were cordial.

Cam. Sir, my lord,

I could do this, and that with no rash potion,

But with a lingering dram that should not work
Maliciously like poison: but I cannot 321
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress,

So sovereignly being honourable.
I have loved thee,

—

Leon. fMake that thy question, and go rot

!

Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled,

To appoint myself in this vexation, sully

The purity and whiteness of my sheets,

Which to preserve is sleep, which being spotted
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps,
Give scandal to the blood o’ the prince my son,

Who I do think is mine and love as mine, 331
Without ripe moving to’t? Would I do this?

Could man so blench?
Cam. I must believe you, sir

:
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I do ; and will fetch off Bohemia for’t

;

;

Provided that, when he ’s removed, your highness

|

Will take again your queen as yours at first,

|

Even for your son’s sake ;
and thereby for sealing

The injury of tongues in courts and kingdoms

Known and allied to yours.

Leon

.

Thou dost advise me
; Even so as I mine own course have set down : 340

1

I ’ll give no blemish to her honour, none.

Cam. My lord,

Go then ;
and with a countenance as clear

As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia
And with your queen. I am his cupbearer

:

If from me he have wholesome beverage.

Account me not your servant,

j

Leon. This is all

:

I Do’t and thou hast the one half of my heart

;

Do’t not, thou split’st thine own.
Cam. I’ll do’t, my lord.

Leon. I will seem friendly, as thou hast ad-

vised me. {Exit. 350

Cam. O miserable lady ! But, for me,

What case stand I in? I must be the poisoner

! Of good Polixenes; and my ground to do’t

Is the obedience to a master, one

Who in rebellion with himself will have

All that are his so too. To do this deed,

Promotion follows. If I could find example

Of thousands that had struck anointed kings

And flourish’d after, I ’Id not do’t ;
but since

Nor brass nor stone nor parchment bears not one,

Let villany itself forswear ’t. I must
#

361

I Forsake the court: to do’t, or no, is certain

j

To me a break-neck. Happy star reign now !

1

Here comes Bohemia.

Re-enter Polixenes.

| Pol. This is strange : methinks

i My favour here begins to warp. Not speak?

j Good day, Camillo.

j

Cam. Hail, most royal sir

!

|

Pol. What is the news i’ the court ?

Cam. None rare, my lord.

! Pol. The king hath on him such a countenance

' As he had lost some province and a region
i Loved as he loves himself: even now I met him
! With customary compliment ;

when he, 371

i

Wafting his eyes to the contrary and falling

I A lip of much contempt, speeds from me and
' So leaves me to consider what is breeding

That changeth thus his manners.

Cam. I dare not know, my lord.

Pol. How ! dare not ! do not. Do you know,

and dare not?

;
Be intelligent to me : ’tis thereabouts

;

For, to yourself, what you do know, you must,

: And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo, 380

Your changed complexions are to me a mirror

Which shows me mine changed too ;
for I must be

A party in this alteration, finding
1 Myself thus alter’d with ’t.

|
Cam. There is a sickness

I Which puts some of us in distemper, but

I cannot name the disease ;
and it is caught

Of yoti that yet are well.

Pol. How ! caught of me !

Make me not sighted like the basilisk

:

I have look’d on thousands, who have sped the

better

[Act 1
1

By my regard, but kill’d none so. Camillo,

—

As you ate certainly a gentleman, thereto 39
Clerk-like experienced, which no less adorns

Our gentry than our parents’ noble names,

In whose success we are gentle,—I beseech you

If you know aught which does behove my know
ledge

Thereof to be inform’d, imprison ’t not

In ignorant concealment.

Cam. I may not answer.

Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I well

I must be answer’d. Dost thou hear, Camillo,

I conjure thee, by all the parts of man 40c

Which honour does acknowledge, whereof tht

least

Is not this suit of mine, that thou declare

What incidency thou dost guess of harm
Is creeping toward me ;

how far off, how near

;

Which way to be prevented, if to be

;

If not, how best to bear it.

Cam. Sir, I will tell you;

Since I am charged in honour and by him
That I think honourable : therefore mark my

counsel,

Which must be even as swiftly follow’d as

I mean to utter it, or both yourself and me 41c

Cry lost, and so good night

!

Pol. On, good Camillo.

Cam. I am appointed him to murder you.

Pol. By whom, Camillo?
Cam. By the king.

Pol. For what!

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he

swears,
As he had seen’t or been an instrument

To vice you to’t, that you have touch’d his queer

Forbiddenly.
Pol. O, then my best blood turn

To an infedled jelly and my name
Be yoked with his that did betray the Best

!

Turn then my freshest reputation to 42c

A savour that may strike the dullest nostril

Where I arrive, and my approach be shunn’d,.

Nay, hated too, worse than the great’st infedtior

That e’er was heard or read !

Cam. Swear his thought over

By each particular star in heaven and
By all their influences, you may as well

Forbid the sea for to obey the moon
As or by oath remove or counsel shake

The fabric of his folly, whose foundation

Is piled upon his faith and will continue 43c

The standing of his body.

Pol. How should this grow'.’

Cam. I know not : but I am sure ’tis safer tc

Avoid what’s grown than question how ’tis born.»

If therefore you dare trust my honesty,

That lies enclosed in this trunk which you
Shall bear along impawn’d, away to-night

!

Your followers I will whisper to the business,

And will by twos and threes at several posterns i

Clear them o’ the city. For myself. I’ll put

My fortunes to your service, which are here 44c

By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain

;

For, by the honour of my parents, I

Have utter’d truth : which if you seek to prove,

I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer

Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth

thereon
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His execution sworn.

Pol.
I do believe thee :

t saw his heart in’s face. Give me thy hand

:

Be pilot to me and thy places shall

Still neighbour mine. My ships are ready and

My people did expedt my hence departure 450
Two days ago. This jealousy

[s for a precious creature : as she’s rare,

Must it be great, and as his person’s mighty,

Must it be violent, and as he does conceive

He is dishonour’d by a man which ever

Profess’d to him, why, his revenges must
In that be made more bitter. Fear o’ershades me :

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort

[The gracious queen, part of his theme, but
nothing

Of his ill-ta’en suspicion ! Come, Camillo
; 460

I will respedt thee as a father if

Thou bear’ st my life off hence : let us avoid.

Cam. It is in mine authority to command
The keys of all the posterns

:
please your highness

To take the urgent hour. Come, sir, away.
[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. A room in Leontes’ palace.

Enter Hermione, Mamillius, and Ladies.

Her. Take the boy to you : he so troubles me,

Tis past enduring.

First Lady. Come, my gracious lord.

Shall I be your playfellow ?

Mam. No, I ’ll none of you.

First Lady. Why, my sweet lord?

Mam. You’ll kiss me hard and speak to

me as if

[ were a baby still. I love you better.

Sec. Lady. And why so, my lord?

Mam. Not for because

Vour brows are blacker
;
yet black brows, they say,

Become some women best, so that there be not

Too much hair there, but in a semicircle, 10

Or a half-moon made with a pen.

Sec. Lady. Who taught you this ?

Mam. I learnt it out of women’s faces.

Pray now
What colour are your eyebrows ?

First Lady. Blue, my lord.

Mam. Nay, that’s a mock: I have seen a

lady’s nose
That has been blue, but not her eyebrows.

First Lady. Hark ye ;

The queen your mother rounds apace : we shall

Present our services to a fine new prince

One of these days ; and then you ’Id wanton
with us,

If we would have you.
Sec. Lady. She is spread of late

Into a goodly bulk : good time encounter her ! 20

Her. What wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come,
sir, now

[ am for you again : pray you, sit by us.

And tell’s a tale.

Mam. Merry or sad shall ’t be ?

Her. As merry as you will.

Mam. A sad tale’s best for winter: I have one
Of sprites and goblins.

Her. Let’s have that, good sir.

Come on, sit clown : come on, and do your best

To fright me with your sprites; you’re powerful
at it.

Mam. There was a man

—

Her. Nay, come, sit down ;
then on.

Mam. Dwelt by a churchyard: I will tell it

softly
; _

30
Yond crickets shall not hear it.

Her. Come on, then,

And give ’t me in mine ear.

Enter Leontes, with Antigonus, Lords,
and others.

Leon. Was he met there? his train? Camillo
with him?

First Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met
them ;

never
Saw I men ^cour so on their way : I eyed them
Even to their ships.

Leon. How blest am I

In my just censure, in my true opinion !

Alack, for lesser knowledge ! how accursed
In being so blest ! There may be in the cup
A spider steep’d, and one may drink, depart, 40
And yet partake no venom, for his knowledge
Is not infedted : but if one present
The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make known
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his

sides,

With violent hefts. I have drunk, and seen
the spider.

Camillo was his help in this, his pander

:

There is a plot against my life, my crown ;

All’s true that is mistrusted: that false villain

Whom I employ’d was pre-employ’d by him

:

He has discover’d my design, and I 50
Remain a pinch’d thing

;
yea, a very trick

For them to play at will. How came the posterns
So easily open?
First Lord. By his great authority

;

Which often hath no less prevail’d than so

On your command.
Leon. I know’t too well.

Give me the boy : I am glad you did not nurse
him

:

Though he does bear some signs of me, yet you
Have too much blood in him.
Her. What is this? sport?
Leon. Bear the boy hence ; he shall not come

about her;
Away with him ! and let her sport herself 60
With that she’s big with

;
for ’tis Polixenes

Has made thee swell thus.

Her. But I ’Id say he had not,

And I ’ll be sworn you would believe my saying,

Howe’er you lean to the nayward.
Leon. You, my lords,

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about
To say ‘ she is a goodly lady,’ and
The justice of your hearts will thereto add
‘ ’Tis pity she’s not honest, honourable :’

Praise her but for this her without-door form,
Which on my faith deserves high speech, and

straight 70
The shrug, the hum or ha, these petty brands
That calumny doth use—O, I am out—

-

That mercy does, for calumny will sear
Virtue itself: these shrugs, these hums and ha’s,
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When you have said ‘she’s goodly/ come
between

Ere you can say ‘she’s honest:’ but be’t known,
From him that has most cause to grieve it

should be,

She’s an adulteress.

Her. Should a villain say so.

The most replenish’d villain in the world,

He were as much more villain
:
you, my lord, 80

Do but mistake.

Leon. You have mistook, my lady,

Polixenes for Leontes : O thou thing

!

Which I ’ll not call a creature of thy place,

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent.
Should a like language use to all degrees
And mannerly distinguishment leave out
Betwixt the prince and beggar : I have said

She ’s an adulteress ; I have said with whom

:

More, she’s a traitor and Camillo is

A federary with her, and one that knows 90
What she should shame to know herself

But with her most vile principal, that she’s

A bed-swerver, even as bad as those
That vulgars give bold’st titles, ay, and privy
To this their late escape.

Her. No, by my life,

Privy to none of this. How will this grieve you,
When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that

You thus have publish’d me ! Gentle my lord,

You scarce can right me throughly then to say
You did mistake.
Leon. No; if I mistake 100

In those foundations which I build upon,
The centre is not big enough to bear
A school-boy’s top. Away with her ! to prison !

He who shall speak for her is afar off guilty

But that he speaks.

Her. There’s some ill planet reigns

:

I must be patient till the heavens look
With an aspedl more favourable. Good my

lords,

I am not prone to weeping, as our sex
Commonly are ; the want of which vain dew
Perchance shall dry your pities: but I have no
That honourable grief lodged here which burns
Worse than tears drown: beseech you all, my

lords,

With thoughts so qualified as your charities

Shall best instruct you, measure me ; and so

The king’s will be perform’d !

Leon. Shall I be heard?
Her. Who is’t that goes with me? Beseech

your highness,

My women may be with me ; for you see

My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools ;

There is no cause: when you shall know your
mistress

Has deserved prison, then abound in tears 120
As I come out : this adtion I now go on
Is for my better grace. Adieu, my lord

:

I never wish’d to see you sorry
;
now

I trust I shall. My women, come; you have
leave.

Leon. Go, do our bidding ; hence !

[Exit Queen
,
guarded ; with Ladies

.

First Lord. Beseech your highness, call the
queen again.

Ant. Be certain what you do, sir, lest your
justice

Prove violence ; in the which three great one
suffer,

Yourself, your queen, your son.
First Lord. For her, my lord

I dare my life lay down and will do’t, sir, 13.

Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotles

I’ the eyes of heaven and to you ; I mean,
In this which you accuse her.

Ant. I fit prove

f She’s otherwise, I’ll keep my stables where
I lodge my wife ; I ’ll go in couples with her

;

Than when I feel and see her no farther trust her
For every inch of woman in the world,
Ay, every dram of woman’s flesh is false.

If she be.

Leon . Hold your peaces.
First Lord. Good my lord,

—

Ant. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves
You are abused and by some putter-on 14:

That will be damn’d for’t; would I knew th<

villain,

tl would land-damn him. Be she honour-flaw’d,
I have three daughters

;
the eldest is eleven

;

The second and the third, nine, and some five

;

If this prove true, they’ll pay for’t: by mine
honour,

I ’ll geld ’em all
; fourteen they shall not see,

To’bring false generations: they are co-heirs;

And I had rather glib myself than they
Should not produce fair issue.

Leon
.

.
Cease ; no more.

You smell this business with a sense as cold 151

As is a dead man’s nose : but I do see’t andfeel’t,

As you feel doing thus ; and see withal
The instruments that feel.

Ant. Ifitbeso,
We need no grave to bury honesty

:

There ’s not a grain of it the face to sweeten
Of the whole dungy earth.

Leon . What ! lack I credit?

First Lord. I had rather you did lack than I,

my lord,

Upon this ground ; and more it would content me
To have her honour true than your suspicion, 16c

Be blamed for’t how you might.
Leon. Why, what need we

Commune with you of this, but rather follow
Our forceful instigation? Our prerogative
Calls not your counsels, but our natural goodness
Imparts this ; which if you, or stupified

Or seeming so in skill, cannot or will not
Relish a truth like us, inform yourselves
We need no more of your advice : the matter,
The loss, the gain, the ordering on’t, is all

Properly ours.

Ant. And I wish, my liege, 170

You had only in your silent judgment tried it, I

Without more overture.
Leon. How could that be ?

Either thou art most ignorant by age,
Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo’s flight.

Added to their familiarity,

Which was as gross as ever touch’d conje<51ure, i

That lack’d sight only, nought for approbation
But only seeing, all other circumstances
Made up to the deed, doth push on this pro-'

ceeding

:

Yet, for a greater confirmation, 180

For in an a6t of this importance ’twere
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ost piteous to be wild, I have dispatch’d in post

, sacred Delphos, to Apollo’s temple,

eomenes and Dion, whom you know
' stuff’d sufficiency : now from the oracle

ley will bring all ;
whose spiritual counsel had,

all stop or spur me. Have I done well?

First Lord. Well done, my lord.

Leon. Though I am satisfied and need no

more
tan what I know, yet shall the oracle 190

ve rest to the minds of others, such as he

hose ignorant credulity will not

>me up to the truth. So have we thought it good

om our free person she should be confined,

:st that the treachery of the two fled hence

: left her to perform. Come, follow us ;

e are to speak in public ;
for this business

ill raise us all.

Ant. [Aside] To laughter, as I take it,

the good truth were known. [Exeunt.

Scene II. A prison.

i;iter Paulina, a Gentleman, and Attendants.

Patil. The keeper of the prison, call to him

;

:t him have knowledge who I am. [Exit Gent.
Good lady,

3 court in Europe is too good for thee

;

hat dost thou then in prison?

Re-enter Gentleman, with the Gaoler.

Now, good sir,

m know me, do you not ?

Gaol. For a worthy lady

id one whom much I honour.

Paul. Pray you then,

>ndu6t me to the queen.

Gaol. I may not, madam

:

> the contrary I have express commandment.
Paul. Here’s ado,

) lock up honesty and honour from 10

le access of gentle visitors ! Is’t lawful, pray

you,
i see her women? any of them? Emilia?

Gaol. So please you, madam,
) put apart these your attendants, I

tall bring Emilia forth.

Paul. I pray now, call her.

ithdraw yourselves.

[Exeunt Gentleman and Attendants.

Gaol. And, madam,
nust be present at your conference.

Paul. Well, be’t so, prithee
;

[Exit Gaoler.

ere ’s such ado to make no stain a stain

i passes colouring.

Re-enter Gaoler, with Emilia.

Dear gentlewoman, 20

ow fares our gracious lady ?

Emil. As well as one so great and so forlorn

ay hold together : on her frights and griefs,

hich never tender lady hath borne greater,

le is something before her time deliver’d.

Paul. A boy ?

Emil. A daughter, and a goodly babe,
usty and like to live : the queen receives

uch comfort in’t; says ‘My poor prisoner,

am innocent as you.’
Paul. I dare be sworn

:

These dangerous unsafe lunes i’ the king, be-

shrew them ! 30
He must be told on’t, and he shall : the office

Becomes a woman best ; I ’ll take’t upon me :

If I prove honey-mouth’d, let my tongue blister

And never to my red-look’d anger be

The trumpet any more.
.

Pray you, Emilia,

Commend my best obedience to the queen

:

If she dares trust me with her little babe,

I’ll show’t the king and undertake to be

Her advocate to the loud’st. We do not know
How he may soften at the sight o’ the child

: 40
The silence often of pure innocence

Persuades when speaking fails.

Emil. Most worthy madam,
Your honour and your goodness is so evident

That your free undertaking cannot miss

A thriving issue : there is no lady living

So meet for this great errand. Please your lady-

ship
To visit the next room, I’ll presently

Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer

;

Who but to-day hammer’d of this design.

But durst not tempt a minister of honour, 50
Lest she should be denied.

Paul. Tell her, Emilia,

I ’ll use that tongue I have : if wit flow from’t

As boldness from my bosom, let’t not be doubted
I shall do good.
Emil. Now be you blest for it

!

I’ll to the queen: please you, come something
nearer.

Gaol. Madam, if’t please the queen to send
the babe,

I know not what I shall incur to pass it,

Having no warrant.

Paul. You need not fear it, sir:

This child was prisoner to the womb and is

By law and process of great nature thence 60
Freed and enfranchised, not a party to

The anger of the king nor guilty of,

If any be, the trespass of the queen.
Gaol. I do believe it.

Paul. Do not you fear : upon mine honour, I

Will stand betwixt you and danger. [Exeunt.

Scene III. A room in Leontes’ palace.

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and
Servants.

Leon. Nor night nor day no rest: it is but
weakness

To bear the matter thus ;
mere weakness. If

The cause were not in being,—part o’ the cause,

She the adulteress ;
for the harlot king

• Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank
And level of my brain, plot-proof ; but she

I can hook to me : say that she were gone,

Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest

Might come to me again. Who’s there?

First Serv. My lord?

Leon. How does the boy?
First Serv. He took good rest to-night ; 10

’Tis hoped his sickness is discharged.

Leon. To see his nobleness

!

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother,

He straight declined, droop’d, took it deeply,

Fasten’d and fix’d the shame on’t in himself,

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep,
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And downright languish’d. Leave me solely
:
go,

See how he fares. [Exit Serv.] Fie, fie! no
thought of him

:

The very thought of my revenges that way
Recoil upon me : in himself too mighty, 20

And in his parties, his alliance ; let him be

Until a time may serve : for present vengeance,

Take it on hef. Camillo and Polixenes

Laugh at me, make their pastime at my sorrow

:

They should not laugh if I could reach them, nor

Shall she within my power.

Enter Paulina, with a child.

First Lord. You must not enter.

Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second

to me

:

Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas.

Than the queen’s life? a gracious innocent soul,

More free than he is jealous.

Ant. That’s enough. 30

Sec. Serv. Madam, he hath not slept to-night

;

commanded
None should come at him.

Paul. Not so hot, good sir

:

I come to bring him sleep. ’Tis such as you,

That creep like shadows by him and do sigh

At each his needless heavings, such as you
Nourish the cause of his awaking: I

Do come with words as medicinal as true,

Honest as either, to purge him of that humour
That presses him from sleep.

Leon . What noise there, ho?
Patil. No noise, my lord ; but needful confer-

ence 4°
About some gossips for your highness.

Leon. How

!

Away with that audacious lady ! Antigonus,

I charged thee that she should not come about me :

I knew she would.
Ant. I told her so, my lord,

On your displeasure’s peril and on mine,

She should not visit you.
Leon. What, canst not rule her?

Paul. From all dishonesty he can : in this.

Unless he take the course that you have done,

Commit me for committing honour, trust it,

He shall not rule me.
Ant. La you now, you hear: 50

When she will take the rein I let her run

;

But she’ll not stumble.

Paul. Good my liege, I come

;

And, I beseech you, hear me, who profess

Myself your loyal servant, your physician,

Your most obedient counsellor, yet that dare

Less appear so in comforting your evils,

Than such as most seem yours : I say, I come
From your good queen.
Leon. Good queen

!

Paul. Good queen, my lord,

Good queen ;
I say good queen ;

And would by combat make her good, so were I

A man, the worst about you. 61

Leoti. Force her hence.

Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes

First hand me : on mine own accord I ’ll off

;

But first I ’ll do my errand. The good queen,

Forshe is good, hath brought you forth a daughter

;

Here ’tis
;
commends it to your blessing.

[Laying down the child.

Leon. Out

!

A mankind witch ! Hence with her, out 0’ doc

A most intelligencing bawd

!

Paul. Not so:

I am as ignorant in that as you
In so entitling me, and no less honest

Than you are mad ;
which is enough, 1 ’ll warrai

As this world goes, to pass for honest.

Leon. Traitors

Will you not push her out? Give her the bastar

Thou dotard ! thou art woman-tired, unroosted

By thy dame Partlet here. Take up the bastard

Take’t up, I say; give’t to thy crone.

Paul. For ever

Unvenerable be thy hands, if thou
Takest up the princess by that forced baseness

Which he has put upon’t
! . .

Leon. He dreads his wife.

Paul. So I would you did ; then ’twere pa

all doubt
You ’Id call your children yours.

Leon. A nest of traitor

A nt. I am none, by this good light.

Paul. Nor I, nor ar

But one that’s here, and that’s himself, for he
The sacred honour of himself, his queen’s.

His hopeful son’s, his babe’s, betrays to slander

Whose sting is sharper than the sword’s; ar

will not

—

For, as the case now stands, it is a curse

He cannot be compell’d to’t—once remove
The root of his opinion, which is rotten

As ever oak or stone was sound.

Leon. A callat

Of boundless tongue, who late hath beat h<!

husband
And now baits me

!
_

This brat is none of mine

;

It is the issue of Polixenes

:

Hence with it, and together with the dam
Commit them to the fire !

Paul. It is yours ;

And, might we lay the old proverb to your chargt

So like you, ’tis the worse. Behold, my lords,

Although the print be little, the whole matter

And copy of the father, eye, nose, lip,

The trick of’s frown, his forehead, nay, the valle;

The pretty dimples of his chin and cheek, ic

His smiles,

The very mould and frame of hand, nail, fingei

And thou, good goddess Nature, which ha:

made it

So like to him that got it, if thou hast

The ordering of the mind too, ’mongst all coloui

No yellow in’t, lest she suspedt, as he does,

Her children not her husband’s

!

Leon. A gross hag I

And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang’d.

That wilt not stay her tongue.

Ant. Hang all the husbands nj

That cannot do that feat, you’ll leave yourself

Hardly one subjedt.

Leon. Once more, take her hence.
|

Patil. A most unworthy and unnatural lord \

Can do no more.
Leon. I ’ll ha’ thee burnt.

Paul. , I care not

:

It is an heretic that makes the fire.

Not she which burns in’t. I ’ll not call you tyrani

But this most cruel usage of your queen,
——

—
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t able to produce more accusation

in your own weak-hinged fancy, something
savours

tyranny and will ignoble make you, 120

1,
scandalous to the world.

,eon. On your allegiance,

: of the chamber with her ! Were I a tyrant,

ere were her life ? she durst not call me so,

he did know me one. Away with her!

'aul. I pray you, do not push me ; I ’ll be gone.

,k to your babe, my lord; ’tis yours: Jove
send her

etter guiding spirit ! What needs these hands?

1,
that are thus so tender o’er his follies,

1 never do him good, not one of you.

so : farewell ; we are gone. [Exit. 130

eon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to

this.

child? away with’t! Even thou, that hast

earl so tender o’er it, take it hence
l see it instantly consumed with fire

;

n thou and none but thou. Take it up straight:

hin this hour bring me word ’tis done,

[ by good testimony, or I ’ll seize thy life,

h what thou else call’st thine. If thou refuse

wilt encounter with my wrath, say so

;

bastard brains with these my proper hands
11

1

dash out. Go, take it to the fire ; 140
thou set’st on thy wife.

nf. I did not, sir

:

se lords, my noble fellows, if they please,

clear me in’t.

ords. We can : my royal liege,

is not guilty of her coming hither.

eon. You’re liars all.

irst Lord. Beseech your highness, give us
better credit

:

have always truly served you, and beseech you
0 esteem of us, and on our knees we beg,

ecompense of our dear services 150
. and to come, that you do change this purpose,
ch being so horrible, so bloody, must
1 on to some foul issue : we all kneel.

?on. I am a feather for each wind that blows

:

1 I live on to see this bastard kneel
;
call me father? better burn it now
n curse it then. But be it ; let it live,

tall not neither. You, sir, come you hither
;

that have been so tenderly officious

1 Lady Margery, your midwife there, 160
ave this bastard’s life,—for ’tis a bastard,

are as this beard’s grey,—what will you ad-
venture
ave this brat’s life ?

'it. Any thing, my lord,

: my ability may undergo
nobleness impose : at least thus much

:

)awn the little blood which I have left

ave the innocent: any thing possible.

on. It shall be possible. Swear by this

sword
l wilt perform my bidding.
it. I will, my lord.'

on. Mark and perform it, see’st thou' for

the fail 170
ay point in ’t shall not only be
h to thyself but to thy lewd-tongued wife,
m for this time we pardon. We enjoin thee,
iou art liege-man to us, that thou carry

This female bastard hence and that thou bear it

To some remote and desert place quite out
Of our dominions, and that there thou leave it,

Without more mercy, to its own protection
And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee, 180
On thy soul’s peril and thy body’s torture,

That thou commend it strangely to some place
Where chance may nurse or end it. Take it up.
Ant. I swear to do this, though a present

death
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe :

Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens
To be thy nurses ! Wolves and bears, they say,
Casting their savageness aside have done
Like offices of pity. Sir, be prosperous
In more than this deed does require ! And blessing
Against this cruelty fight on thy side, 191
Poor thing, condemn’d to loss

!

[Exit with the child.

Leon. No, I’ll not rear
Another’s issue.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Please your highness, posts
From those you sent to the oracle are come
An hour since : Cleomenes and Dion,
Being well arrived from Delphos, are both landed,
Hasting to the court.

First Lord. So please you, sir, their speed
Hath been beyond account.
Leon. Twenty three days

They have been absent : ’tis good speed ; foretells

The great Apollo suddenly will have 200
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords

;

Summon a session, that we may arraign
Our most disloyal lady, for, as she hath
Been publicly accused, so shall she have
A just and open trial. While she lives

My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me,
And think upon my bidding. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I. A sea-port in Sicilia.

Enter Cleomenes and Dion.

Cleo. The climate’s delicate, the air most
sweet,

Fertile the isle, the temple much surpassing
The common praise it bears.

Dion. I shall report,

For most it caught me, the celestial habits,

Methinks I so should term them, and the rever-

ence
Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice !

How ceremonious, solemn and unearthly
It was i’ the offering !

Cleo. But of all, the burst
And the ear-deafening voice o’ the oracle,

Kin to Jove’s thunder, so surprised my sense, 10
That I was nothing.
Dion. If the event o’ the journey

Prove as successful to the queen,—O be’t so !

—

As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy,
The time is worth the use on’t.

Cleo. Great Apollo
Turn all to the best ! These proclamations.
So forcing faults upon Hermione,
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I little like.

Dion. The violent carriage of it

Will clear or end the business : when the oracle.

Thus by Apollo’s great divine seal’d up,

Shall the contents discover, something rare 20

Even then will rush to knowledge. Go: fresh

horses

!

And gracious be the issue !
\Exeunt.

Scene II. A court 0/ Justice.

Enter Leontes, Lords, and Officers.

Leon. This sessions, to our great grief we
pronounce,

Even pushes ’gainst our heart : the party tried

The daughter of a king, our wife, and one

Of us too much beloved. Let us be clear’d

Of being tyrannous, since we so openly

Proceed injustice, which shall have due course,

Even to the guilt or the purgation.

Produce the prisoner.

Off. It is his highness’ pleasure that the queen

Appear in person here in court. Silence 1 10

Enter Hermione guarded

;

Paulina and
Ladies attending.

Leon. Read the indictment.

Off. [Reads] Hermione, queen to the worthy

Leontes, king of Sicilia, thou art here accused

and arraigned of high treason, in committing

adultery with Polixenes, king of Bohemia, and

conspiring with Camillo to take away the life of

our sovereign lord the king, thy royal husband

:

the pretence whereof being by circumstances

partly laid open, thou, Hermione, contrary to the

faith and allegiance of a true subjedt, didst coun-

sel and aid them, for their better safety, to fly

away by night.

Her. Since what I am to say must be but

that

Which contradicts my accusation and

The testimony on my part no other

But what comes from myself, it shall scarce boot

me
To say ‘not guilty:’ mine integrity

Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it,

Be so received. But thus : if powers divine

Behold our human adtions, as they do, 30

I doubt not then but innocence shall make
False accusation blush and tyranny

Tremble at patience. You, my lord, best know,

Who least will seem to do so, my past life

Plath been as continent, as chaste, as true,

As I am now unhappy ;
which is more

Than history can pattern, though devised

And play’d to take spectators. For behold me
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe

A moiety of the throne, a great king s daughter,

The mother to a hopeful prince, here standing 41

To prate and talk for life and honour ’fore
_ .

Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it

As I weigh grief, which I would spare: for

honour,
’Tis a derivative from me to mine,

And only that I stand for.
.

I appeal

To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes

Came to your court, how I was in your grace,

How merited to be so ;
since he came,

With what encounter so un current I 5°

Have strain’d to appear thus : if one jot beyoi

The bound of honour, or in aCt or will

That way inclining, harden’d be the hearts

Of all that hear me, and my neaFst of kin

Cry fie upon my grave !

Leon. I ne’er heard yet

That any of these bolder vices wanted

Less impudence to gainsay what they did

Than to perform it first.

Her. That’s true enough;

Though ’tis a saying, sir, not due to me.

Leon. You will not own it.

Her. fMore than mistress of

Which comes to me in name of fault, I must 1

At all acknowledge. For Polixenes,

With whom I am accused, I do confess

I loved him as in honour he required.

With such a kind of love as might become
A lady like me, with a love even such,

So and no other, as yourself commanded
: _

.

Which not to have done I think had been in r

Both disobedience and ingratitude

To you and toward your friend, whose love 3

spoke,
Even since it could speak, from an infant, fre<

That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy, *

I know not how it tastes ;
though it be dish d

For me to try how : all I know of it

Is that Camillo was an honest man

;

And why he left your court, the gods themsel

Wotting no more than I, are ignorant.

Leon. You knew of his departure, as you ki

What you have underta’en to do in’s absence.

Her. Sir,

You speak a language that I understand not

:

My life stands in the level of your dreams,

Which I’ll lay down.
Leon. Your actions are my drea:

You had a bastard by Polixenes,

And I but dream’d it. As you were past

shame,

—

Those of your fadt are so—so past all truth

:

Which to deny concerns more than avails; fo

Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself,

No father owning it,—which is, indeed,

More criminal in thee than it,—so thou

Shalt feel our justice, in whose easiest passag

Look for no less than death.

Her. Sir, spare your thre:

The bug which you would fright me with I S€

To me can life be no commodity

:

The crown and comfort of my life, your favoi

I do give lost ; for I do feel it gone,

But know not how it went. My second joy

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence

I am barr’d, like one infectious. My third c

fort,

Starr’d most unluckily, is from my breast,

The innocent milk in it most innocent mouth,

Haled out to murder : myself on every post

Proclaimed a strumpet : with immodest hatre

The child-bed privilege denied, which ’longs

To women of all fashion ;
lastly, hurried

Here to this place, i’ the open air, before

I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege,

Tell me what blessings I have here alive,

That I should fear to die ? Therefore procee

But yet hear this ;
mistake me not ; no life,

I prize it not a straw, but for mine honour,
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ch I would free, if I shall be condemn’d
n surmises, all proofs sleeping else

what your jealousies awake, I tell you
rigour and not law. Your honours all,

refer me to the oracle

:

lo be my judge !

rst Lord. This your request
together just: therefore bring forth,

in Apollo’s name, his oracle.

[Exeunt certain Officers.
9.r. The Emperor of Russia was my father

:

at he were alive, and here beholding 12

1

daughter’s trial ! that he did but see
flatness of my misery, yet with eyps
ity, not revenge !

nter Officers, with Cleomenes andTnom.

K You here shall swear upon this sword of
justice,

you, Cleomenes and Dion, have
both at Delphos, and from thence have

brought
seal’d-up oracle, by the hand deliver’d

eat Apollo’s priest and that since then
lave not dared to break the holy seal 130
*ead the secrets in’t.

•0. Dion. All this we swear.
m. Break up the seals and read.
I [Reads] Hermione is chaste ; Polixenes
dess; Camillo a true subject

; Leontes a
is tyrant ; his innocent babe truly begotten

;

he king shall live without an heir, if that
1 is lost be not found.
'ds. Now blessed be the great Apollo

!

Praised

!

Hast thou read truth?

;

Ay, my lord ; even so
is here set down. 140
n.

.

There is no truth at all i’ the oracle

:

issions shall proceed : this is mere falsehood.

Enter Servant.

v. My lord the king, the king !

What is the business?
O sir, I shall be hated to report it

!

rince your son, with mere conceit and fear
queen’s speed, is gone.

How
!
gone !

* Is dead.
'• Apollo’s angry; and the heavens them-
elves

ike at my injustice. [Hermione swoons.]
low now there !

1. This news is mortal to the queen : look
own
e what death is doing.
r-

#
Take her hence : 150

:art is but o’ercharged ; she will recover

:

too much believed mine own suspicion

;

h you, tenderly apply to her
emedies for life.

nt Paulina and Ladies
y with Hermione.

Apollo, pardon
iat profaneness ’gainst thine oracle !

oncile me to Polixenes,
00 my queen, recall the good Camillo,
1 proclaim a man of truth, of mercy ;

;ing transported by my jealousies
>dy thoughts and to revenge, I chose 160

Camillo for the minister to poison
My friend Polixenes : which had been done,
But that the good mind of Camillo tardied
My swift command, though I with death and with
Reward did threaten and encourage him,
Not doing ’t and being done: he, most humane
And fill’d with honour, to my kingly guest
Unclasp’d my pradtice, quit his fortunes here,
Which you knew great, and to the hazard
Of all incertainties himself commended, 370
No richer than his honour: how he glisters
Thorough my rust ! and how his piety
Does my deeds make the blacker

!

Re-enter Paulina.
Paul. Woe the while !

O, cut my lace, lest my heart, cracking it,

Break too

!

First Lord. What fit is this, good lady?
Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast

for me ?

What wheels? racks? fires? what flaying? boiling?
In leads or oils? what old or newer torture
Must I receive, whose every word deserves
To taste of thy most worst? Thy tyranny 180
Together working with thy jealousies,
Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle
For girls of nine, O, think what they have done
And then run mad indeed, stark mad ! for all
Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it.

That thou betray’dst Polixenes, ’twas nothing

;

That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant
And damnable ingrateful : nor was ’t much,
Thou wouldsthave poison’dgood Camillo’s honour,
To have him kill a king

;
poor trespasses, 290

More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon
The casting forth to crows thy baby-daughter
To be or none or little

; though a devil
Would have shed water out of fire ere done’t:
Nor is’t diredtly laid to thee, the death
Of the young prince, whose honourable thoughts,
Thoughts high for one so tender, cleft the heart
That could conceive a gross and foolish sire
Blemish’d his gracious dam : this is not, no,
Laid-to thy answer : but the last,—O lords, 200
When I have said, cry ‘ woe ! ’—the queen, the

queen,
The sweet’st, dear’st creature’s dead, and ven-

geance for’t

Not dropp’d down yet.
First Lord. The higher powers forbid !

Paul. I say she’s dead; I’ll swear’t. If
word nor oath

Prevail not, go and see : if you can bring
Tindlure or lustre in her lip, her eye,
Heat outwardly or-breath within, I’ll serve you
As I would do the gods. But, O thou tyrant

!

Do not repent these things, for they are heavier
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thee
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 21

1

Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting.
Upon a barren mountain, and still winter
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods
To look that way thou wert.
Leon. (Jo on, go on

:

Thou canst not speak too much
; I have deservedA11 tongues to talk their bitterest.

„Firs,t L°rd
.

Say no more :

Howe er the business goes, you have made fault
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! V the boldness of your speech.
I PauL I am sorry fort:

: All faults I make, when I shall come to know them,

i

I do repent. Alas! I have show’d too much 221

' The rashness of a woman : he is touch d

j

To the noble heart. What’s gone and what s

j

Shouffbe^past grief: do not receive affli&ion

1 At my petition ;
I beseech you, rather

Let me be punish’d, that have minded you

Of what you should forget.
.

Now, good my liege,

Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman
: .

The love I bore your queen—lo, fool again .
•

I ’ll speak of her no more, nor of your children ;

I ’ll not remember you of my own lord, 231

Who is lost too : take your patience to you.

And I ’ll say nothing.

Leon. Thou didst speak but well

When most the truth ;
which I receive much better

Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee, bring me
To the dead bodies of my queen and son :

One grave shall be for both : upon them shall

The causes of their death appear, unto
_

Our shame perpetual. Once a day I ’ll V
\
S1
^

The chapel where they lie, and tears shed there

Shall be my recreation : so long as nature 241

Will bear up with this exercise, so long

I daily vow to use it. Come and lead me
Unto these sorrows. [Exeunt.

Scene III. Bohemia. A desert country near

the sea.

Enter Antigonus with a Child
,
and a Mariner.

Ant Thou art perfedt then, our ship hath

touch’d upon
The deserts of Bohemia?
Mar. Ay, my lord ; and fear

We have landed in ill time : the skies look grimly

And threaten present blusters. In my conscience,

The heavens with that we have in hand are angry

And frown upon ’s.

Ant. Their sacred wills be done! Co, get

aboard

;

Look to thy bark : I’ll not be long before

I call upon thee.

Mar. Make your best haste, and go not 10

Too far i’ the land : ’tis like to be loud weather;

Besides, this place is famous for the creatures

Of prey that keep upon ’t.

Ant. Go thou away

:

I ’ll follow instantly.

Mar. I am glad at heart

To be so rid o’ the business. [Exit.

Ant. Come, poor babe :

I have heard, but not believed, the spirits o’ the

j
May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother

j

Appear’d to me last night, for ne’er was dream

So like a waking. To me comes a creature.

Sometimes her head on one side, some another

;

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow,
_

21

So fill’d and so becoming : in pure white robes,

Like very sanftity, she did approach

My cabin where I lay ;
thrice bow’d before me,

And gasping to begin some speech, her eyes

Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon

Did this break from her :
‘ Good Antigonus,

Since fate, against thy better disposition,

Hath made thy person for the thrower-out

Of my poor babe, according to thine oath,

Places remote enough are in Bohemia,

There weep and leave it crying ; and, for the

Is counted lost for ever, Perdita,

I prithee, call’t. For this ungentle business

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne’er shalt see

Thy wife Paulina more.’ And sp, with shri

She melted into air. Affrighted much,

I did in time colletf: myself and thought

This was so and no slumber. Dreams are t
\

Yet for this once, yea, superstitiously, >

I will be squared by this. I do believe

Hermione hath suffer’d death, and that

Aoollo would, this being indeed the issue

Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid, 1

Either for life or death, upon the earth

Of its right father. Blossom, speed thee w<

There lie, and there thy chara&er : there t

Which may, if fortune please, both breed

pretty, ...
And still rest thine. The storm begins:

wretch,
,

That for thy mother’s fault art thus exposed

To loss and what may follow ! Weep I can

But my heart bleeds ; and most accursed an

To be by oath enjoin’d to this. Farewell!

The day frowns more and more : thou rt li

have
A lullaby too rough : I never saw

The heavens so dim by day. A savage clan

Well may I get aboard ! This is the chase

I am gone for ever. [Exit, pursued by a

Enter a Shepherd.

Shep. I would there were no age bet

sixteen and three-and-twenty, or that youth s

sleep out the rest ;
for there is nothing 1

between but getting wenches with child, w

ing the ancientry, stealing, fighting—Harl

now! Would any but these boiled brai

nineteen and two-and-twenty hunt this we:

They have scared away two of my best s

which I fear the wolf will sooner find tha

master : if any where I have them, tis by th

side, browsing of ivy. Good luck, an t b

will ! what have we here ? Mercy on s a b

a very pretty barne ! A boy or a child, 1 wo

A pretty one ; a very pretty one : sure,

’scape : though I am not bookish, yet I car

waiting-gentlewoman in the ’scape. Ini

been some stair-work, some trunk-work,

behind-door-work: they were warmer th;

this than the poor thing is here. 1 U tak<

for pity: yet I’ll tarry till my son come; bi

looed but even now. Whoa, ho, hoa l

Enter Clawn.

Clo. Hilloa, loa

!

Shep. What, art so netr? If thou It

hing to talk on when thou art dead and 1

ome hither. What ailest thou, man?

Clo. I have seen two such sights, by se

>y land ! but I am not to say it is a sea, lo

low the sky : betwixt the firmament and

:annot thrust, a bodkin’s point.

Shep. Why, boy, how is it?

Clo I would you did but see how it

iow it rages, how it takes up the show

hat.’s not to the point. O, . the most piteo
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le poor souls! sometimes to see ’em, and not

ie ’em ;
now the ship boring the moon with

main-mast, and anon swallowed with yest

froth, as you ’Id thrust a cork into a hogs-

(. And then for the land-service, to see how
)ear tore out his shoulder-bone; how he cried

e for help and said his name was Antigonus,
bleman. But to make an end of the ship, to

iow the sea flap-dragoned it : but, first, how
>oor souls roared, and the sea mocked them

;

how the poor gentleman roared and the bear
ced him, both roaring louder than the sea or
her.

\ep. Name of mercy, when was this, boy?
0. Now, now : I have not winked since I

these sights : the men are not yet cold under
r, nor the bear half dined on the gentleman

:

at it now.
\ep. Would I had been by, to have helped
•Id man! m
0. I would you had been by the ship side,

ave helped her: there your charity would
lacked footing.

ep. Heavy matters ! heavy matters ! but
thee here, boy. Now bless thyself : thou

est with things dying, I with things new-
Here’s a sight for thee; look thee, a

ng-cloth for a squire’s child ! look thee here

;

up, take up, boy; open’t. So, let’s see:
is told me I should be rich by the fairies,

is some changeling: open’t. What’s within,

7. You’re a made old man: if the sins of
youth are forgiven you, you’re well to live.

! all gold

!

ep. This, is fairy gold, boy, and ’twill

1 so : up with’t, keep it close : home, home,
lext way. We are lucky, boy; and to be
ill requires nothing but secrecy. Let my
) go: come, good boy, the next way home.
>. Go you the next way with your findings,
o see if the bear be gone from the gentle-
and how much he hath eaten: they are

• curst but when they are hungry : if there

y of him left, I ’ll bury it.

?p. That’s a good deed. If thou mayest
*n by that which is left of him what he is,

me to the sight of him.
'. Marry, will I ; and you shall help to put
’ the ground. 141
rp. ’Tis a lucky day, boy, and we’ll do
deeds on’t. [Exeunt.

ACT IV. Scene i.

Enter Time, the Chorus.

ne. I, that please some, try all, both joy
and terror

od and bad, that makes and unfolds error,
take upon me, in the name of Time,
e my wings. Impute it not a crime
; or my swift passage, that I slide
ixteen years and leave the growth untried
it wide gap, since it is in my power
:rthrow law and in one self-born hour
ant and o erwhelm custom. Let me pass
ame I am, ere ancient’ st order was 10
lat is now received : I witness to

The times that brought them in ; so shall I do I

To the freshest things now reigning and make 1

stale

The glistering of this present, as my tale
Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing,
I turn my glass and give my scene such growing
As you had slept between : Leontes leaving,
The effedts of his fond jealousies so grieving
That he shuts up himself, imagine me,
Gentle spectators, that I now may be 20
In fair Bohemia; and remember well,
I mentioned a son o’ the king’s, which Florizel
I now name to you

; and with speed so pace
To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace
Equal with wondering : what of her ensues
I list not prophesy ; but let Time’s news
Be known when ’tis brought forth. A shepherd’s

daughter,
And what to her adheres, which follows after.
Is the argument of Time. Of this allow,
If ever you have spent time worse ere now

; 30
If never, yet that Time himself doth say
He wishes earnestly you never may. [Exit.

Scene II. Bohemia. Thepalace <?/*Polixenes.

Enter Polixenes and CaMillo.
Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more

importunate : ’tis a sickness denying thee any
thing ; a death to grant this.

Cam. It is fifteen years since I saw my
country : though I have for the most part been
aired abroad, I desire to lay my bones there.
Besides, the penitent king, my master, hath sent
for me ; to whose feeling sorrows I might be
some allay, or I o’erween to think so, which is

another spur to my departure. 10
Pol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not

out the rest of thy services by leaving me now

:

the need I have of thee thine own goodness
hath made; better not to have had thee than
thus to want thee : thou, having made me busi-
nesses' which none without thee can sufficiently
manage, must either stay to execute them thy-
self or take away with thee the very services
thou hast done ; which if I have not enough con-
sidered, as too much I cannot, to be more thank-
ful to thee shall be my study, and my profit
therein the heaping friendships. Of that fatal
country, Sicilia, prithee speak no more; whose
very naming punishes me with the remembrance
of that penitent, as thou callest him, and recon-
ciled king, my brother

; whose loss of his most
precious queen and children are even now to be
afresh lamented. Say to me, when sawest thou
the Prince Florizel, my son? Kings are no less
unhappy, their issue not being gracious, than
they are in losing them when they have approved
their virtues.

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the
prince. What his happier affairs may be, are to
me unknown : but I have missingly noted, he is

of late much retired from court and is less fre-
quent to his princely exercises than formerly he
hath appeared.

Pol. I have considered so much, Camillo, and
with some care ; so far that I have eyes under
my service which look upon his removedness;

jfrom whom I have this intelligence, that he is
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seldom from the house of a most homely shep-

herd ; a man, they say, that from very nothing,

and beyond the imagination of his neighbours, is

grown into an unspeakable estate.

Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man, who
hath a daughter of most rare note : the report of

her is extended more than can be thought to

begin from such a cottage. 5°

Pol. That’s likewise part of my intelligence

;

but, I fear, the angle that plucks our son thither.

Thou shalt accompany us to the place; where

we will, not appearing what we are, have some

question with the shepherd; from whose sim-

plicity I think it not uneasy to get the cause of

my son’s resort thither. Prithee, be my present

partner in this business, and lay aside the thoughts

of Sicilia.

Cam. I willingly obey your command.
Pol. My best Camillo ! We must disguise

ourselves. [Exeunt

.

Scene III. A road near the Shepherd’s cottage.

Enter Autolycus, singing.

When daffodils begin to peer,

With heigh ! the doxy over the dale,

Why, then comes in the sweet o’ the year ;

For the red blood reigns in the winter’s pale.

The white sheet bleaching on the hedge,

With heigh ! the sweet birds, O, how they sing !

Doth set my pugging tooth on edge

;

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king.

The lark, that tirra-lyra chants,

With heigh ! with heigh ! the thrush and the jay,

Are summer songs for me and my aunts, n
While we lie tumbling in the hay.

I have served Prince Florizel and in my time

wore three-pile ;
but now I am out of service

:

But shall I go mourn for that, my dear ?

The pale moon shines by night

:

And when I wander here and there,

I then do most go right.

If tinkers may have leave to live,

And bear the sow-skin budget, 20

Then my account I well may give,

And in the stocks avouch it.

My traffic is sheets ; when the kite builds, look to

lesser linen. My father named me Autolycus;

who being, as I am, littered under Mercury, was
likewise a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles.

With die and drab I purchased this caparison,

and my revenue is the silly cheat. Gallows and

knock are too powerful on the highway : beating

and hanging are terrors to me: for the life to

come, I sleep out the thought of it. A prize ! a

prize

!

Enter Clown.

Clo. Let me see : every ’leven wether tods

;

every tod yields pound and odd shilling ;
fifteen

hundred shorn, what comes the wool to?

Aut. [Aside] If the springe hold, the cock’s

mine.
Clo. I cannot do’t without counters. Let me

see; what am I to buy for our sheep-shearing

feast? Three pound of sugar, five pound of -

rants, rice,—what will this sister of mine do \

rice? But my father hath made her mistres

the feast, and she lays it on. She hath made
four and twenty nosegays for the shearers, th

man-song-men all, and very good ones ; but t

are most of them means and bases ; but one p

tan amongst them, and he sings psalms to h
pipes. I* must have saffron to colour the war

pies ;
mace ;

dates?—none, that’s out of my n<

nutmegs, seven ; a race or two of ginger, but

I may beg ; four pound of prunes, and as mj

of raisins 0 ’ the sun.

A ut. O that ever I was born !

[Grovelling on the grov

Clo. I’ the name of me

—

Aut. O, help me, help me ! pluck but off tl

rags ;
and then, death, death

!

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need of n

rags to lay on thee, rather than have these oi

Aut. O sir, the loathsomeness of them offe

me more than the stripes I have received, wl

are mighty ones and millions.

Clo. Alas, poor man! a million of bea

may come to a great matter.

Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten ;
my me

and apparel ta’en from me, and these detest

things put upon me.
Clo. What, by a horseman, or a footman?

Aut. A footman, sweet sir, a footman.

Clo. Indeed, he should be a footman by;

garments he has left with thee : if this be a he

man’s coat, it hath seen very hot service. Li

me thy hand, I’ll help thee : come, lend me,

hand.
Aut. 0, good sir, tenderly, O !

Clo. Alas, poor soul

!

Aut. O, good sir, softly, good sir! I i

sir, my shoulder-blade is out.

Clo. How now ! canst stand?

Aut. [Picking his pocket] Softly, dear

good sir, softly. You ha’ done me a charit

office.

Clo. Dost lack any money? I have a 1

money for thee.

Aut. No, good sweet sir; no, I beseech
;

sir : I have a kinsman not past three quarte

a mile hence, unto whom I was going ;
I :

there have money, or any thing I want : offe:

no money, I pray you ; that kills my heart.

Clo. What manner of fellow was he

robbed you?
Aut. A fellow, sir, that I have known t

about with troll-my-dames : I knew him on

servant of the prince : I cannot tell, good sir

which of his virtues it was, but he was certa

whipped out of the court.

Clo. His vices, you would say; there:

virtue whipped out of the court : they cheri:

to make it stay there; and’yet it will no more

abide.
.

Aut. Vices, I would say, sir. I know this

well : he hath been since an ape-bearer ;
th

process-server, a bailiff; then he compass'

motion of the Prodigal Son, and married a

ker’s wife within a mile where my land and li

lies ;
and, having flown over many knavish

fessions, he settled only in rogue : some call

Autolycus.
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lo. Out upon him
!
prig, for my life, prig

:

aunts wakes, fairs and bear-baitings.

ut. Very true, sir; he, sir, he; that’s the

le that put me into this apparel. hi
lo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bo-
ia : if you had but looked big and spit at him,
d have run.

ut. I must confess to you, sir, I am no
er : I am false of heart that way

; and that
new, I warrant him.
’o. How do you now?
ut. Sweet sir, much better than I was ; I

stand and walk : I will even take my leave
>u, and pace softly towards my kinsman’s.
'o. Shall I bring thee on the way?
ut. No, good-faced sir; no, sweet sir.

o. Then fare thee well ; I must go buy
:s for our sheep-shearing.

it. Prosper you, sweet sir! {Exit Clown. ]

* purse is not hot enough to purchase your
. I’ll be with you at your sheep-shearing
if I make not this cheat bring out another
:he shearers prove sheep, let me be unrolled
ny name put in the book of virtue ! 13

1

:ngs\ Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way,
And merrily hent the stile-a

:

A merry heart goes all the day,
Your sad tires in a mile-a. {Exit.

Scene IV. The Shepherd’s cottage.

Enter Florizel and Perdita.

k These your unusual weeds to each part
of you
ive a life : no shepherdess, but Flora
ng in April’s front. This your sheep-shearing
a meeting of the petty gods,
you the queen on ’t.

Sir, my gracious lord,
tide at your extremes it not becomes me :

rdon, that I name them ! Your high self,

gracious mark o’ the land, you have obscured
a swain’s wearing, and me, poor lowly maid,
goddess-like prank’d up : but that our feasts
2ry mess have folly and the feeders 11
it it with a custom, I should blush
e you so attired, sworn, I think,
ow myself a glass.

. I bless the time
my good falcon made her flight across

ather’s ground.
Now Jove afford you cause !

: the difference forges dread ; .your greatness
not been used to fear. Even now I tremble
ink your father, by some accident,
i pass this way as you did : O, the Fates ! 20
would he look, to see his work so noble
bound up? What would he say ? Or how
i I, in these my borrow’d flaunts, behold
ternness of his presence ?

Apprehend
ng but jollity.

.

The gods themselves,
'ling their deities to love, have taken
lapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter
le a bull, and bellow’d

; the green Neptune
,
and bleated

; and the fire-robed god,
n Apollo, a poor humble swain, 30
eem now. Their transformations
never for a piece of beauty rarer,

3*9

Nor in a way so chaste, since my desires
Run not before mine honour, nor my lusts
Burn hotter than my faith.

Per. O, but, sir.

Your resolution cannot hold, when ’tis

Opposed, as it must be, by the power of the king

:

One of these two must be necessities.
Which then will speak, that you must change

this purpose.
Or I my life.

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, 40
With these forced thoughts, I prithee, darken not
The mirth o’ the feast. Or I ’ll be thine, my fair,
Or not my father’s. For I cannot be
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if

I be not thine. To this I am most constant,
Though destiny say no. Be merry, gentle ;

Strangle such thoughts as these with any thing
That you behold the while. Your guests are

coming

:

Lift up your countenance, as it were the day
Of celebration of that nuptial which 50We two have sworn shall come.
Per' O lady Fortune,

Stand you auspicious !

See, your guests approach :

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly,
And let’s be red with mirth.

Enter Shepherd, Clown, Mopsa, Dorcas, and
others

, with Polixenes and Camillo dis-
guised.

Shep. Fie, daughter! when my old wife
lived, upon

This day she was both pantier, butler, cook,
Both dame and servant

; welcomed all, served all;
Would sing her song and dance her turn; now

here,
At upper end o’ the table, now i’ the middle ;

On his shoulder, and his ; her face o’ fire 60
With labour and the thing she took to quench it,

She would to each one sip. You are retired,
As if you were a feasted one and not
The hostess of the meeting

: pray you, bid
These unknown friends to’s welcome

; for it is
A way to make us better friends, more known.
Come, quench your blushes and present yourself
That • which you are, mistress o’ the feast

;

come on,
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing,
As your good flock shall prosper.
Per. {ToPoL\ Sir, welcome; 70

It is my father’s will I should take on me
The hostess-ship o’ the day. {To Cam.'] You’re

welcome, sir.

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas. Reverend
sirs,

For you there’s rosemary and rue
; these keep

Seeming and savour all the winter long;
Grace and remembrance be to you both,
And welcome to our shearing

!

P°}' Shepherdess,—

•

A fair one are you—well you fit our ages
With flowers of winter.
Per. Sir, the year growing ancient,

Not yet on summer’s death, nor on the birth 80
Of trembling winter, the fairest flowers o’ the

season
Are our carnations and streak’d gillyvors,
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Which some call nature’s bastards : of that kind

Our rustic garden’s barren ;
and I care not

To get slips of them.

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden,

Do you negledl them?
per For I have heard it said

There is an art which in their piedness shares

With great creating nature.

Pol Say there be

;

Yet nature is made better by no mean
But nature makes that mean : so, over that art 90

Which you say adds to nature, is an art

That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we
marry

A gentler scion to the wildest stock,

And make conceive a bark of baser kind

By bud of nobler race : this is an art

Which does mend nature, change it rather, but

The art itself is nature.

Per. So it is.

Pol. Then make your garden rich in gillyvor:

And do not call them bastards.

per I’ll not put

The dibble in earth to set one slip of them; 100

No more than were I painted I would wish

This youth should say 'twere well and only

therefore

Desire to breed by me. Here ’s flowers for you ;

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram

;

The marigold, that goes to bed wi’ the sun

And with him rises weeping : these are flowers

Of middle summer, and I think they are given

To men of middle age. You’re very welcome.

Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your

flock,

And only live by gazing.

per.
Out, alas! no

You ’Id be so lean, that blasts of January

Would blow you through and through. Now,

my fair’ st friend,

I would I had some flowers o’ the spring that

might
Become your time of day ;

and yours, and yours,

That wear upon your virgin branches yet

Your maidenheads growing : O Proserpina,

For the flowers now, that frighted thou let st fall

From Dis’s waggon ! daffodils,

That come before the swallow dares, and take

The winds of March with beauty ;
violets dim,

Id have you do it ever : when you sing,

_’ld have you buy and sell so, so give alms,

Pray so ;
and, for the ordering your affairs,

To sing them too : when you do dance, I wish

A wave o’ the sea, that you might ever do

Nothing but that ;
move still, still so,

And own no other function : each your doing

So singular in each particular,

Crowns what you are doing in the present de

That all your adts are queens.

per. O Doricles,

Your praises are too large : but that your you'

And the true blood which peepeth fairly throug

Do plainly give you out an unstain’d shepher

With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles,

You woo’d me the false way.
Flo. I think you hav<

As little skill to fear as I have purpose

To put you to’t. But come; our dance, I pr

Your hand, my Perdita: so turtles pair,

That never mean to part. \

per. I ’ll swear for ’em.

Pol. This is the prettiest low-born lass

Ran on the green-sward: nothing she doe

But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes

Or Cytherea’s breath; pale primroses,

That die unmarried, ere they can behold

Bright Phoebus in his strength—a malady

Most incident to maids ;
bold oxlips and

The crown imperial ;
lilies of all kinds,

The flower-de-luce being one ! O, these I lack,

To make you garlands of, and my sweet friend,

To strew him o’er and o’er !

Flo. What, like a corse ?

Per. No, like a bank for love to lie and play on

;

Not like a corse; or if, not to be buried, 131

But quick and in mine arms. Come, take your

flowers :

Methinks I play as I have seen them do

In Whitsun pastorals : sure this robe of mine

Does change my disposition.

Flo. What you do

Still betters what is done. When you speak,

sweet,

seems
But smacks of something greater than hersel:

Too noble for this place.

Cam. tie tells her somethu

That makes her blood look out :
good sooth, si

The queen of curds and cream.

Clo. Come on, strike

Dor. Mopsa must be your mistress: mi

garlic,

To mend her kissing with
! .

Mop. Now, in good tun

Clo. Not a word, a word ;
we stand upon

manners.
Come, strike up

!

rMusic. Here a dance of Shepherds
Shspherde

Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what fair swa

this

Which dances with your daughter?

Shep. They call him Doricles; and b<

himself

To have a worthy feeding : but I have it

Upon his own report and I believe it

;

He looks like sooth. He says he loves

daughter

:

I think so too ; for never gazed the moon
Upon the water as he’ll stand and read

As ’twere my daughter’s eyes : and, to be pi;

I think there is not halfa kiss to choose

Who loves another best.

Pol. She dances featly.

Shep. So she does any thing; though

port it,

That should be silent : if young Doricles

Do light upon her, she shall bring him that

Which he not dreams of.

Enter Servant.

O master, if you did but hear theServ. ~ , ~
lar at the door, you would never dance

after a tabor and pipe
;
no, the bagpipe coul'

move you : he sings several tunes faster

you ’ll tell money ; he utters them as he had

ballads and all men’s ears grew to his tunes.
-



T

o. He could never come better; he shall

2 in. I love a ballad but even too well, if it

loleful matter merrily set down, or a vex*y

;ant thing indeed and sung lamentably. 190
•rv. He hath songs for man or woman, of
zes ; no milliner can so fit his customers with
=>s : he has the prettiest love-songs for maids

;

ithout bawdry, which is strange; with such
ate burthens of dildos and fadings, ‘jump
and thump her;’ and where some stretch-
:hed rascal would, as it were, mean mischief
ireak afoul gap into the matter, he makes the
to answer ‘ Whoop, do me no harm, good

;’ puts him off, slights him, with ‘Whoop,
e no harm, good man.’ 201
l. This is a brave fellow.

Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable
filed fellow. Has he any unbraided wares ?

He hath ribbons of all the colours
rainbow

;
points more than all the lawyers in

mia can learnedly handle, though they come
n by the gross : inkle^, caddisses, cambrics,
> : why, he sings ’em over as they were gods
)ddesses

;
you would think a smock were a

ngel, he so chants to the sleeve-hand and
rork about the square on ’t.

s'- Prithee bring him in; and let him ap-
h singing.

Forewarn him that he use no scurrilous
’ in ’s tunes. [Exit Servant.
. You have of these pedlars, that have
in them than you ’Id think, sister.

Ay, good brother, or go about to think.

Enter Autolycus, singing.

vn as white as driven snow
; 220

Drus black as e’er was crow ;

ves as sweet as damask roses ;

sks for faces and for noses

;

'le bracelet, necklace amber,
fume for a lady’s chamber

;

den quoifs and stomachers,
my lads to give their dears :

; and poking-sticks of steel,
at maids lack from head to heel

;

te buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy;
,
lads, or else your lasses cry ; 221

.le buy. .

*

If I were not in love with Mopsa, thou
st take no money of me ; but being en-
d as I am, it will also be the bondage of
1 ribbons and gloves.
’. I was promised them against the feast ;

iy come not too late now.
• He hath promised you more than that
* Kara-

. 240

if -
^at“Pai(i you all he promised you ;

i, he has paid you more, which will shame
give him again.
Is there no manners left among maids ?

-y wear their plackets where they should
heir faces? Is there not milking-time,
you are going to bed, or kiln-hole, to
on these secrets, but you must be tittle-

; before all our guests? ’tis well they are
ring: clamour your tongues, and not a
l0re ‘ ‘

. 25I
I have done. Come, you promised me

ry-lace and a pair of sweet gloves. ' *

Clo. Have I not told thee how I was cozened
by the way and lost all my money ?
Aut. And indeed, sir, there are cozeners

abroad
; therefore it behoves men to be wary.

Clo. f ear not thou, man, thou shalt lose no-
thing here.

Atit. I hope so, sir; for I have about memany parcels of charge. 26 iClo. What hast here ? ballads ?

MoJ>. Pray now, buy some : I love a ballad in
print o life, for then we are sure they are true.
Aut. Here’s one to a very doleful tune, how

a usurer s wife was brought to bed of twenty
money-bags at a burthen and how she longed to

^erS beacJs and toads carbonadoed.
Mop. Is it true, think you ?

Aut. Very true, and but a month old. 270
~. or' Bless me from marrying a usurer !

Aut. Here’s the midwife’s name to’t, one
Mistress Tale-porter, and five or six honest wives
that were present. Why should I carry lies
abroad ?

J

Mop. Pray you now, buy it.

Cl°-
„
C
?
me on

’
laF it: hY : and Jet’s first see

moe ballads
; we ’ll buy the other things anon.

Aut. Here’s another ballad of a fish, that
appeared upon the coast on Wednesday the four-
score ofApril, forty thousand fathom above water,
and sung this ballad against the hard hearts of
maids : it was thought she was a woman and was
turned into a cold fish for she would not exchange
liesh with one that loved her : the ballad is very
pitiful and as true.
Dor. Is it true too, think you?
Aut. Five justices’ hands at it, and witnesses

more than my pack will hold.
Clo. Lay it by too ; another. . 290A ut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty

Mop. Let’s have some merry ones.
Aut. Why, this is a passing merry one and

goes to the tune of ‘Two maids wooing a man ;’

thei e s scarce a maid westward but she sings it
*

tis in request, I can tell you.
Mop. We can both sing it; if thou ’It bear a

part, thou shalt hear
; ’tis in three parts.

Dor. We had the tune on’t a month ago. 300
Aut. I can bear my part

;
you must know ’’tis

|my occupation
; have at it with you.

Song.
A. Get you hence, for I must go

Where it fits not you to know.
D. Whither? M. O, whither? D. Whither?

M. It becomes thy oath full well,
Thou to me thy secrets tell.

D. Me too, let me go thither.M. Or thou goest to the grange or mill.
D. If to either, thou dost ill. -> IO

A. Neither. D. What, neither? A: Neither.
D. Thou hast sworn my love to be.
M. Thou hast sworn it more to me :

Then whither goest? say, whither?
Clo. "We 11 have this song out anon by our-

selves : my father and the gentlemen are in sad
talk, and we’ll not trouble them. Come, bring
away thy pack after me. Wenches, I ’ll buy for
you both. Pedlar, let’s have the first choice.
Follow me, girls. [Exit with Dorcas andMopsa

21



Aut. And you shall pay well for ’em.

[Follows singing.

Will you buy any tape.

Or lace for your cape,

My dainty duck, my dear-a?

Any silk, any thread,

Any toys for your head,

Of the new’ st and finest, finest wear-a?

Come to the pedlar;

Money ’s a medler.

That doth utter all men’s ware-a. {Exit. 330

Re-enter Servant.

Serv. Master, there is three carters, three

shepherds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds,

that have made themselves all men of hair, they

call themselves Saltiers, and they have a dance

which the wenches say is a gallimaufry of gambols,

because they are not in’t; but they themselves

are o’ the mind, if it be not too rough for some

that know little but bowling, it will please plenti-

fully.
, ,

339

Shep. Away ! we’ll none on t: here has been

too much homely foolery already. I know, sir,

we weary you.

Pol. You weary those that refresh us :
pray,

let’s see these four threes of herdsmen.

Serv. One three of them, by their own report,

sir, hath danced before the king; and not the

worst of the three but jumps twelve foot and a

half by the squier.
. ,

Shep. Leave your prating: since these good

men are pleased, let them come in ; but quickly

now. .

351

Serv. Why, they stay at door, sir. {Exit.

Here a dance oftwelve Satyrs.

Pol. O, father, you’ll know more of that here-

{To Cam.] Is it not too far gone? ’Tis time to

part them.
He’s simple and tells much. {To Flor.] How

now, fair shepherd

!

Your heart is full of something that does take

Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was

young
And handed love as you do, I was wont

To load my she with knacks : I would have ran-

sack’d
, ,, .36°

The pedlar’s silken treasury and have pour d it

To her acceptance
;
you have let him go

And nothing marted with him. If your lass

Interpretation should abuse and call this

Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited

For a reply, at least if you make a care

Of happy holding her.

Flo. Old sir, I know
She prizes not such trifles as these are

:

The gifts she looks from me are pack’d and lock d

Up in my heart; which I have given already, 370

But not deliver’d. O, hear me breathe my life

Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem,

Hath sometime loved ! I take thy hand, this hand,

As soft as dove’s down and as white asdt,

Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow that s

bolted

By the northern blasts twice o’er.

Pol. What follows this?

How prettily the young swain seems to wash

The hand was fair before ! I have put you c

But to your protestation; let me hear

What you profess.

Flo. Ho, and be witness to t.

Pol. And this my neighbour too?

Flo. And he, and

Than he, and men, the earth, the heavens, an

That, were I crown’d the most imperial mon;

Thereof most worthy, were I the fairest yout

That ever made eye swerve, had force and kj

ledge
More than was ever man’s, I would not prize

Without her love ;
for her employ them all;

Commend them and condemn them to her se

Or to their own perdition.

p0l. Fairly offer d.

Cam. This shows a sound afifedtion.

Shep.
,

But, my daughter

Say you the like to him?
per,

I cannot speak

So well, nothing so well ;
no, nor mean betfe

By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut 0

The purity of his.
.

Shep. Take hands, a bargain !

And, friends unknown, you shall bear wi

I give my daughter to him, and will make

Her portion equal his.

Flo. O, that must be
.

I’ the virtue of your daughter : one being dt

I shall have more than you can dream ot ye

Enough then for your wonder. But, come 01

Contradt us ’fore these witnesses.

Shep. Come, your 1

And, daughter, yours.

Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech

Have you a father ?

Flo. I have : but what of him

Pol. Knows h$ of this?

p'lo. He neither does nor

Pol. Methinks a father

Is at the nuptial of his son a guest

That best becomes the table. Pray you once

Is not your father grown incapable

Of reasonable affairs? is he not stupid

With age and altering rheums? can he

hear?
Know man from man ? dispute his own esta

Lies he not bed-rid? and again does nothin*

But what he did being childish?
"

Flo. No, goodsn

He has his health and ampler strength inde

Than most have of his age.

Pol. By my white be

You offer him, if this be so, a wrong
Something unfilial : reason my son

Should choose himself a wife, but as good 1

The father, all whose joy is nothing else

But fair posterity, should hold some counse

In such a business.

Flo. I yield all this;

But for some other reasons, my grave sir.

Which ’tis not fit you know, I not acquaint

My father of this business. '

. I

Pol. Let him know t.

Flo. He shall not.

Pol. Prithee, let him.

Flo. No, he mu 1
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’p. Let him, my son : he shall not need to
grieve
towing of thy choice.
’• Come, come, he must not.
our contract.

Mark your divorce, young sir,

[Discovering' himself.
n son I dare not call ; thou art too base
: acknowledged : thou a sceptre’s heir, 430
thus affedVsta sheep-hook ! Thou old traitor,
sorry that by hanging thee I can
horten thy life one week. And thou, fresh
piece

cellent witchcraft, who of force must know
oyal fool thou copest with,

—

P' O, my heart

!

. I’ll have thy beauty scratch’d with briers,
md made
homely than thy state. For thee, fond boy,
iay ever know thou dost but sigh
thou no more shalt see this knack, as never
n thou shalt, we’ll bar thee from succession

;

told thee of our blood, no, not our kin, 441
lan Deucalion off: mark thou my words :

V us to the court. Thou churl, for this time,
;h full of our displeasure, yet we free thee
the dead blow of it. And you, enchant-
nent,

—

iy enough a herdsman
;
yea, him too,

nakes himself, but for our honour therein,
rthy thee,—if ever henceforth thou
rural latches to his entrance open,
Dp his body more with thy embraces, 450
devise a death as cruel for thee
u art tender to ’t. [Exit.

Even here undone

!

not much afeard; for once or twice
about to speak and tell him plainly,
ilfsame sun that shines upon his court
not his visage from our cottage but
on alike. Will’t please you, sir, be gone?
you what would come of this : beseech you,
ir own state take care : this dream ofmine,—
now awake, I ’ll queen it no inch farther,
Ik my ewes and weep. 46i
'• Why, how now. father !

ere thou diest. *

’• I cannot speak, nor think,
are to know that which I know. O sir!
.ve undone a man of fourscore three,
lought to fill his grave in quiet, yea,
upon the bed my father died,
close by his honest bones: but now
angman must put on my shroud and lay me
no priest shovels iii dust. O cursed wretch,
new’st this was the prince, and wouldst ad-
-nture

# _ 47o
igle faith with him ! Undone ! undone !

ght die within this hour, I have lived
when I desire. [Exit.

Why look you. so upon me?
at sorry, not afeard

; delay’d,
thing alter’d : what I was, I am

;

straining on for plucking back, not fol-
wing
sh unwillingly.

Gracious my lord,
tow your father’s temper: at this time
1 allow no speech, which I do guess

You do not purpose to him; and as hardly 480
Will he endure your sight as yet, I fear:
1 hen, till the fury of his highness settle,
Come not before him.

I not purpose it.

I think, Camillo?
Cam. Even he, my lord.
Per. How often have I told you ’twould be

thus !

How often said, my dignity would last
But till ’twere known !

Pl°\
.

It cannot fail but by
The violation of my faith

; and then
Let nature crush the sides o’ the earth together
And mar the seeds within ! Lift up thy looks :

From my succession wipe me, father; I 401Am heir to my affedlion.
Cam. Be advised.
Flo. I am, and by my fancy : ifmy reason

Will thereto be obedient, I have reason

;

If not, my senses, better pleased with madness,
Do bid it welcome.
Cam.

_

This is desperate, sir.

Flo. So call it : but it does fulfil my vow;
I needs must think it honesty. Camillo,
Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may
Be thereat glean’d, for all the sun sees or 500
The close earth wombs or the profound sea hides
In unknown fathoms, will I break my oath
To this my fair beloved: therefore, I pray you,
As you have ever . been my father’s honour’d

friend,

When he shall miss me,—as, in faith, I mean not
To see him any more,—cast your good counsels
Upon his passion : let myself and fortune
Tug for the time to come. This you may know
And so deliver, I am put to sea
With her whom here I cannot hold on shore; 510
And most opportune to our need I have
A vessebrides fast by, but not prepared
For this design. What course I mean to hold
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor
Concern me the reporting.
Cam.

.
O my lord

!

I would your spirit were easier for advice.
Or stronger for your need.

Plf' Hark, Perdita [Drawing her aside.
I 11 hear you by and by.
Cam. He’s irremoveable,

Resolved for flight. Now were I happy, if
His going I could frame to serve my turn, 520
Save him from danger, do him love and honour,
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia
And that unhappy king, my master, whom
I so much thirst to see.
Pl°- Now, good Camillo ;

I am so fraught with curious business that
I leave out ceremony.
Cam. Sir, I think

You have heard of my poor services, i’ the love
That I have borne your father?

Pl°' Very nobly
Have you deserved : it is my father’s music
To speak your deeds, not little of his care 530To have them recompensed as thought on.
Cam. Well, my lord,

If you may please to think I love the king
And through him what is nearest to him, which is
Your gracious self, embrace but mv direction:

21—2
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[Act

If your more ponderous and settled project

May suffer alteration, on mine honour,
# .

I ’ll point you where you shall have such receiving

As shall become your highness; where you may
Enjoy your mistress, from the whom, I see,

There’s no disjunction to be made, but by— 540

As heavens forefend !—your ruin ;
marry her,

And, with my best endeavours in your absence,

Your discontenting father strive to qualify

And bring him up to liking.

, Flo. How, Camillo,

May this, almost a miracle, be done ?

That I may call thee something more than man
And after that trust to thee.

Cam. Have you thought on

A place whereto you ’ll go ?

Flo. Not any yet:

But as the unthought-on accident is guilty

To what we wildly do, so we profess 550

Ourselves to be the slaves of chance and flies

Of every wind that blows.

Cam. Then list to me

:

This follows, if you will not change your purpose

But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia,

And there present yourself and your fair princess,

For so I see she must be, Tore Leontes

:

She shall be habited as it becomes

The partner of your bed. Methinks I see

Leontes opening his free arms and weeping 559

His welcomes forth ;
asks thee the son forgiveness,

As ’twere i’ the father’s person; kisses the hands

Of your fresh princess ;
o’er and o’er divides him

’Twixt his unkindness and his kindness ;
the one

He chides to hell and bids the other grow

Faster than thought or time.

Flo. Worthy Camillo,

What colour for my visitation shall I

Hold up before him?
Cam. Sent by the king your father

To greet him and to give him comforts. Sir,

The manner of your bearing towards him, with

What you as from your father shall deliver, 570

Things known betwixt us three, I’ll write you

down
: . .

The which shall point you forth at every sitting

What you must say ;
that he shall not perceive

But that you have your father’s bosom there

And speak his very heart.

Flo. I am bound to you

:

There is some sap in this.

Cam. A cause more promising

Than a wild dedication of yourselves

To unpath’d waters, undream’d shores, most cer-

tain

To miseries enough ;
no hope to help you,

But as you shake off one to take another ; 5°°
1 Nothing so certain as your anchors, who
Do their best office, if they can but stay you

Where you’ll be loath to be: besides you know
Prosperity ’s the very bond of love,

Whose fresh complexion and whose heart together

Affliction alters.

Flo. My good Camillo,
'

She is as forward of her breeding as

fShe is i’ the rear our birth.

Cavi. I cannot say tis 1

She lacks instructions, for she seems a mistres

To most that teach.
.

per.
Your pardon, sir ; for this

I ’ll blush you thanks.

Flo. My prettiest Perdita

!

But O, the thorns we stand upon ! Camillo,

Preserver of my father, now of me,

The medicine of our house, how shall we do?

We are not furnish’d like Bohemia’s son.

Nor shall appear in Sicilia.

Cam . .

My lord, '

Fear none of this: I think you know my fortv

Do all lie there : it shall be so my care

To have you royally appointed as if
.

The scene you play were mine. For instance,

That you may know you shall not want, one w
[ They talk as

Per. One of these is true : *

I think affliction may subdue the cheek,

But not take in the mind.
Caht. Yea, say you so?

There shall not at your father’s house these seven

years
Be born another such.

Re-enter Autolycus.

Aut. Ha, ha! what a fool Honesty is!

Trust, his sworn brother, a very simple ger

man ! I have sold all my trumpery ; not a C(

terfeit stone, not a ribbon, glass, poman

brooch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, gl

shoe-tie, bracelet, horn-ring, to keep my
from fasting : they throng who should buy

as if my trinkets had been hallowed and broi

a benediction to the buyer: by which meai

saw whose purse was best in picture ; and wh

saw, to my good use I remembered. My clc

who wants but something to be a reasonable 11

grew so in love with the wenches’ song, tha

would not stir his pettitoes till he had both

and words ;
which so drew the rest of the her

me that all their other senses stuck in ears

:

might have pinched a placket, it was sensei

’twas nothing to geld a codpiece of a purs

could have filed keys off that hung in chains

hearing, no feeling, but my sir’s song, and

miring the nothing of it. So that in this tin

lethargy I picked and cut most of their fes

purses ; and had not the old man come in w.

whoo-bub against his daughter and the k.

son and scared my choughs from the chaff, I

not left a purse alive in the whole army.

[1Camillo,
Florizel

,
and Perdita comeforw

Cam. Nay, but my letters, by this m
being there

So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt.

Flo. And those that you’ll procure from I

Leontes

—

Cam. Shall satisfy your father.
^

Per. Happy be

;

All that you speak shows fair.

Cam. Who have web
[Seeing Autoly

We’ll make an instrument of this, omit

Nothing may give us aid.

Aut. If they have overheard me now, 1

hanging. ,

Cam. How now, good fellow ! why sn.

thou so? Fear not, man; here’s no harn<

tended to thee.

Aut. I am a poor fellow, sir.

Cam. Why, be so still; here’s nobody
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1 that from thee
:
yet for the outside of thy

:rty we must make an exchange ; therefore

ise thee instantly,—thou must think there’s

cessity in’t,—and change garments with this

leman: though the pennyworth on his side

le worst, yet hold thee, there’s some boot.

ut. I am a poor fellow, sir. [Aside] I know
•ell enough.
im. Nay, prithee, dispatch: the gentleman
ilf hayed already.

tit. Are you in earnest, sir? [Aside] I

l the trick on’t.

o. Dispatch, I prithee.

it. Indeed, I have had earnest ; but I can-
irith conscience take it. 660
•m. Unbuckle, unbuckle.
7lorizel and A utolycus exchange garments.
.mate mistress,—let my prophecy
e home to ye !—you must retire yourself
some covert : take your sweetheart’s hat
pluck it o’er your brows, muffle your face,

lantle you, and, as you can, disliken

truth of your own seeming
;
that you may—

•

' do fear eyes over—to shipboard
indescried.

I see the play so lies

I must bear a part.

in. No remedy. 670
you done there ?

K Should I now meet my father,

ould not call me son.

m. Nay, you shall have no hat.

[Giving it to Perdita.
, lady, come. Farewell, my friend.

t. Adieu, sir.

. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot

!

you, a word.
n. [Aside] What I do next, shall be to
tell the king
is escape and whither they are bound;
ein my hope is I shall so prevail
;rce him after : in whose company
1 review Sicilia, for whose sight 680
j a woman’s longing.

. Fortune speed us

!

we set on, Camillo, to the sea-side.

n. The swifter speed the better.

[Exeunt Florizel
,
Perdita, and Camillo.

!. I understand the business, I hear it : to
an open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble
is necessary for a cut-purse ; a good nose

lisite also, to smell out work for the other
. I see this is the time that the unjust
loth thrive. What an exchange had this

without boot ! What a boot is here with
:xchange ! Sure the gods do this year
re at us, and we may do any thing ex-
re. The prince himself is about a piece
Luity, stealing away from his father with
g at his heels : if I thought it were a piece
esty to acquaint the king withal, I would
)’t: I hold it the more knavery to con-
and therein am I constant to my pro-

Re-enter Clown and Shepherd,

aside; here is more matter for a hot
every lane’s end, every shop, church,

'» hanging, yields a careful man work. 701

Clo. See, see ; what a man you are now

!

There is no other way but to tell the king
she’s a changeling and none of your flesh and
blood.

Shep. Nay, but hear me.
Clo. Nay, but hear me.
Shep. Go to, then.

jQg
Clo. She being none of your flesh and blood,

your flesh and blood has not offended the king

;

and so your flesh and blood is not to be punished
by him. Show those things you found about
her, those secret things, all but what she has
with her : this being done, let the law go whistle :

I warrant you.
Shep. I. will tell the king all, every word,

yea, and his son’s pranks too; who, I may say,
is no honest man, neither to his father nor to
me, to go about to make me the king’s brother-
in-law. 72

1

Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the farthest
off you could have been to him and then your
blood had been the dearer by I know how much
an ounce.
Ant. [Aside] Very wisely, puppies

!

Shep. Well, let us to the king: there is that
in this fardel will make him scratch his beard.
Aut. [Aside] I know not what impediment

this complaint may be to the flight of my master.
Clo. Pray heartily he be at palace. 731
Aut. [Aside] Though I am not naturally

honest, I am so sometimes by chance : let me
pocket up my pedlar’s excrement. [Takes off
hisfalse beard.] How now, rustics ! whither are
you bound ?

Shep. To the palace, an it like your worship.
Aut. Your affairs there, what, with whom,

the condition of that fardel, the place of your
dwelling, your names, your ages, of what having,
breeding, and any thing that is fitting to be
known, discover.

Clo. We are but plain fellows, sir.

Aut. A lie
;
you are rough and hairy. Let

me have no lying: it becomes none but trades-
men, and they often give us soldiers the lie : but
we pay them for it with stamped coin, not
stabbing steel; therefore they do not give us
the lie.

Clo. Your worship had like to have given
us one, if you had not taken yourself with the
manner.
Shep. Are you a courtier, an’t like you, sir?

Aut. Whether it like me or no, I am a
courtier. Seest thou not the air of the court
in these enfoldings? hath not my gait in it the
measure of the court? receives not thy nose
court-odour from me ? refledl I not on thy base-
ness court-contempt? Thinkest thou, for that I

insinuate, or f toaze from thee thy business, I am
therefore no courtier ? I am courtier cap-a-pe

;

and one that will either push on or pluck back
thy business there : whereupon I command thee
to open thy affair.

Shep. My business, sir, is to the king.
Aut. What advocate hast thou to him?
Shep. I know not, an’t like you.
Clo. Advocate’s the court-word for a phea-

sant : say you have none.
Shep. None, sir; I have no pheasant, cock

nor hen. 771
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Aut. How blessed are we that are not simple

men

!

Yet nature might have made me as these are,

Therefore I will not disdain.

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier.

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears

them not handsomely.
.

Clo. He seems to be the more noble in being

fantastical: a great man, I’ll warrant ; I know by

the picking on’s teeth. 7&°

Aut. The fardel there? what’s 1’ the farael?

Wherefore that box?
.

Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel

and box, which none must know but the king;

and which he shall know within this hour, if I

may come to the speech of him.

Aut

.

Age, thou hast lost thy labour.

Shep. Why, sir?

Aut. The king is not at the palace ;
he is gone

aboard a new ship to purge melancholy and air

himself: for, if thou beest capable of things se-

rious, thou must know the king is full of grief.

Shep. So ’tis said, sir; about his son, that

should have married a shepherd s daughter.

Aut. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let

him fly : the curses he shall have, the tortures he

shall feel, will break the back of man, the heart

of monster.
Clo. Think you so, sir ? 799

Aut. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can

make heavy and vengeance bitter ;
but those that

are germane to him, though removed fifty times,

shall all come under the hangman : which though

it be great pity, yet it is necessary. An old

sheep-whistling rogue, a ram-tender, to offer to

have his daughter come into grace ! Some say

he shall be stoned ;
but that death is too soft for

him, say I : draw our throne into a sheep-cote

!

all deaths are too few, the sharpest too easy.

Clo. Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you

hear, an’t like you, sir? 811

Aut. He has a son, who shall be flayed alive

;

then ’nointed over with honey, set on the head of

a wasp’s nest ;
then stand till he be three quarters

and a dram dead; then recovered again with

aqua-vitae or some other hot infusion ;
then, raw

as he is, and in the hottest day prognostication

proclaims, shall he be set against a brick-wall, the

sun looking with a southward eye upon him,

where he is to behold him with flies blown to

death. But what talk we of these traitorly rascals,

whose miseries are to be smiled at, their offences

being so capital? Tell me, for you seem to be

honest plain men, what you have to the king

:

being something gently considered, I’ll bring you

where he is aboard, tender your persons to his

presence, whisper him in your behalfs; and if it be

in man besides the king to effedl your suits, here

is man shall do it.
.

829

Clo. He seems to be of great authority : close

with him, give him gold ;
and though authority

be a stubborn bear, yet he is oft led by the nose

with gold : show the inside of your purse to the

outside of his hand, and no more ado. Remember

‘stoned,’ and ‘ flayed alive.’

Shep. An’t please you, sir, to undertake the

business for us, here is that gold I have: I 11

make it as much more and leave this young man
in pawn till I bring it you.

Aut. After I have done what I promised'

Shep. Ay, sir.

Aut. Well, give me the moiety. Are y
party in this business?

Clo. In some sort, sir : but though my cas

a pitiful one, I hope I shall not be flayed out

Atit. O, that’s the case of the shepherd’s

hang him, he’ll be made an example.

Clo. Comfort, good comfort ! We must tc

king and show our strange sights : he must k

’tis none of your daughter nor my sister
; we

gone else. Sir, I will give you as much as

old man does when the business is perfon

and remain, as he says, your pawn till i

brought you. 'p\

Aut. I will trust you. Walk before toi

the sea-side
;
go on the right hand : I will

look upon the hedge and follow you. \

Clo. We are blest in this man, as I may
even blest.

Shep. Let’s before as he bids us : he was

vided to do us good.
[Exeunt Shepherdand Ch

Aut. If I had a mind to be honest, I see

tune would not suffer me: she drops bootk

my mouth. I am courted now with a doubl.

casion, gold and a means to do the prince

master good ; which who knows how that

turn back to my advancement? I will bring t

two moles, these blind ones, aboard him: i

think it fit to shore them again and that the -

plaint they have to the king concerns him notl

let him call me rogue for being so far offici

for I am proof against that title and what si

else belongs to’t. To him will I present tl

there may be matter in it.

act ir.

Scene I. A room in Leontes’palace.

Enter Leontes, Cleomenes, Dion, Paul
and Servants.

Cleo. Sir, you have done enough, and

perform’d
A saint-like sorrow : no fault could you mak<

Which you have not redeem’d; indeed, paidc

More penitence than done trespass : at the Is

Do as the heavens have done, forget your ev ;

With them forgive yourself.

Leon. Whilst I rememb

Her and her virtues, I cannot forget
.

My blemishes in them, and so still think of

The wrong I did myself; which was so muck

That heirless it hath made my kingdom and
|

Destroy’d the sweet’st companion that e’er n|

Bred his hopes out of. i

Paul. True, too true, my lor

If, one by one, you wedded all the world,

Or from the all that are took something goo(

he you kill’d
{To make a perfedl woman, she you 1

Would be unparallel’d.
1

Leon. I think so. Kill d

!

She I kill’d ! I did so : but thou strikest me

Sorely, to say I did ;
it is as bitter

Upon thy tongue as in my thought: now,

now,
Say so but seldom.

Cleo. Not at all, good lady:
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11 might have spoken a thousand things that

would
ve done the time more benefit and graced

ur kindness better.
?auL You are one of those

>uld have him wed again.

-)ion. If you would not so,

a pity not the state, nor the remembrance
his most sovereign name ;

consider little

lat dangers, by his highness’ fail of issue,

y drop upon his kingdom and devour

:ertain lookers on. What were more holy

an to rejoice the former queen is well? 30
iat holier than, for royalty’s repair,

* present comfort and for future good,

bless the bed of majesty again

th a sweet fellow to’t?

~>aul. There is none worthy,

speeding her that’s gone. Besides, the gods

11 have fulfill'd their secret purposes

;

- has not the divine Apollo said,

t not the tenour of his oracle,

at King Leontes shall not have an heir

i his lost child be found? which that it shall,

ill as monstrous to our human reason 41

my Antigonus to break his grave

i come again to me ;
who, on my life,

1 perish with the infant. ’Tis your counsel
- lord should to the heavens be contrary,

pose against their wills. [To Leontes.} Care
not for issue

;

5 crown will find an heir
:
great Alexander

t his to the worthiest ; so his successor

.s like to be the best.

.eon. Good Paulina,

.0 Hast the memory of Hermione, 50
now, in honour, O, that ever I

d squared me to thy counsel ! then, even now,
light have look’d upon my queen’s full eyes,

ve taken treasure from her lips

—

'aul. And left them
re rich for what they yielded.

.eon. Thou speak’ st truth,

more such wives ;
therefore, no wife : one

worse,
1 better used, would make her sainted spirit

lin possess her corpse, and on this stage,

ere we ’re offenders now, appear soul-vex’d,

id begin, ‘Why to me?’
’

aul

.

Had she such power, 60
had just cause.

eon. She had ; and would incense me
murder her I married.
'aul. I should so.

re I the ghost that walk’d, I ’Id bid you mark
r eye, and tell me for what dull part in’t

1 chose her ; then I ’Id shriek, that even your
ears

iuld rift to hear me ; and the words that fol-

low’d
uld be ‘ Remember mine.’

eon. Stars, stars,

1 all eyes else dead coals ! Fear thou no wife

;

have no wife, Paulina.
'aul. Will you swear
/er to marry but by my free leave ? 70
eon. Never, Paulina; so be blest my spirit

!

'azd. Then, good my lords, bear witness to

his oath.

Cleo. You tempt him over-much.
Paul. Unless another.

As like Hermione as is her pidture,

Affront his eye.

Cleo. Good madam,

—

Paul. I have done.
Yet, if my lord will marry,—if you will, sir,

No remedy, but you will,—give me the office

To choose you a queen: she shall not be so

young
As was your former ; but she shall be such
As, walk’d your first queen’s ghost, it should take

joy
<

80
To see her in your arms.
Leon. My true Paulina,

We shall not marry till thou bid’st us.

Paul. That
Shall be when your first queen ’s again in breath

;

Never till then.

Enter a Gentleman.

Gent. One that gives out himself Prince
Florizel,

Son of Polixenes, with his princess, she
The fairest I have yet beheld, desires access
To your high presence.
Leon. What with him? he comes not

Like to his father’s greatness : his approach,
So out of circumstance and sudden, tells us 90
’Tis not a visitation framed, but forced
By need and accident. What train ?

Gent. But few,
And those but mean.
Leon. His princess, say you, with him ?

Gent. Ay, the most peerless piece of earth, I

think,

That e’er the sun shone bright on.

Patd. O Hermione,
As every present time doth boast itself

Above a better gone, so must thy grave
Give way to what’s seen now ! Sir, you yourself
Have said and writ so, but your writing now
I s colder than that theme, ‘ She had not been, 100
Nor was not to be equall’d ;’—thus your verse
Flow’d with her beauty once : ’tis shrewdly ebb’d,
To say you have seen a better.

Gent. Pardon, madam:
The one I have almost forgot,—your pardon,

—

The other, when she has obtain’d your eye,
Will have your tongue too. This is a creature,
Would she begin a sedt, might quench the zeal

Of all professors else, make proselytes

Of who she but bid follow.

Paid. How ! not women ?

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a
woman no

More worth than any man; men, that she is

The rarest of all women.
Leon. Go, Cleomenes ;

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends,

Bring them to our embracement. Still, ’tis strange
[Exeunt Cleomenes and others.

He thus should steal upon us.

Patd. Had our prince,

Jewel of children, seen this hour, he had pair’d

Well with this lord : there was not full a month
Between their births.

Leon. Prithee, no more ; cease ; thou know’st
He dies to me again when talk’d of: sure, 120
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When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches

Will bring me to consider that which may
Unfurnish me of reason. They are come.

Re-enter Cleomenes and others
,
with

Florizel and Perdita.

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince

;

For she did print your royal father off,

Conceiving you : were I but twenty one.

Your father’s image is so hit in you,

His very air, that I should call you brother,

As I did him, and speak of something wildly

By us perform’d before. Most dearly welcome !

And your fair princess,—goddess !—0, alas ! 131

I lost a couple, that ’twixt heaven and earth

Might thus have stood begetting wonder as

You, gracious couple, do: and then I lost—

•

All mine own folly—the society,

Amity too, of your brave father, whom,
Though bearing misery, I desire my life

Once more to look on him.

Flo. By his command
Have I here touch’d Sicilia and from him

Give you all greetings that a king, at friend, 140

Can send his brother : and, but infirmity

Which waits upon worn times hath something

seized

His wish’d ability, he had himself

The lands and waters ’twixt your throne and his

Measured to look upon you; whom he loves—

•

Fie bade me say so—more than all the sceptres

And those that bear them living.

Leon. O mY brother,

Good gentleman ! the wrongs I have done thee

stir

Afresh within me, and these thy offices,

So rarely kind, are as interpreters 150

Of my behind-hand slackness. Welcome hither,

As is the spring to the earth. And hath he too

Exposed this paragon to the fearful usage,

At least ungentle, of the dreadful Neptune,

To greet a man not worth her pains, much less

The adventurfe of her person?

Flo, Good my lord,

She came from Libya.

Leon. Where the warlike Smalus,

That noble honour’d lord, is fear’d and loved?

Flo. Most royal sir, from thence; from him,

whose daughter
His tears proclaim’d his, parting with her : thence,

A prosperous south-wind friendly, we have

cross’d, I^1

To execute the charge my father gave me
For visiting your highness : my best train

I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss’d

;

Who for Bohemia bend, to signify

Not only my success in Libya, sir,

But my arrival and my wife’s in safety

Here where we are.

Leon. The blessed gods

Purge all infection from our air whilst you

Do climate here ! You have a holy father, 170

A graceful gentleman ; against whose person.

So sacred as it is, I have done sin :

For which the heavens, taking angry note,

Have left me issueless and your father’s blest,

As he from heaven merits it, with you

Worthy his goodness. What might I have been,

Might I a son and daughter now have look’d (

Such goodly things as you!

Etiter a Lord.

Lord. Most noble sir,

That which I shall report will bear no credit,

Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, greats

Bohemia greets you from himself by me ; 3

Desires you to attach his son, who has—
Flis dignity and duty both cast off—

•

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with

A shepherd’s daughter.

Leon. Where’s Bohemia? spes

Lord. Here in your city ; I now came frc

him :

I speak amazedly ;
and it becomes

My marvel and my message. To your court

Whiles he was hastening, in the chase, it seem

Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 1

The father of this seeming lady and
Her brother, having both their country quittec

With this young prince. $
Flo. Camillo has betray’d m

Whose honour and whose honesty till now
Endured all weathers.

Lord. Lay ’t so to his charge :

Fle’s with the king your father.

Leon. Who? Camillo',

Lord. Camillo, sir; I spake with him ; whom
Has these poor men in question. Never saw 1

Wretches so quake: they kneel, they kiss t

earth ; rH

Forswear themselves as often as they speak : 2

Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them

With divers deaths in death.

Per. O my poor father !

The heaven sets spies upon us, will not have

Our contract celebrated.
> ,

Leon. You are married?

Flo. We are not, sir, nor are we like to be

The stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first : M
The odds for high and low’s alike. J
Leon. My lord, . I

Is this the daughter of a king?

Flo.
%

She is,

When once she is my wife.

Leon. That ‘ once,’ I see by your good fathe

speed,

Will come on very slowly. I am sorry,
. j

Most sorry, you have broken from his liking

Where you were tied in duty, and as sorry jS

Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty,

That you might well enjoy her.

Flo. Dear, look up :

Though Fortune, visible an enemy,

Should chase us with my father, power no jot

Hath she to change our loves. Beseech you, s

Remember since you owed no more to

Than I do now : with thought of such affeCtioi

Step forth mine advocate ; at your request 5

My father will grant precious things as trifles.

Leon. Would he do so, I ’Id beg your precio

mistress,

Which he counts but a trifle.

Paul. Sir, my liege,

Your eye hath too much youth in’t : not a mor

’Fore your queen died, she was more worth su

gazes 1

Than what you look on now.
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.eon. I thought of her,

;n in these looks I made. [To Florizel.] But
your petition

yet unanswer’d. I will to your father:

ir honour not o’erthrown by your desires, 230
n friend to them and you : upon which errand
dw go toward him ; therefore follow me
1 mark what way I make: come, good my

lord. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Before Leontes’ palace.

Enter Autolycus and a Gentleman.

\ut. Beseech you, sir, were you present at
relation ?

'irst Gent. I was by at the opening of the
'el, heard the old shepherd deliver the manner
he found it : whereupon, after a little amazed-
we were all commanded out of the chamber

;

' this methought I heard the shepherd say, he
id the child.

ut. I would most gladly know the issue of it.

irst Gent. I make a broken delivery of the
ness; but the changes I perceived in the king
Camillo were very notes of admiration : they
aed almost, with staring on one another, to

the cases of their eyes
;
there was speech in

r dumbness, language in their very gesture
;

dooked as they had heard ofaworld ransomed,
ne destroyed : a notable passion of wonder
:ared in them

; but the wisest beholder, that
v no more but seeing, could not say if the
)rtance were joy or sorrow; but in the ex-
tity of the one, it must needs be.

Enter another Gentleman,

comes a gentleman that haply knows more,
news, Rogero?

•c. Gent. Nothing but bonfires : the oracle is

led
;
the king’s daughter is found : such a

of wonder is broken out within this hour that
.d-makers cannot be able to express it.

Enter a third Gentleman.

2 comes the Lady Paulina’s steward : he can
er you more. How goes it now, sir? this
; which is called true is so like an old tale,

the verity of it is in strong suspicion: has
:ing found his heir?
urd Gent. Most true, if ever truth were
nant by circumstance : that which you hear
11 swear you see, there is such unity in the
s. The mantle of Queen Hermione’s, her

l about the neejeof it, the letters of Antigonus
1 with it which they know to be his charadler,
lajesty of the creature in resemblance of the
er, the affebtion of nobleness which nature
s above her breeding, and many other evi-
es proclaim her with all certainty to be the
s daughter. Did you see the meeting of the
tings ?

?. Gent. No.
urd Gent. Then have you lost a sight, which
0 be seen, cannot be spoken of. There might
lave beheld one joy crown another, so and
ch manner that it seemed sorrow wept to take
- of them, for their joy waded in tears. There
lasting up of eyes, holding up of hands, with
tenances of such distraction that they were to
lown by garment, not by favour. Our king,

329

being ready to leap out of himself for joy of his
found daughter, as if that joy were now become a
loss, cries ‘O, thy mother, thy mother!’ then asks
Bohemia forgiveness

;
then embraces his son-in-

law; then again worries he his daughter with
clipping her; now he thanks the old shepherd,
which stands by like a weather-bitten conduit of
many kings’ reigns. I never heard of such another
encounter, which lames report to follow it and
undoes description to do it.

Sec. Gent. What, pray you, became of Anti-
gonus, that carried hence the child ?

Third Gent. Like an old tale still, which will
have matter to rehearse, though credit be asleep
and not an ear open. He was torn to pieces with
a bear : this avouches the shepherd’s son ; who
has not only his innocence, which seems much, to
justify him, but a handkerchief and rings of his
that Paulina knows.
First Gent. What became of his bark and his

followers?

Third Gent. Wrecked the same instant of
their master’s death and in the view of the
shepherd : so that all the instruments which aided
to expose the child were even then lost when it

was found. But O, the noble combat that’twixt
joy and sorrow was fought in Paulina ! She had
one eye declined for the loss of her husband,
another elevated that the oracle was fulfilled : she
lifted the princess from the earth, and so locks
her in embracing, as if she would pin her to her
heart that she might no more be in danger of losing.
First Gent. The dignity of this abt was worth

the audience of kings and princes; for by such
was it acted.

Third Gent.
.

One of the prettiest touches of
all and that which angled for mine eyes, caught
the water though not the fish, was when, at the
relation of the queen’s death, with the manner
how she came to ’t bravely confessed and lamented
by the king, how attentiveness wounded his
daughter

; till, from one sign of dolour to another,
she did, with an ‘ Alas,’ I would fain say, bleed
tears, for I am sure my heart wept blood. Who
was most marble there changed colour; some
swooned, all sorrowed: if all the world could
have seen ’t, the woe had been universal. 100
First Gent. Are they returned to the court?
Third Gent. No: the princess hearing of her

mother’s statue, which is in the keeping of
Paulina,—a piece many years in doing and now
newly performed by that rare Italian master,
Julio Romano, who, had he himself eternity and
could put breath into his work, would beguile
Nature of her custom, so perfectly he is her ape

:

he so near to Hermione hath done Hermione that
they say one would speak to her and stand in hope
of answer : thither with all greediness of affedlion
are they gone, and there they intend to sup.
Nec.

_

Gent. I thought she had some great matter
there in hand; for she hath privately twice or
thrice a day, ever since the death of Plermione,
visited that removed house. Shall we thither and
with our company piece the rejoicing?
First Gent. Who would be thence that has

the benefit of access ? every wink of an eye some
new grace will be born : our absence makes us
unthrifty to our knowledge. Let’s along. 12

1

[Exeunt Gentlemen

.
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Aut. Now, had I not the dash of my former

life in me, would preferment drop on my head.

I brought the old man and his son aboard the

prince ; told him I heard them talx. of a fardel

and I know not what : but he at that time, over-

fond of the shepherd’s daughter, so he then took

her to be, who began to be much sea-sick, and

himself little better, extremity of weather con-

tinuing, this mystery remained undiscovered. But

’tis all one to me ;
for had I been the finder out

of this secret, it would not have relished among
my other discredits.

Enter Shepherd and Clown.

Here come those I have done good to against

my will, and already appearing in the blossoms of

their fortune.

Shep. Come, boy ;
I am past moe children, but

thy sons and daughters will be all gentlemen born.

Clo. You are well met, sir. You denied to

fight with me this other day, because I was no

gentleman born. See you these clothes? sayyousee

them not and think me still no gentleman born :

you were best say these robes are not gentlemen

born
:
give me the lie, do, and try whether I am

not now a gentleman born.

A ut. I know vou are now, sir, a gentleman born.

Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these

four hours.
Shep. And so have I, boy. *49

Clo. So you have : but I was a gentleman born

before my father ;
for the king’s son took me by

the hand, and called me brother ;
and then the two

kings calledmy father brother; and then the prince

my brother and the princess my sister called my
father father; and so we wept, and there was the

first gentleman-like tears that ever we shed.

Shep. We may live, son, to shed many more.

Clo. Ay ;
or else ’twere hard luck, being in so

preposterous estate as we are.
.

*59

Aut. I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon

me all the faults I have committed to your wor-

ship and to give me your good report to the

prince my master.

Shep. Prithee, son, do ; for we must be gentle,

now we are gentlemen.

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life?

A ut. Ay, an it like your good worship.

Clo. Give me thy hand : I will swear to the

prince thou art as honest a true fellow as any is

in Bohemia. 170

Shep. You may say it, but not swear it.

Clo. Not swear it, now l am a gentleman?

Let boors and franklins say it, I’ll swear it.

Shep. How if it be false, son?

Clo. If it be ne’er so false,
_

a true gentleman

may swear it in the behalf of his friend : and I 11

swear to the prince thou art a tall fellow of thy

hands and that thou wilt not be drunk; but I

know thou art no tall fellow of thy hands and

that thou wilt be drunk: but I’ll swear it, and I

would thou wouldst be a tall fellow of thy hands.

A lit. I will prove so, sir, to my power.

Clo. Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow : if

I do not wonder how thou darest venture to be

drunk, not being a tall fellow, trust me not.

Hark! the kings and the princes, our kindred,

are going to see the queen’s pidlure. Come,
follow us : we’ll be thy good masters. \Exeunt.

Scene III. A chapel in Paulina’s housi

Enter Leontes, Polixenes, Florizel, Pi

dita, Camillo, Paulina, Lords, and .

tendants.

Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the grj

comfort
That I have had of thee !

Paul. What, sovereign sir,

I did not well I meant well. All ihy services

You have paid home: but that you have voui

safed,

With your crown’d brother and these your c<

tradled

Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to vis

It is a surplus of your grace, which never

My life may last to answer.

Leon. 0 Paulina,

We honour you with trouble : but we came
j

To see the statue of our queen: your gallery

Have we pass’d through, not without much c

tent

In many singularities ;
but we saw not

That which my daughter came to look upon,

The statue of her mother.
.

Paul. As she lived peerless

So her dead likeness, I do well believe,

Excels whatever yet you look’d upon
Or hand of man hath done ;

therefore I keep ;

Lonely, apart. But here it is
:
prepare

To see the life as lively mock’d as ever

Still sleep mock’d death : behold, and say ’tis w!

[Paulina draws a curtain
,
and discov

Hermione standing like a stat

I like your silence, it the more shows off

Your wonder : but yet speak
;
first, you, my lie

Comes it not something near?

Leon. Her natural postu

Chide me, dear stone, that I may say indeed

Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art she

In thy not chiding, for she was as tender

As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina,

Hermione was not so much wrinkled, nothing

So aged as this seems.

Pol. O, not by much.
Paul. So much the more our carver’s ex(

lence ; 1

Which lets go by some sixteen years and ma
her

As she lived now.
Leon. As now she might have done

So much to my good comfort, as it is

Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood,

Even with such life of majesty, warm life,

As now it coldly stands, when first I woo’d he

I am ashamed : does not the stone rebuke me
For being more stone than it? O royal piece

There’s magic in thy majesty, which has

My evils conjured to remembrance and
. >

I

From thy admiring daughter took the spirits,

Standing like stone with thee.

Per. And give me lea

And do not say ’tis superstition, that

I kneel and then implore her blessing. Lady :

Dear queen, that ended when I but began, !

Give me that hand of yours to kiss.

Paul. 0, patience!

The statue is but newly fix’d, the colour ’s

Not dry.
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Cam. My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on,
r

hich sixteen winters cannot blow away, 50

3 many summers dry : scarce any joy

id ever so long live ;
no sorrow

ut kill’d itself much sooner.

Pol, Dear my brother,

et him that was the cause of this have power

0 take off so much grief from you as he

"ill piece up in himself.

Paul. Indeed, my lord,
'

I had thought the sight of my poor image
rould thus have wrought you,—for the stone is

mine

—

Id not have show’d it.

Leon. Do not draw the curtain.

Paul. No longer shall you gaze on’t, lest

your fancy 60

ay think anon it moves.
Leon. Let be, let be.
r

ould I were dead, but that, methinks, already

—

r

hat was he that did make it ? See, my lord,

"ould you not deem it breathed? and that those

veins

id verily bear blood?
Pol. Masterly done

:

he very life seems warm upon her lip.

Leon. The fixure of her eye has motion in ’t,

3 we are mock’d with art.

Paul. I ’ll draw the curtain

:

y lord’s almost so far transported that

e’ll think anon it lives.

Leon. O sweet Paulina, 70
ake me to think so twenty years together

!

1 o settled senses of the world can match
he pleasure of that madness. Let’t alone.

Patil. I am sorry, sir, I have thus far stirr’d

you : but
could afflict you farther.

Leon. Do, Paulina;
nr this affliction has a taste as sweet
3 any cordial comfort. Still, methinks,
oere is an air comes from her : what fine chisel

Duld ever yet cut breath ? Let no man mock me,
Dr I will kiss her.

Paul. Good my lord, forbear ; 80
ie ruddiness upon her lip is wet ;

du

’

ll mar it if you kiss it, stain your own
ith oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain?

Leon. No, not these twenty years.

Per. So long could I

and by, a looker on.

Paul. Either forbear,

nit presently the chapel, or resolve you
>r more amazement. If you can behold it,

11 make the statue move indeed, descend
id take you by the hand : but then you’ll think

—

hich I protest against—I am assisted 90
/ wicked powers.
Leon. What you can make her do,
im content to look on : what to speak,
im content to hear ; for ’tis as easy
d make her speak as move.
Paul. It is required
du do awake your faith. Then all stand still

;

1 : those that think it is unlawful business
im about, let them depart.
Leon. Proceed

:

0 foot shall stir.

Paul. Music, awake her ; strike ! [Music.

’Tis time
; descend ; be stone no more ; approach ;

Strike all that look upon with marvel.. Come, 100
I ’ll fill your grave up : stir, nay, come away,
Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him
Dear life redeems you. You perceive she stirs

:

[.Hermione comes down.
Start not ; her actions shall be holy as
You hear my spell is lawful : do not shun her
Until you see her die again; for then
You kill her double. Nay, present your hand

:

When she was young you woo’d her ; now in age
Is she become the suitor ?

Leon.
.

O, she ’s warm

!

If this be magic, let it be an art 110
Lawful as eating.

Pol. She embraces him.
Cam. She hangs about his neck :

If she pertain to life let her speak too.

Pol. Ay, and make’t manifest where she has
lived,

Or how stolen from the dead.
Paid. That she is living.

Were it but told you, should be hooted at
Like an old tale : but it appears she lives,

Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while.
Please you to interpose, fair madam : kneel
And pray your mother’s blessing. Turn, good

lady
; .

120
Our Perdita is found.
Her. You gods, look down

And from your sacred vials pour your graces
Upon my daughter’s head ! Tell me, mine own,
Where hast thou been preserved ? where lived ?

how found
Thy father’s court ? for thou shalt hear that I,

Knowing by Paulina that the oracle
Gave hope thou wast in being, have preserved
Myself to see the issue.

Paul. There’s time enough for that

;

Lest they desire upon this push to trouble
Your joys with like relation. Go together, 130
You precious winners all

;
your exultation

Partake to every one. I, an old turtle,

Will wing me to some wither’d bough and there
My mate, that’s never to be found again.
Lament till I am lost.

Leon. O, peace, Paulina !

Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent,
As I by thine a wife : this is a match,
And made between ’s by vows. Thou hast found

mine
;

But how, is to be question’d ; for I saw her,
As I thought, dead, and have in vain said many 140
A prayer upon her grave. I ’ll not seek far

—

For him, I partly know his mind—to find thee
An honourable husband. Come, Camillo,
And take her by the hand, whose worth and

honesty
Is richly noted and here justified

By us, a pair of kings. Let’s from this place.
What ! look upon my brother : both your pardons,
That e’er I put between your holy looks
My ill suspicion. This is your son-in-law
And son unto the king, who, heavens directing, 150
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina,
Lead us from hence, where we may leisurely
Each one demand and answer to his part
Perform’d in this wide gap of time since first

We were dissever’d ; hastily lead away. [Exeunt.



THE LIFE AND DEATH OF

KING JOHN.

DRAMATIS PERSONAL.

King John.
Prince Henry, son to the king.

Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, nephew to the

king.

The Earl of Pembroke.
The Earl of Essex.
The Earl of Salisbury.
The Lord Bigot.
Hubert de Burgh.
Robert Faulconbridge, son to Sir Robert

Faulconbridge.
Philip the Bastard, his half-brother.

James Gurney, servant to Lady Faulcon-

bridge.

Peter of Pomfret, a prophet.

Philip, King of France.

ACT I.

Scene I. King John’s palace.

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke,
Essex, Salisbury, andothers, with Chatillon.

K. John. Now, say, Chatillon, what would
France with us?

Chat. Thus, after greeting, speaks the King
of France

In my behaviour to the majesty,

The borrow’d majesty, of England here.

Eli. A strange beginning: ‘borrow’d ma-
jesty !’

IC. John. Silence, good mother; hear the

embassy.
Chat. Philip of France, in right and true

behalf
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son,

Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim

To this fair island and the territories,
<

io

To Ireland, Poidtiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,

Desiring thee to lay aside the sword
Which sways usurpingly these several titles,

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand,

Thy nephew and right royal sovereign.

K. John. What follows if we disallow of this?

Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody

war,
To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld.

K. John. Here have we war for war and
blood for blood,

Controlment for controlment: so answer France.

Chat. Then take my king’s defiance from my
mouth, 21

The farthest limit of my embassy.

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in

peace

:

Lewis, the Dauphin.
Lymoges, Duke of Austria.
Cardinal Pandulph, the Pope’s legate.

Melun, a French Lord.
Chatillon, ambassadorfrom France to Kin
John.

Queen Elinor, mother to King John.
Constance, mother to Arthur.
Blanch of Spain, niece to King John.
Lady Faulconbridge.

Lords, Citizens of Angiers, Sheriff, Herald:
Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other

Attendants.

Scene: Partly in England
, and partly i

France

.

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France;
For ere thou canst report I will be there,

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard :

So hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath
And sullen presage of your own decay.
An honourable conduct let him have :

Pembroke, look to’t. Farewell, Chatillon. ’

3
\Exeunt Chatillon and Pembroki

Eli. What now, my son! have I not eversai

How that ambitious Constance would not cease

Till she had kindled France and all the world,

Upon the right and party of her son ?

This might have been prevented and made who!
With very easy arguments of love,

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate.

K. John. Our strong possession and our rigl

for us.

Eli. Your strong possession much more tha

your right, t.J

Or else it must go wrong with you and me :

So much my conscience whispers in your ear,

Which none but heaven and you and I shall heai

Enter a Sheriff.

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest coi

troversy
Come from the country to be judged by you
That e’er I heard: shall I produce the men?
K. John. Let them approach.

Our abbeys and our priories shall pay
This expedition’s charge.

Enter Robert Faulconbridge, and Philip^
bastard brother.

What men are you ?

Bast. Your faithful subjedl I, a gentleman ;

Born in Northamptonshire and eldest son,



KING JOHN.ENE L]

I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge,

soldier, by the honour-giving hand
Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field.

K. John. What art thou ?

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulcon-
bridge.

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the

heir?

iu came not of one mother then, it seems.

Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king

;

lat is well known ; and, as I think, one father :

it for the certain knowledge of that truth 61

nit you o’er to heaven and to my mother

:

' that I doubt, as all men’s children may.
Eli. Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame

thy mother
id wound her honour with this diffidence.

Bast. I, madam? no, I have no reason for it

;

lat is my brother’s plea and none of mine
;

le which if he can prove, a’ pops me out
least from fair five hundred pound a year

:

eaven guard my mother’s honour and my land !

K. John. A good blunt fellow. Why, being
younger born, 71

ith he lay claim to thine inheritance ?

Bast. I know not why, except to get the land.

it once he slander’d me with bastardy

:

it whether I be as true begot or no,

lat still I lay upon my mother’s head,
it that I am as well begot, my liege,—

•

iir fall the bones that took the pains for me !

—

>mpare our faces and be judge yourself.

old sir Robert did beget us both 80
id were our father and this son like him,
old sir Robert, father, on my knee
pve heaven thanks I was not like to thee !

K. John.. Why, what a madcap hath heaven
lent us here

!

Eli. He hath a trick of Coeur-de-lion’s face

;

le accent of his tongue affedteth him.

) you not read some tokens of my son
the large composition of this man ?

K. Joint. Mine eye hath well examined his

parts
id finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak, 90
hat doth move you to claim your brother’s land ?

Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my
father.

ich half that face would he have all my land

:

half-faced groat five hundred pound a year !

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father
lived,

ur brother did employ my father much,

—

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my
land

:

ur tale must be how he employ’d my mother.
Rob. And once dispatch’d him in an embassy
Germany, there with the emperor 100
treat of high affairs touching that time.

ie advantage of his absence took the king
d in the mean time sojourn’d at my father’s

;

lere how he did prevail I shame to speak,
t truth is truth: large lengths of seas and

shores
tween my father and my mother lay,
I have heard my father speak himself,
len this same lusty gentleman was got.
>011 his death-bed he by will bequeath’d
s lands to me, and took it on his death no

333

That this my mother’s son was none of his

;

And if he were, he came into the world
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time.

Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine,
My father’s land, as was my father’s will.

K. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate;

Your father’s wife did afte*r wedlock bear him.
And if she did play false, the fault was hers ;

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother,

Who, as you say, took pains to get this son, 121

Had of your father claim’d this son for his?

In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept
This calf bred from his cow from all the world ;

In sooth he might; then, if he were my brother’s,

My brother might not claim him ; nor your father.

Being none of his, refuse him : this concludes;

My mother’s son did get your father’s heir

;

Your father’s heir must have your father’s land.

Rob. Shall then my father’s will be of no
force 130

To dispossess that child which is not his?

Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir,

Than was his will to get me, as I think.

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather be a Faul-
conbridge

And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land.

Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion,

Lord of thy presence and no land beside?
Bast. Madam, an if my brother had my shape,

And I had his, sir Robert’s his, like him

;

And if my legs were two such riding-rods, 140
My arms such eel-skins stuff’d, my face so thin

That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose

Lest men should say ‘ Look, where three-farthings

goes !’

And, to his shape, were heir to all this land,

Would I might never stir from off this place,

I would give it every foot to have this face

;

I would not be sir Nob in any case.

Eli. I like thee well: wilt thou forsake thy
fortune,

Bequeath thy land to him and follow me?
I am a soldier and now bound to France. 150
Bast. Brother, take you my land, I’ll take

my chance.
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year,

Yet sell your face for five pence and ’tis dear.

Madam, I ’ll follow you unto the death.

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me
thither.

Bast. Our country manners give our betters

way.
K. John. What is thy name ?

Bast. Philip, my liege, so is my name begun

;

Philip, good old sir Robert’s wife’s eldest son.

K. Joint. From henceforth bear his name
whose form thou bear’st : 160

Kneel thou down Philip, but rise more great,

Arise sir Richard and Plantagenet.
Bast. Brother by the mother’s side, give me

your hand

:

My father gave me honour, yours gave land.
Now blessed be the hour, by night or day,
When I was got, sir Robert was away

!

Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet

!

I am thy grandam, Richard ; call me so.

Bast. Madam, by chance but not by truth;
what though?
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Something about, a little from the right, 170

In at the window, or else o’er the hatch

:

Who dares not stir by day must walk by night,

And have is have, however men do catch

:

Near or far off, well won is still well shot,

And I am I, howe’er I was begot.

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge : now hast thou

thy desire

;

A landless knight makes thee a landed squire.

Come, madam, and come, Richard, we must
speed

For France, for France, for it is more than need.

Bast. Brother, adieu
:
good fortune come to

thee !
180

For thou wast got i’ the way of honesty.

[.Exeunt all but Bastard.

A foot of honour better than I was

;

But many a many foot of land the worse.

Well, now can I make any Joan a lady.

‘Good den, sir Richard!’— ‘ God-a-mercy, fel-

low !
’

—

And if his name be George, I ’ll call him Peter

;

For new-made honour doth forget men’s names;
’Tis too respective and too sociable

For your conversion. Now your traveller,

He and his tdothpick at my worship’s mess, 190

And when my knightly stomach is sufficed,

Why then 1 suck my teeth and catechize

My picked man of countries : ‘My dear sir,’

Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin,
‘ I shall beseech you’—that is question now

;

And then comes answer like an Absey book

:

‘0 sir,’ says answer, ‘at your best command;
At your employment ; at your service, sir

‘No, sir,’ says question, ‘I, sweet sir, at yours

And so, ere answer knows what question would,

Saving in dialogue of compliment,
.

201

And talking of the Alps and Apennines,
The Pyrenean and the river Po,

It draws toward supper in conclusion so.

But this is worshipful society

And fits the mounting spirit like myself,

For he is but a bastard to the time

That doth not smack of observation ;

And so am I, whether I smack or no;
And not alone in habit and device, 210

Exterior form, outward accoutrement,
But from the inward motion to deliver

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth

:

Which, though I will not practise to deceive,

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn;

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising.

But who comes in such haste in riding-robes?

What woman-post is this? hath she no husband
That will take pains to blow a horn before her?

Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James
Gurney.

O me ! it is my mother. How now, good lady

!

What brings you here to jcourt so hastily ? 221

Lady F. Where is that slave, thy brother?

where is he.

That holds in chase mine honour up and down?
Bast. My brother Robert? old sir Robert’s

son ?

Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man?
Is it sir Robert’s son that you seek so ?

Lady F. Sir Robert’s son ! Ay, thou un-

reverend boy,

Sir Robert’s son : why scorn’st thou at sir Robe?
He is sir Robert’s son, and so art thou.

Bast. James Gurney, wilt thou give us lea

awhile ? 2

Gur. Good leave, good Philip.

Bast. Philip ! sparrow : Jami
There’s toys abroad : anon I ’ll tell thee more.

[Exit Gumc
Madam, I was not old sir Robert’s son

:

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me
Upon Good-Friday and ne’er broke his fast:

Sir Robert could do well : marry, to confess.

Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it

:

We know his handiwork : therefore, good mothi

To wdiom am I beholding for these limbs?

Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 2

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thy bi

ther too,

That for thine own gain shouldst defend mi
honour? .

What means this scorn, thou most untowa
knave ?

Bast. Knight, knight, good mother, Basilisc

like. 3
What ! I am dubb’d ! I have it on my shouldei

But, mother, I am not sir Robert’s son

;

I have disclaim’d sir Robert and my land;

Legitimation, name and all is gone :

Then, good my mother, let me know my fathei

Some proper man, I hope : who was it, mother

Lady F. Hast thou denied thyself a Fai

conbridge ? 2

Bast. As faithfully as I deny the devil.

Lady F. King Richard Cceur-de-lion was ti

father

:

By long and vehement suit I was seduced
To make room for him in my husband’s bed :

Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge

Thou art the issue of my dear offence,

Which was so strongly urged past my defence.

Bast. Now, by this light, were I to get agai

Madam, I would not wish a better father. 2

Some sins do bear their privilege on earth,

And so doth yours
;
your fault was not your foil!

Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,

Subjedled tribute to commanding love,

Against whose fury and unmatched force

The aweless lion could not wage the fight,

Nor keep his princely heart from Richard’s han

He that perforce robs lions of their hearts

May easily win a woman’s. Ay, my mother,

With all my heart I thank thee for my father ! 2

Who lives and dares but say thou didst not well

When I was got, I ’ll send his soul to hell.

Come, lady, I will show thee to my kin

;

And they shall say, when Richard me begot,

If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin

:

Who says it was, he lies ; I say ’twas not.

[Exeun

ACT II.

Scene I. France. Before A ngiers.

Enter Austria a?id forces
,
drums, etc. on 0.

side: on the other King Philip ofFrance ar

his power; Lewis, Arthur, Constance ar.

attendants.

Lew. Before Angiers well met, brave Austri?

Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood,
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ichard, that robb’d the lion of his heart

nd fought the holy wars in Palestine,

y this brave duke came early to his grave

:

nd for amends to his posterity,

t cur importance hither is he come,

n spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf,

nd to rebuke the usurpation

f thy unnatural uncle, English John
: _

io

mbrace him, love him, give him welcome hither.

Arth. God shall forgive you Coeur-de-lion’s

death
be rather that you give his offspring life,

ladowing their right under your wings of war:

give you welcome with a powerless hand,

nt with a heart full of unstained love

:

elcome before the gates of Angiers, duke.

Lew. A noble boy ! Who would not do thee

right?

Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss,

5 seal to this indenture of my love, 20

bat to my home I will no more return,

ill Angiers and the right thou hast in France,

agether with that pale, that white-faced shore,
r

hose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides

ad coops from other lands her islanders,

ven till that England, hedged in with the main,

bat water-walled bulwark, still secure

nd confident from foreign purposes,

ven till that utmost corner of the west
ilute thee for her king : till then, fair boy, 30
ill I not think of home, but follow arms.

Const. O, take his mother’s thanks, a widow’s
thanks,

all your strong hand shall help to give him
strength

d make a more requital to your love !

A ust. The peace of heaven is theirs that lift

their swords
1 such a just and charitable war.
K. Phi. W ell then, to work : our cannon shall

be bent
gainst the brows of this resisting town,
ill for our chiefest men of discipline,

3 cull the plots of best advantages : 40
e ’ll lay before this town our royal bones,

ade to the market-place in Frenchmen’s blood,

it we will make it subjedt to this boy.
Const. Stay for an answer to your embassy,
;st unadvised you stain your swords with blood

:

y Lord Chatillon may from England bring
bat right in peace which here we urge in war,
nd then we shall repent each drop of blood
aat hot rash haste so indirectly shed.

Enter Chatillon.

K. Phi. A wonder, lady ! lo, upon thy wish,
ur messenger Chatillon is arrived ! 51
hat England says, say briefly, gentle lord;
e coldly pause for thee ; Chatillon, speak.
Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry

siege

nd stir them up against a mightier task,

ngland, impatient of your just demands, *

ath put himself in arms : the adverse winds,
hose leisure I have stay’d, have given him time
o land his legions all as soon as I

;

is marches are expedient to this town, 60
is forces strong, his soldiers confident,
ith him along is come the mother-queen,

335

An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife

;

With her her niece, the Lady Blanch of Spain

;

With them a bastard of the king’s deceased;
And all the unsettled humours of the land,

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries,

With ladies’ faces and fierce dragons’ spleens.

Have sold their fortunes at their native homes,
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs,

To make a hazard of new fortunes here : 71
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits

Than now the English bottoms have waft o’er

Did never float upon the swelling tide,

To do offence and scath in Christendom.
* [Drum beats.

The interruption of their churlish drums
Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand.
To parley or to fight ; therefore prepare.

K. Phi. How much unlook’d for is this expe-
dition !

A ust. By how much unexpected, by so much
We must awake endeavour for defence ; 81

For courage mounteth with occasion :

Let them be welcome then
;
we are prepared.

Enter King John, Elinor, Blanch, the
Bastard, Lords, andforces.

K. John. Peace be to France, if France in

peace permit
Our just and lineal entrance to our own;
If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven,
Whiles we, God’s wrathful agent, do correct

Their proud contempt that beats His peace to

heaven.
K. Phi. Peace be to England, if that war

return
From France to England, there to live in peace.

England we love ; and for that England’s sake 91
With burden of our armour here we sweat.

This toil of ours should be a work of thine

;

But thou from loving England art so far,

That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king.

Cut off the sequence of posterity,

O.ut-faced infant state and done a rape

Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey’s face

;

These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his

:

This little abstract doth contain that large 101

Which died in Geffrey, and the hand of time
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume.
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born,

And this his son ; England was Geffrey’s right

And this is Geffrey’s : in the name of God
How comes it then that thou art call’d a king,

When living blood doth in these temples beat,

Which owe the crown that thou o’ermasterest?

K. John. From whom hast thou this great

commission, France,
_

no
To draw my answer from thy articles?

K. Phi. From that supernal judge, that stirs
* good thoughts

In any breast of strong authority,

To look into the blots and stains of right

:

That judge hath made ipe guardian to this boy;
Under whose warrant I impeach thy wrong
An-d by whose help I mean to chastise it.

K. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority.
K. Phi. Excuse ; it is to beat usurping down.
Eli. Who is it thou dost call usurper, France?
Const. Let me make answer ;

thy usurping son.
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Eli. Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be king,

That thou mayst be a, queen, and check the

world !

Cojtst. My bed was ever to thy son as true

As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey
Than thou and John in manners ;

being as like

As rain to water, or devil to his dam.
My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think

His father never was so true begot : 130
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother.

Eli. There’s a good mother, boy, that blots

thy father.

Const. There’s a goGd grandam, boy, that

would blot thee.

A ust. Peace

!

Bast. Hear the crier.

Aust. What the devil art thou?
Bast. One that will play the devil, sir, with you,

An a’ may catch your hide and you alone

:

You are the hare of whom tftfc proverb goes,

Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beard

:

I ’ll smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right

;

Sirrah, look to’t; i’ faith, I will, i’ faith. 140
Blanch. O, well did he become that lion’s robe

That did disrobe the lion of that robe !

Bast. It lies as sightly on the back of him
As great Alcides’ shows upon an ass

:

But, ass, I’ll take that burthen from your back,

Or lay on that shall make your shoulders crack.

A ust. What cracker is this same that deafs

our ears
With this abundance of superfluous breath?
K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do

straight.

Lew. Women and fools, break off your con-

ference. 150
King John, this is the very sum of all;

England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee

:

Wilt thou resign them and lay down thy arms ?

K. John. My life as soon : I do defy thee,

France.
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand

;

And out of my dear love I’ll give thee more
Than e’er the coward hand of France can win;
Submit thee, boy.
Eli. Come to thy grandam, child.

Const. Do, child, go to it grandam, child ; 160

Give grandam kingdom, and it grandam will

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig

:

There’s a good grandam.
Arth. Good my mother, peace !

I would that I were low laid in my grave :

I am not worth this coil that’s made for me.
Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he

weeps.
Const. Now shame upon you, whether she

does or no

!

His grandam’s wrongs, and not his mother’s
shames,

Draws those heaven-moving pearls from his poor
eyes,

Which heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 170
Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be

bribed
To do him justice and revenge on you.

Eli. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and
earth

!

[Act

Const. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven a
earth

!

Call not me slanderer ; thou and thine usurp ,

The dominations, royalties and rights

Of this oppressed boy : this is thy eld’st son’s sc I

Infortunate in nothing but in thee :

Thy sins are visited in this poor child ;

The canon of the law is laid on him, 1

Being but the second generation
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb.
K. John. Bedlam, have done.
Const. I have but this to sa

|

That he is not only plagued for her sin,

But God hath made her sin and her the plague
On this removed issue, plagued for her
And with her plague ; her sin his injury,
Her injury the beadle to her sin,

All punish’d in the person of this child.

And all for her ; a plague upon her ! 1

Eli. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce
A will that bars the title of thy son.

Const. Ay, who doubts that ? a will ! a wick
will

;

A woman’s will ; a canker’d grandam’s will

!

K. Phi. Peace, lady
!
pause, or be more tei

perate

:

It ill beseems this presence to cry aim
To these ill-tuned repetitions.

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls
These men of Angiers : let us hear them speak
Whose title they admit, Arthur’s or John’s. 2

Trumpet sounds. Enter certain Citizens up.

the walls.

First Cit. Who is it that hath warn’d us

the walls?
K. Phi. ’Tis France, for England.
K. John. England, for itse

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects,—

K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthu
subjects,

Our trumpet call’d you to this gentle parle

—

K. John. For our advantage ;
therefore he

us first.

These flags of France, that are advanced here
Before the eye and prospedl.of your town,
Have hither march’d to your endamagement:
The cannons have their bowels full of wrath, 2

And ready mounted are they to spit forth

Their iron indignation ’gainst your walls

:

All preparation for a bloody siege

And merciless proceeding by these French
Confronts your city’s eyes, your winking gates

And but for our approach those sleeping stones

That as a waist doth girdle you about,

By the compulsion of their ordinance
By this time from their fixed beds of lime

Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 2:

For bloody power to rush upon your peace.
But on the sight of us your lawful king,

Who painfully with much expedient march
Have brought a countercheck before your gate

To save unscratch’d your city’s threatened cheek

Behold, the French amazed vouchsafe a_ parle;

And now, instead of bullets wrapp’d in fire.

To make a shaking fever in your walls,

They shoot but calm words folded up in smoke,

To make a faithless error in your ears : 2;

Which trust accordingly kind citizens,

And let us in, your king, whose labour’d spirits
:
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rwearied in this action of swift speed,
ive harbourage within your city walls.

C. Phi. When I have said, make answer to us
both.

in this right hand, whose protection
nost divinely vow’d upon the right
him it holds, stands young Plantagene^,
t to the elder brother of this man,
i king o’er him and all that he enjoys : 240
this down-trodden equity, we tread
warlike march these greens before your town,
ng no further enemy to you
in the constraint of hospitable zeal
he relief of this oppressed child
igiously provol^s. Be pleased then
pay that duty which you truly owe
him that owes it, namely this young prince :

1 then our arms, like to a muzzled bear,
2 in aspeCV, hath all offence seal’d up

; 250
cannons’ malice vainly shall be spent
inst the invulnerable clouds of heaven

;

with a blessed and unvex’d retire,

1 unhack’d swords and helmets all unbruised,
will bear home that lusty blood again
ch here we came to spout against your town,
leave your children, wives and you in peace,
if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer,
not the roundure of your old-faced walls
hide you from our messengers of war, 360
igh all these English and their discipline
s harbour’d in their rude circumference.
1 tell us, shall your city call us lord,
lat behalf which we have challenged it?
iiall we give the signal to our rage
stalk in blood to our possession?
rst Cit. In brief, we are the king of
England’s subjects

:

urn, and in his right, we hold this town.
John. Acknowledge then the king, and let
me in.

rst Cit. That can we not ; but he that proves
the king, 270m will we prove loyal : till that time

,

:we ramm’d up our gates against the world.
John. Doth not the crown of England
prove the king?
f not that, I bring you witnesses,
- fifteen thousand hearts of England’s
breed,

—

rr. Bastards, and else.

John. To verify our title with their lives.
1 hi. As many and as well-born bldods as
those,

—

't- Some bastards too.
Phi. Stand in his face to contradict his
:aim

; . 280
st Cit. Till you compound whose right is
worthiest,

r the worthiest hold the right from both.
John. Then God forgive the sin of all those
iouls

o their everlasting residence,
2 the dew of evening fall, shall fleet,
adful trial of our kingdom’s king !

Phi. Amen, amen ! Mount, chevaliers !

0 arms

!

t. Saint George, that swinged the dragon,
nd e er since
1 his horse back at mine hostess’ door,

Teach us some fence! \To Aust.] Sirrah, were
I at home, 2go

At your den, sirrah, with your lioness,
I would set an ox-head to your lion’s hide,
And make a monster of you.
dust. Peace! no more.
Bast. O, tremble, for you hear the lion roar.
K. John. Up higher to the plain ; where we ’ll

set forth
In best appointment all our regiments.
Bast. Speed then, to take advantage of the

field.

K. Phi. It shall be so ; and at the other hill
Command the rest to stand. God and our right

!

[Exeunt.

Here after excursions, enter the Herald of
France, with trumpets, to the gates.

F. Her. You men of Angiers, open wide your
gates, 200

And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in,
Who by the hand of France this day hath made
Much work for tears in many an English mother,
Whose sons lie scattered on the bleeding ground

;

Many a widow’s husband grovelling lies,

Coldly embracing the discolour’d earth;
And victory, with little loss, doth play
Upon the dancing banners of the French,
Who are at hand, triumphantly display’d.
To enter conquerors and to proclaim 310
Arthur of Bretagne England’s king and yours.

Enter English Herald, with trumpet.
E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, rin°-

your bells

;

King John, your king and England’s, doth ap-
proach,

Commander of this hot malicious day :

Theirarmours, that march’d hence so silver-bright
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood

;

*

There stuck no plume in any English crest
That is removed by a staff of France ;

Our colours do return in those same hands
That did displaythem when we first march’d forth ;And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 321
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands.
Dyed in the dying slaughter of their foes :
Open your gates and give the victors way.

First. Cit. Heralds, from off our towers we
might behold,

From first to last, the onset and retire
Of both your armies; whose equality
By our best eyes cannot be censured :

Blood hath bought blood and blows have answer’d
blows

;

Strength match’d with strength, and power con-
fronted power

: ,30
Both are alike ; and both alike we like.
One must prove greatest : while they weigh so

even,
We hold our town for neither, yet for both.

Re-enter the two Kings, with theirpowers,
severally.

K. John. France, hast thou yet more blood to
cast away ?

Say, shall the current of our right run on ?
Whose passage, vex’d with thy impediment,
Shall leave his native channel and o’erswell
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With course disturb’d even thy confining shores,

Unless thou let his silver water keep

A peaceful progress to the ocean. 34°

K. Phi. England, thou hast not saved one

drop of blood,

In this hot trial, more than we of France ;

Rather, lost more. And by this hand I swear.

That sways the earth this climate overlooks,

Before we will lay down our just-borne arms,

We’ll put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms

we bear,

Or add a royal number to the dead,

Gracing the scroll that tells of this war s loss

With slaughter coupled to the name of kings.

Bast. Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers,

When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 351

O, now doth Death line his dead chaps with steel

,

The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs;

And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men,

In undetermined differences of kings.

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus?

Cry, ‘havoc !’ kings; back to the stained field,

You equal potents, fiery kindled spirits

!

Then let confusion of one part confirm

The other’s peace; till then, blows, blood and

death !
3^°

K. John. Whose party do the townsmen yet

K.^Phi. Speak, citizens, for England; who’s

your king ? „ _ . , ,

First Cit. The king of England, when we

know the king.

K. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up

his right.

K. John. In us, that are our own great deputy,

And bear possession of our person here,

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you.
.

First Cit. A greater power than we denies all

this

;

And till it be undoubted, we do lock

Our former scruple in our strong-barr d gates »

King’d of our fears, until our fears, resolved, 371

Be by some certain king purged and deposed.

Bast. By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers

flout you, kings.

And stand securely on their battlements,
.

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point

At your industrious scenes and acts of death.

Your royal presences be ruled by me

:

Do like the mutines of Jerusalem,

Be friends awhile and both conjointly bend

Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town
: 380

By east and west let France and England

mount ,

Their battering cannon charged to the mouths,

Till their soul-fearing clamours have brawl d down

The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city :

I ’Id play incessantly upon these jades,

Even till unfenced desolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, dissever your united strengths,

And part your mingled colours once again ;

Turn face to face and bloody point to pomt
; 39°

Then, in a moment, Fortune shall cull forth

Out of one side her happy minion,

To whom in favour she shall give the day,

And kiss him with a glorious victory.

How like you this wild counsel, mighty states.

Smacks it not something of the policy?

K. John. Now, by the sky that hangs abc

our heads,

I like it well. France, shall we knit our powt

And lay this Angiers even with the ground

;

Then after fight who shall be king of it ?

Bast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king,

Being wrong’d as we are by this peevish town

Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery,

As we will ours, against these saucy walls

;

Andwhen thatwe have dash’d them to the grou

Why then defy each other, and pell-mell

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell

K. Phi. Let it be so. Say, where will

assault?

K. John. We from the ^est will send

strudlion

Into this city’s bosom.
A ust. I from the north.

K. Phi. Our thunder from the so

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.

Bast. O prudent discipline ! From nortl

south

:

Austria and France shoot in each other’s mou

I ’ll stir them to it. Come, away, away !

~

First Cit. Hear us, great kings: vouch*

awhile to stay,

And I shall show you peace and fair-faced leag

Win you this city without stroke or wound ;

Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds.

That here come sacrifices for the field :

Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings.

K. John. Speak on with favour ;
we are b

to hear.

First Cit. That daughter there of Spain,

Lady Blanch,
Is niece to England: look upon the years

Of Lewis the Dauphin and that lovely maid:

If lusty love should go in quest of beauty,

Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch

If zealous love should go in search of virtue,

Where should he find it purer than in Blanch

If love ambitious sought a match of birth,

Whose veins bound richer blood than L
Blanch ?

Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth.

Is the young Dauphin every way complete:

If not complete of, say he Js not she ;

And she again wants nothing, to name want,

If want it be not that she is not he

:

He is the half part of a blessed man.

Left to be finished by such as she ;

And she a fair divided excellence,

Whose fulness of perfection lies in him.
#

O, two such silver currents, when they join,

Do glorify the banks that bound them in ;

And two such' shores to two such streams 1

Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kii

To these two princes, if you marry them.

This union shall do more than battery can

To our fast-closed gates ;
for at this match,

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce.

The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope

And give you entrance : but without this ma

The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 1

Lions more confident, mountains and rocks

More free from motion, no, not Death himsel

In mortal fury half so peremptory,

As we to keep this city.
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last. Here’s a stay
at shakes the rotten carcass of old Death
it of his rags ! Here’s a large mouth, indeed,
at spits forth death and mountains, rocks and

seas,

ks as familiarly of roaring lions

maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 460
at cannoneer begot this lusty blood ?

speaks plain cannon fire, and smoke and
bounce

;

gives the bastinado with his tongue r

• ears are cudgelPd
; not a word of his

buffets better than a fist of France :

nds ! I was never so bethump’d with words
:e I first call’d my brother’s father dad.
li. Son, list to this conjundtion, make this
match

;

i with our niece a dowry large enough:
by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 470
now unsured assurance to the crown,

t yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe
bloom that promise th a mighty fruit,

i a yielding in the looks of France
;

k, how they whisper : urge them while their
souls

capable of this ambition,
zeal, now melted by the windy breath
3it petitions, pity and remorse,
and congeal again to what it was.
rst Cit. Why answer not the double majes-
ties 480
friendly treaty of our threaten’d town?
Phi. Speak England first, that hath been
forward first

)eak unto this city : what say you?
John . If that the Dauphin there, thy
princely son,
n this book of beauty read ‘ I love,’
lowry shall weigh equal with a queen :

i.njou and fair Touraine, Maine, Poidliers,
ill that we upon this side the sea,
pt this city now by us besieged,
liable to our crown and dignity, 490
gild her bridal bed and make her rich
es, honours and promotions,
e in beauty, education, blood,
1 hand with any princess of the world.
Phi. What say’s t thou, boy? -look in the
ady’s face.

'J> I do, my lord
; and in her eye I find

ider, or a wondrous miracle,
ladow of myself form’d in her eye ;

l, being but the shadow of your son,
ies a sun and makes your son a shadow

: 500
rotest I never loved myself
>w infixed I beheld myself
1 in the flattering table of her eye.

[ Whispers with Blanch.
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye

!

g’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow

!

barter’d in her heart ! he doth espy
self love’s traitor : this is pity now,
hang’d and drawn and quarter’d, there
aould be
1 a love so vile a lout as he.
•c
.

h • My uncle’s will in this respect is
me

"

t, • 510
'e aught in you that makes him like,
ny thing he sees, whichlnoves his liking,

I can with ease translate it to my will ;

Or if you will, to speak more properly,
I will enforce it easily to my love.
Further I will not flatter you, my lord,
That all. I see in you is worthy love,
Than this ; that nothing do I see in you,
Though churlish thoughts themselves should be

your judge,
That I can find should merit any hate. 520A

.
John. What say these young ones ? What
say you, my niece ?

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do
What you in wisdom still vouchsafe to say.
K. John. Speak then, prince Dauphin; can

you love this lady?
Lew Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love

;

f or 1 do love her most unfeignedly.
AT. John. Then do I give Volquessen, Tou-

raine, Maine,
Poi6tiers and Anjou, these five provinces.
With her to thee; and this addition more.
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. 530
Philip of France, if thou be pleased withal,
Command, thy son and daughter to join hands.
A. Phi. It likes us well; young princes,

close your hands.
A ust. And your lips too; for I am well assured

I hat 1 did so when I was first assured.
K. Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your

.

gates,
Let in that amity which you have made;
h or at Saint Mary’s chapel presently
The rites of marriage shall be solemnized.
Is not the Lady Constance in this troop? 540
1 know she is not, for this match made up
Her presence would have interrupted much :

Where is she and her son? tell me, who knows.
Lew. She is sad and passionate at your high-

ness’ tent.

K. Phil. And, by my faith, this league that
we have made

Will give her sadness very little cure.
Brother of England, how may we content
This widow lady ? In her right we came ;Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way,
1 o our own vantage.
K. John. We will heal up all

; 550
i<or we 1 create young Arthur Duke of BretagneAnd Earl of Richmond

; and this rich fair townWe make him lord of. Call the Lady Constance ;Some speedy messenger bid her repair
To our solemnity: I trust we shall,
If not fill up the measure of her will,
Yet in some measure satisfy her so
That we shall stop her exclamation.
Go we, as well as haste will suffer us,
To this unlook’d for, unprepared pomp. 560

YExemit all but the Bastard.
Bast.. Mad world! mad kings! mad compo-

sition !

John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole,
Hath willingly departed with a part,
And France, whose armour conscience buckled

on,

Whom zeal and charity brought to the field
As God’s own soldier, rounded in the ear
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil,

'T'u*' j?,
e
f’

t ^lat St^ breaks the pate of faith,
1 hat daily break-vow, he that wins of all,

22 2
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Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids,

Who, having no external thing to lose 57 1

But the word ‘ maid/ cheats the poor maid of that,

That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling Commo-

dity)

Commodity, the bias of the world,

The world, who of itself is peised well.

Made to run even upon even ground,

Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias,

This sway of motion, this Commodity,

Makes it take head from all indifferency,

From all direction, purpose, course, intent :
5bo

And this same bias, this Commodity,

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word,

Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle France,

Hath drawn him from his own determined aid,

From a resolved and honourable war,

To a most base and vile-concluded peace.

And why rail I on this Commodity ?

But for because he hath not woo’d me yet

:

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand,

When his fair angels would salute my palm ; 590

But for my hand, as unattempted yet.

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail

And say there is no sin but to be rich

;

And being rich, my virtue then shall be

To say there is no vice but beggary.

Since kings break faith upon commodity,

Gain, be my lord, for I will worship tnee. {Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I. The French King’s pavilion.

Enter Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury.

Const. Gone to be married !
gone to swear a

False blood to false bloodjoin’d !
gone to be friends

!

Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch those pro-

vinces?
. ,

.

It is not so ;
thou hast misspoke, misheard

;

Be well advised, tell o’er thy tale again

.

It cannot be ;
thou dost but say tis so

:

I trust I may not trust thee ;
for thy word

Is but the vain breath of a common man

:

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man

;

I have a king’s oath to the contrary.
_

10

Thou shalt be punish’d for thus frighting me,

For I am sick and capable of fears,

Oppress’d with wrongs and therefore full of fears,

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears,

A woman, naturally born to fears;

And though thou now confess thou didst but jest,

With mv vex’d spirits I cannot take a truce,

But they will quake and tremble all this day.

What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head.

Why dost thou look so sadly on my son . 20

What means that hand upon that breast of thme

.

Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum,

Like a proud river peering o’er his bounds.

Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words.

Then speak again ;
not all thy former tale,

But this oni word, whether thy tale be true.

Sal. As true as I believe you think them false

That give you cause to prove my saying true.

Const. O, if thou teach me to believe this sor-

Teachthou this sorrow how to make me die, 30

And let belief and life encounter so

As doth the fury of two desperate men
Which in the very meeting fall and die.

Lewis marry Blanch ! O boy, then where artthi

France friend with England, what becomes of 1

Feiiow, be gone : I cannot brook thy sight

.

This news hath made thee a most ugly Iaan*

Sal What other harm have I, good lady, dc,

But spoke the harm that is by others done ? _

Const. Which harm within itself so heinou 1

As it makes harmful all that speak of it.

Arth. I do beseech you, madam, be conte

Const. If thou, that bid’sl me be content, vt

grim,
, ,

Ugly and slanderous to thy mother s womb,

Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains,

Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,

Patch’d with foul moles and eye-offending ma
I would not care, I then would be content,

For then I should not love thee, no, nor thou

Become thy great birth nor deserve a crown.

But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy,

Nature and Fortune join’d to make thee great

Of Nature’s gifts thou mayst with lilies boast

And with the half-blown rose. But Fortune,

She is corrupted, changed and won from thee

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John

And with her golden hand hath pluck donrn
To tread down fair respedt of sovereignty.

And made his majesty the bawd to theirs

France is a bawd to Fortune and King John, 1

That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John ! I

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn!]

Envenom him with words, or get thee gone

And leave those woes alone which I alone

Am bound to under-bear.

Sal. Pardon me, madam,

I may not go without you to the kings. W
Const. Thou mayst, thou shalt; I will no

with thee

:

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud

;

For grief is proud and makes his owner stoop

To me and to the state of my great grief

Let kings assemble ;
for my grief s so great

That no supporter but the huge firm earth

Can hold it up ; here I and sorrows sit;

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it.

{Seats herselfon thegro

EnterKingJohn, King Philip, Lewis,Bla

Elinor, the Bastard, Austria, and Att

ants.

K. Phi. ’Tis true, fair daughter; and

blessed day
, . . .

Ever in Franee shall be kept festival

:

To solemnize this day the glorious sun
#

Stays in his course and plays the alchemist, I

Turning with splendour of his precious eye '

The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold . ,]

The yearly course that brings this day aboul

Shall never see it but a holiday.

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy da/

What hath this day deserved? what hath it
<j

That it in golden letters should be set

Among the high tides in the calendar.

Nay, rather turn this day out of the week.

This day of shame, oppression, PerJury-

Or if it must stand still, let wives with chile
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ray that their burthens may not fall this day, 90
est that their hopes prodigiously be cross’d :

ut on this day let seamen fear no wreck ;

0 bargains break that are not this day made

:

his day, all things begun come to ill end,
sa, faith itself to hollow falsehood change !

K. Phi. By heaven, lady, you shall have no
cause

3 curse the fair proceedings of this day

:

ave I not pawn’d to you my majesty?
Const. You have beguiled me with a counter-

feit

ssembling majesty, which, being touch’d and
tried, IOO

•oves valueless: you are forsworn, forsworn;
)u came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood,
it now in arms you strengthen it with yours

:

le grappling vigour and rough frown of war
cold in amity and painted peace,
id our oppression hath made up this league.
•m, arm, you heavens, against these perjured

kings

!

widow cries ; be husband to me, heavens

!

•t not the hours of this ungodly day
ear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset, no
t armed discord ’twixt these perjured kings !

iar me, O, hear me !

Aust. Lady Constance, peace !

Const. War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me
a war.

Lymoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame
at bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, thou

coward!
ou little valiant, great in villany

!

ou ever strong upon the stronger side

!

ou Fortune’s champion that dost never fight
t when her humorous ladyship is by
teach thee safety ! thou art perjured too, 120
d soothest up greatness. What a fool art thou,
amping fool, to brag and stamp and swear
•on my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave,
:st thou not spoke like thunder on my side,
en sworn my soldier, bidding me depend
on thy stars, thy fortune and thy strength,
d dost thou now fall over to my foes ?

ou wear a lion’s hide ! doff it for shame,
d hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant limbs.
lust. O, that a man should speak those words

^
to me

! jgo
*ast. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant

limbs.

Uist. Thou darest not say so, villain, for thy
life.

>ast. And hang a calf’s-skin on those recreant

^
limbs.

A John. We like not this; thou dost forget
thyself.

Enter Pandulph.

l * Phi. Here comes the holy legate of the
pope.

&nd. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven !

thee, King John, my holy errand is.

andulph, of fair Milan cardinal,
1 from Pope Innocent the legate here,
m his name religiously demand 140
y thou against the church, our holy mother,
wilfully dost spurn ; and force perforce

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop
Of Canterbury, from that holy see?
This, in our foresaid holy father’s name,
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee.
K. John. What earthy name to interrogatories

Can task the free breath of a sacred king?
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name
So slight, unworthy and ridiculous, 150

jTo charge me to an answer, as the pope.
Tell him this tale

; and from the mouth ofEngland
jAdd thus much more, that no Italian priest

Shall tithe or toll in our dominions

;

But as we, under heaven, are supreme head.
So under Him that great supremacy,
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold,
Without the assistance of a mortal hand

:

So tell the pope, all reverence set apart
To him and his usurp’d authority. x6o !

K. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme
in this.

K. John. Though you and all the kings of
Christendom

Are led so grossly by this meddling priest.
Dreading the curse that money may buy out

;

And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust.
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man,
Who in that sale sells pardon from himself,
1 hough you and all the rest so grossly led
This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish,
Yet I alone, alone do me oppose 170
Against the pope and count his friends my foes.Pand. Then, by the lawful power that I have.
Thou shalt stand cursed and excommunicate

;

And blessed shall he be that doth revolt
From his allegiance to an heretic

;

And meritorious shall that hand be call’d,
Canonized and worshipp’d as a saint,
That takes away by any secret course
Thy hateful life.

Const. O, lawful let it be
That I have room with Rome to curse awhile ! 180
Good father cardinal, cry thou amen
To my keen curses ; for without my wrong *

There is no tongue hath power to curse him right.
Pand. There’s law and warrant, lady, for

'

my curse.

Const. And for mine too: when law can do
no right,

Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong

:

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here,
For he that holds his kingdom holds the law ; *

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong,
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse ? 190

jPand. Philip of France, on peril of a curse,
|

Let go die hand of that arch-heretic

;

And raise the power of France upon his head,
Unless he do submit himself to Rome.
Eli. Look’st thou pale, France? do not let go

thy hand.
Const. Look to that, devil ; lest that France

1

repent,
And by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul.
Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. !

Bast. And hang a calf’s-skin on his recreant I

limbs.
Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these !

wrongs, 200
j

Because

—

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them.
j
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K. John. Philip, what say’st thou to the

cardinal ?

Const. What should he say, but as the Car-

Lew. Bethink you, father ;
for the difference

Is purchase of a heavy curse from Rome,

Or the light loss of England for a friend :

Forego the easier.

Blanch. That’s the curse of Rome.

Const. O Lewis, stand fast ! the devil tempts

thee here
.

In likeness of a new untrimmed bride.

Blanch. The Lady Constance speaks not from

her faith, 210

But from her need.

Const. O, if thou grant my need,

Which only lives but by the death of faith,

That need must needs infer this principle,

That faith would live again by death of need.

O then, tread down my need, and faith

mounts up

;

Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down

!

K. John. The king is moved, and answers

not to this.

Const. O, be removed from him, and answer

well

!

Aust. Do so, King Philip; hang no more

in doubt.

Bast. Hang nothing but a calf’s-skin, most

sweet lout. 220

K. Phi. I am perplex’d, and know not what

t0 say-
, ,

Band. What canst thou say but will perplex

thee more,
If thou stand excommunicate and cursed?

K. Phi. Good reverend father, make my per-

Therefore to arms ! be champion of our churcl

Or let the church, our mother, breathe her cur

A mother’s curse, on her revolting son.

France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongi

A chafed lion by the mortal paw,
^ ^ ,

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth,

Than keep in peace that hand which thou d

hold.
, ,

'

K. Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but

my faith.

Panel. So makest thou faith an enemy to fait

And like a civil war set’st oath to oath,

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy v<

First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform

That is, to be the champion of our church !

What since thou sworest is sworn against thys

And may not be performed by thyself,
_

For that which thou hast sworn to do amiss

Is not amiss when it is truly done,

And being not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is then most done not doing it:

The better a<5t of purposes mistook

Is to mistake again ;
though indirect.

Yet indirection thereby grows diredt,

And falsehood falsehood cures, as fire cools fir.

Within the scorched veins of one new-burn’d.

It is religion that doth make vows kept;

But thou hast sworn against religion,

By what thou swear st against the thing tl

son yours,

And tell me how you would bestow yourself.

This royal hand and mine are newly knit,

And the conjunction of our inward souls

Married in league, coupled and link’d together

With all religious strength of sacred vows

;

The latest breath that gave the sound of words 230

Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love

Between our kingdoms and our royal selves,

And even before this truce, but new before,

No longer than we well could wash our hands

To clap this royal bargain up of peace,

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d and over-

stain’d

With slaughter’s pencil, where revenge did paint

The fearful difference of incensed kings

:

And shall these hands, so lately purged of blood.

So newly join’d in love, so strong in both, 240

Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet?

Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with

heaven,
Make such unconstant children of ourselves,

As now again to snatch our palm from palm,

Unswear faith sworn, and on the marriage-bed

Of smiling peace to march a bloody host,

And make a riot on the gentle brow
Of true sincerity? O, holy sir,

My reverend father, let it not be so !

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose

Some gentle order ;
and then we shall be blest

To do your pleasure and continue friends.

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless,

Save what is opposite to England’s love.

250

swear st,

And makest an oath the surety for thy truth

Against an oath : f the truth thou art unsure

To swear, swears only not to be forsworn

;

Else what a mockery should it be to swear ! K

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn

;

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swe

Therefore thy later vows against thy first

Is in thyselfrebellion to thyself;

And better conquest never canst thou make

Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts

Against these giddy loose suggestions
: .

"

Upon which better part our prayers come in,

If thou vouchsafe them. But if not, then kne

The peril of our curses light on thee

So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off,

But in despair die under their black weight.

A-ust. Rebellion, flat rebellion

!

Bast. Will ’t not 1

Will not a calf’s-skin stop that mouth of thine

Lew. Father, to arms !

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ?

Against the blood that thou hast married?

What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter d m
Shall braying trumpets and loud churlish dru

Clamours of hell, be measures to our pomp ?

O husband, hear me ! ay, alack, how new

Is husband in my mouth ! even for that name

.Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronoui

Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms -

Against mine uncle.

Const. O, upon my knee,

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee,

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom

Forethought by heaven !

’ '

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love : what

tive may
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife >

Const. That which upholdeth him that 1

upholds,
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,
honour : 0 ,

thine honour, Lewis, thine honour

!

.ew. I muse your majesty doth seem so cold,

en such profound respedls do pull you on.
’and

.

I will denounce a curse upon his head,
r. Phi. Thou shalt not need. England, I

will fall from thee. 320
'

oust. O fair return of banish’d majesty !

'li. O foul revolt of French inconstancy

!

John. France, thou shalt rue this hour
within this hour.

'ast. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sex-
ton Time,

: as he will? well then, France shall rue.
lanch . The sun’s o’ercast with blood: fair
day, adieu

!

ich is the side that I must go withal?
ti with both : each army hath a hand

;

. in their rage, I having hold of both,

y whirl asunder and dismember me. 330
-bar. d, I cannot pray that thou mayst win

;

:le, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose
;

ler, I may not wish the fortune thine
;

ndam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive

:

>ever wins, on that side shall I lose

;

ired loss before the match be play’d.
?w. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies.

lanch. There where my fortune lives, there
my life dies.

. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance to-
gether. [Exit Bastard.

ice, I am burn’d up with inflaming wrath
; 340

ge whose heat hath this condition,
: nothing can allay, nothing but blood,
blood, and dearest-valued blood, of France.
Phi. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and

thou shalt turn
shes, ere our blood shall quench that fire :

: to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.
John. No more than he that threats. To

inns let’s hie
! [Exeunt.

;ne II. The same. Plains near Angiers.

rums, excursions. Enter the Bastard,
with Austria’s head,

st. Now, by my life, this day grows won-
drous hot ;

; airy devil hovers in the sky
ooursdown mischief. Austria’s head lie there,
e Philip breathes. .

ter King John, Arthur, and Hubert.
John. Hubert, keep this boy. Philip, make
up:
lother is assailed in our tent,
ta’en, I fear.
rf <

My lord, I rescued her

;

ughness is in safety, fear you not :

n, my liege ; for very little pains
oring this labour to an happy end. [Exeunt.

Scene III. The same.

urns, excursions
, retreat. Enter King

in, Elinor, Arthur, the Bastard, Hu-
'.t

,
and Lords.

John. [To Elinor] So shall it be
; your

?race shall stay behind

So strongly guarded. [To Arthur] Cousin, look
not sad

:

Thy grandam loves thee
; and thy uncle will

As dear be to thee as thy father was.
Arth. O, this will make my mother die with

grief

!

K. John. [To the Bastard] Cousin, away for
England ! haste before :

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags
Of hoarding abbots

; imprisoned angels
Set at liberty : the fat ribs of peace
Must by the hungry now be fed upon : 10
Use our commission in his utmost force.
Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive

me back,
When gold and silver becks me to come on.
I leave your highness. Grandam, I will pray,
If ever I remember to be holy,
For your fair safety

; so, I kiss your hand.
Eli. Farewell, gentle cousin.
K. John.

'

Coz, farewell. [Exit Bastard.E li. Come hither, little kinsman
; hark, a word.

K. John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle
Hubert,

We owe thee much ! within this wall of flesh 20
There js a soul counts thee her creditor
And with advantage means to pay thy love

:

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished.
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say,
But I will fit it with some better time.
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed
To say what good respedl I have of thee.
Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty.
K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to

say so yet, 3Q
But thou shalt have

;
and creep time ne’er so slow,

Yet it shall come for me to do thee good.
I had a thing to say, but let it go

:

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day.
Attended with the pleasures of the world,
Is all too wanton and too full of gawds
To give me audience : if the midnight bell
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth,
t Sound on into the drowsy race of night

;

If this same were a churchyard where we stand,
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs, 41
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy,
Had baked thy blood and made it heavy-thick,
Which else runs tickling up and down the veins,
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment,
A passion hateful to my purposes,
Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes,
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply
Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 50

''

Without eyes, ears and harmful sound ofwords

;

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts

:

But, qh, I will not
!
yet I love thee well

;

And, by my troth, I think thou lovest me well.
Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake,

Though that my death were adjundl to my adl
By heaven, I would do it.

K. John. Do not I know thou wouldst?
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye
On yon young boy: I’ll tell thee what, my

.

friend,
. 60

He is a very serpent in my way;
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And wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread,

He lies before me : dost thou understand me ?
•

Thou art his keeper.

Hub. And I ’ll keep him so,

That he shall not offend your majesty.

K. John . Death.

Hub. My lord?

K. John. A grave.

Hub. He shall not live.

K. John .
Enough.

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee

;

Well, I ’ll not say what I intend for thee :

Remember. Madam, fare you well

:

I’ll send those powers o’er to your majesty. 70
Eli. My blessing go with thee !

K. John. For England, cousin, go:

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you
With all true duty. On toward Calais, ho !

* [Exeunt.

Scene IV. The same. The French Ring’s
tent.

Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulph, and
Attendants.

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood,

A whole armado of Convidted sail

Is scatter’d and disjoin’d from fellowship.

Pand. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go
well.

K. Phi. What can go well, when we have

run so ill ?

Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers lost?

Arthur ta’en prisoner? divers dear friends slain?

And bloody England into England gone,

O’erbearing interruption, spite of France?

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he for-

tified :
>

10

So hot a speed with such advice disposed,

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause,

Doth want example : who hath read or heard

Of any kindred adtion like to this?

K. Phi. Well could I bear that England had
this praise,

So we could find some pattern of our shame.

Enter Constance.

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul

;

Holding the eternal spirit, against her will,

In the vile prison of afflidfed breath.

I prithee, lady, go away with me. 20

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your

peace.

K. Phi. Patience, good lady ! comfort, gentle

Constance !

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress,

But that which ends all counsel, true redress,

Death, death ; 0 amiable lovely death !

Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness !

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night.

Thou hate and terror to prosperity,

And I will kiss thy detestable bones

And put my eyeballs in thy vaulty brows 30

And ring these fingers with thy household worms
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust

And be a carrion monster like thyself

:

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou smilest

And buss thee as thy wife. Misery’s love,

O, come to me

!

K. Phi. O fair affiidtion, peace !

Const. No, no, I will not, having breat

Cry

:

O, that my tongue were in the thunder’s mo
Then with a passion would I shake the work
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy
Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice,

Which scorns a modern invocation.

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and
sorrow.

Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so

;

I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine ;

My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey’s wif-

Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : i

I am not mad : I would to heaven I were !

For then, ’tis like I should forget myself

:

O, if I could, what grief should I forget

!

Preach some philosophy to make me mad,
And thou shalt be canonized, cardinal

;

For being not mad but sensible of grief,

My reasonable part produces reason

How I may be deliver’d of these woes,

And teaches me to kill or hang myself

:

If I were mad, I should forget my son,

Or madly think a babe of clouts were he

:

I am not mad ;
too well, too well I feel

The different plague of each calamity.

K. Phi. Bind up those tresses. O, what
I note

In the fair multitude of those her hairs

!

Where but by chance a silver drop hath falk

Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends

Do glue themselves in sociable grief,

Like true, inseparable, faithful loves,

Sticking together in calamity.

Const. To England, if you will.

K. Phi. Bind up your 1

Const. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore \

doit?
I tore them from their bonds and cried alou<

‘ 0 that these hands could so redeem my son

As they have given these hairs their liberty

But now I envy at their liberty,

And will again commit them to their bonds,

Because my poor child is a prisoner.

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say

That
.
we shall see and know our frienc

heaven

:

If that be true, I shall see my boy again ;

For since the birth of Cain, the first male ch

To him that did but yesterday suspire,

There was not such a gracious creature borr

But now will canker-sorrow eat my bud
And chase the native beauty from his cheek

And he will look as hollow as a ghost,

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit,

And so he’ll die ;
and, rising so again,

When I shall meet him in the court of heave

I shall not know him : therefore never, neve

Must I behold my pretty Arthur more.

Pand. You hold too heinous a respe*

grief.

Const. He talks to me that never had a :

K. Phi. You are as fond of grief as of

child.

Const. Grief fills the room up of my a 1

child,

Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words,



smembers me of all his gracious parts,

uffs out his vacant garments with his form ;

len, have I reason to be fond of grief?

ire you well : had you such a loss as I,

;ould give better comfort than you do. ioo

vvill not keep this form upon my head,

hen there is such disorder in my wit.

Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son !

y life, my joy, my food, my all the world!

y widow-comfort, and my sorrows’ cure !

{Exit.

K. Phi. I fear some outrage, and I ’ll follow

her. {Exit.

Lew. There’s nothing in this world can make
me joy:

fe is as tedious as a twice-told tale

:xing the dull ear of a drowsy man

;

id bitter shame hath spoil’d the sweet world’s

taste,
.

no
lat .t yields nought but shame and bitterness.

Panel. Before the curing of a strong disease,

?en in the instant of repair and health,

le fit is strongest; evils that take leave,

1 their departure most of all show evil

:

hat have you lost by losing of this day?
Lew. All days of glory, joy and happiness.

Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had.

o, no; when Fortune means to men most good,

e looks upon them with a threatening eye. 120

is strange to think how much King John hath
lost

this which he accounts so clearly won

:

e not you grieved that Arthur is his prisoner ?

Lew. As heartily as he is glad he hath him.
Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your

blood.

iw hear me speak with a prophetic spirit

;

>r even the breath of what I mean to speak
all blow each dust, each straw, each little rub,

it of the path which shall diredUy lead
ly foot to England's throne ; and therefore mark.

!
hn hath seized Arthur ; and it cannot be 131
tat, whiles warm life plays in that infant’s

veins,

ue misplaced John should entertain an hour,
le minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest,

sceptre snatch’d with an unruly hand
ast be as boisterously maintain’d as gain'd

;

id he that stands upon a slippery place
ikes nice of no vile hold to stay him up

:

at John may stand, then Arthurneeds must fall;

be it, for it cannot be but so. 140
Lew. But what shall I gain by young Ar-

thur’s fall?

Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your
wife,

ly then make all the claim that Arthuf did.

Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did.
vand. How green you are and fresh in this

old world

!

bn lays you plots
; the times conspire with you

;

r he that steeps his safety in true blood
all find but bloody safety and untrue,
is adf so evilly born shall cool the hearts
all his people and freeze up their zeal, 150
at none so small advantage shall step forth
check his reign, but they will cherish it

;

> natural exhalation in the sky,
> scone of nature, no distemper’d day,

No common wind, no customed event,
But they will pluck away his natural cause
And call them meteors, prodigies and signs,

Abortives, presages and tongues of heaven.
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John.
Lew. May be he will not touch young Ar-

thur’s life, 160
But hold himself safe in his prisonment.
Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your

approach,
If that young Arthur be not gone already,
Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts
Of all his people shall revolt from him
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change
And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath
Out of the bloody fingers’ ends of John.
Methinks I see this hurly all on foot

:

And, O, what better matter breeds for you 170
Than I have named ! The bastard Faulconbridge
Is now in England, ransacking the church.
Offending charity : if but a dozen French
Were there in arms, they would be as a call

To train ten thousand English to their side,

Or as a little snow, tumbled about,
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin,
Go with me to the king : ’tis wonderful
What may be wrought out of their discontent,
Now that their souls are topful of offence. 180
For England go : I will whet on the king.
Lew. Strong reasons make strong adtions:

let us go

:

If you say ay, the king will not say no. {Exezmt.

ACT IV.

Scene I. A room in a castle.

Enter Hubert and Executioners.

Huh. Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou
stand

Within the arras : when I strike my foot

Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth,

?And bind the boy which you shall find with me
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch.
First Exec. I hope your warrant will bear

out the deed.
Htib. Uncleanly scruples ! fear not you : look

to’t. {Exeunt Executioners.
Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you.

Enter Arthur.
A rth. Good morrow, Hubert.
Hub. Good morrow, little prince.

Arth. As little prince, having so great a title

To be more prince, as may be. You are sad. n
Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier.

Arth. Mercy on me !

Methinks no body should be sad but I

:

Yet, I remember, when I was in France,
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night.
Only for wantonness. By my Christendom,
So I were out of prison and kept sheep,
I should be as merry as the day is long ;

And so I would be here, but that I doubt
My uncle practises more harm to me : 20
He is afraid of me and I of him :

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey’s son?
No, indeed, is’t not; and I would to heaven
I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert.
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Hub. [Aside] If I talk to him, with his innoc-

ent prate
He will awake my mercy which lies dead:
Therefore I will be sudden and dispatch.

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert? you look pale

to-day

:

In sooth, I would you were a little sick,

That I might sit all night and watch with you : 30
I warrant I love you more than you do me.
Hub. [Aside] His words do take possession

of my bosom.
Read here, young Arthur. [Showing a paper.

[Aside] How now, foolish rheum!
Turning dispiteous torture out of door !

I must be brief, lest resolution drop
Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears.

Can you not read it? is it not fair writ?

Arth

.

Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effedt

:

Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes?

Htib. Young boy, I must.

A rth. And will you ?
.

Hub. And I will. 40
A rth. Have you the heart ? When your head

did but ache,

I knit my handkercher about your brows,
The best I had, a princess wrought it me,
And I did never ask it you again ;

And with my hand at midnight held your head,
And like the watchful minutes to the hour,

Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy time,

Saying, ‘What lack you ?
5 and ‘ Where lies your

grief?’

Or ‘What good love may I perform for you ?’

Many a poor man’s son would have lien still 50
And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you

;

But you at your sick service had a prince.

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love

And call it cunning : do, an if you will

:

If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill,

Why then you must. Will you put out mine eyes ?

These eyes that never did nor never shall

So much as frown on you.
Hub. I have sworn to do it

;

And with hot irons must I burn them out.

Arth. Ah, none but in this iron age would
do it ! 60

The iron of itself, though heat red-hot,

Approaching near these eyes, would drink my
tears

And quench his fiery indignation

Even in the matter of mine innocence ;

Nay, after that, consume away in rust,

But for containing fire to harm mine eye.

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer’d iron ?

An if an angel should have come to me
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes,

I would not have believed him,—no tongue but
Hubert’s. 70

Hub . Come forth. [Stamps.

Re-enter Executioners, with a cord
,
irons

, &*c.

Do as I bid you do.

Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes

are out
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men.
Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and

#
bind him

here.

Arth. Alas, what* need you be so boisterous-

rough?

[Act

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still.

For heaven sake, Hubert, let me not be boun'

Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive these men away
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb

;

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,
Nor look upon the iron angerly

:

Thrust but these men away, and I ’ll forgive y;

Whatever torment you do put me to.

Hub. Go, stand within ; let me alone withh ;

First Exec. I am best pleased to be from sii

a deed. [Exeunt Execution

A

A rth. Alas, I then have chid away my frier

He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart

:

Let him come back, that his compassion may
j

Give life to yours.
Htib. Come, boy, prepare yourself.

Arth. Is there no remedy ?

Hub. None, but to lose your eyi

A rth. O heaven, that there were but a mj
in yours,

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair,

Any annoyance in that precious sense !

Then feelingwhat small things are boisterous thete

Your vile intent must needs seem horrible.

Hub. Is this your promise? go to, hold yd
tongue.

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace!
tongues

Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes
: |

Let me not hold my tongue, let me not, Hubei
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue, J
So I may keep mine eyes : O, spare mine eyeif

Though to no use but still to look on you

!

Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold
And would not harm me.
Hub.

'
I can heat it, boy.

A rth. No, in good sooth ; the fire is dead wj
grief,

Being create for comfort, to be used
In undeserved extremes: see else yourself ;

•!

There is no malice in this burning coal

;

The breath of heaven has blown his spirit out 1

And strew’d repentant ashes on his head.
Hub. But with my breath I can revive it, be

A rth. An if you do, you will but make it bln

And glow with shame of your proceedings, 11
bert

:

Nay, it perchance will sparkle in your eyes; 1

And like a dog that is compell’d to fight,

Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on. I

All things that you should use to do me wrong
j?

Deny their office : only you do lack
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends, J
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses/

Hub. Well, see to live; I will not touch thi

eye
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes:
Yet am I sworn and I did purpose, boy,
With this same very iron to burn them out.

|A rth. O, now you look like Hubert ! all tl

while
You were disguised.

Hub. Peace ; no more. Adieu.
Your uncle must not know but you are dead

; J

I’ll fill these dogged spies with false reports
: J

And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure, 1

That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,

Will not offend thee.

Arth. O heaven! I thank you, Hubei*
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Tub. Silence ; no more
:
go closely in with me

:

ch danger do I undergo for thee. [Exeunt .

Scene II. King John’s palace.

iter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury,
and other Lords.

' John. Here once again we sit, once again
crown’d,

1 looked upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes.

'em. This ‘ once again,’ but that, your high-
ness pleased,

5 once superfluous : you were crown’d before,

[ that high royalty was ne’er pluck’d off,

: faiths of men ne’er stained with revolt

;

,h expectation troubled not the land
h any long’d-for change or better state.

%l. Therefore, to be possess’d with double
pomp,

juard a title that was rich before, io
pld refined gold, to paint the lily,

hrow a perfume on the violet,

smooth the ice, or add another hue
0 the rainbow, or with taper-light

seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish,
asteful and ridiculous excess.

mi. But that your royal pleasure must be
done,

; adt is as an ancient tale new told,

in the last repeating troublesome,
ig urged at a time unseasonable. 20
il. In this the antique and well noted face
lain old form is much disfigured

;

,
like a shifted wind unto a sail,

akes the course of thoughts to fetch about,
ties and frights consideration,
es sound opinion sick and truth suspeCled,
putting on so new a fashion’d robe.
’m . When workmen strive to do better
than well,

Y do confound their skill in covetousness

;

oftentimes excusing of a fault 30
1 make the fault the worse by the excuse,
atches set upon a little breach
redit more in hiding of the fault

1 did the fault before it was so patch’d.
:l. To this effeCt, before you were new
crown’d,
breathed our counsel: but it pleased your
highness
verbear it, and we are all well pleased,
i all and every part of what we would
1 make a stand at what your highness will.

John. Some reasons of this double coro-
nation 40
'e possess’d you with and think them strong

;

more, more strong, then lesser is my fear,
.11 indue you with : meantime but ask
t you would have reform’d that is not well,
well shall you perceive how willingly
1 both hear and grant you your requests.
m.. Then I, as one that am the tongue
of these
mnd the purposes of all their hearts,
for myself and them, but, chief of all,

safety, for the which myself and them 50
; their best studies, heartily request
enfranchisement of Arthur

; whose restraint
move the murmuring lips of discontent

To break into this dangerous argument,

—

If what in rest you have in right you hold,

Why then your fears, which, as they say, attend
The steps of wrong, should move you to mew up
Your tender kinsman and to choke his days
With barbarous ignorance and deny his youth
The rich advantage of good exercise? 60
That the time’s enemies may not have this

To grace occasions, let it be our suit

That you have bid us ask his liberty

;

Which for our goods we do no further ask
Than whereupon our weal, on you depending,
Counts it your weal he have his liberty.

Enter Hubert.

K. John. Let it be so : I do commit his youth
To your direction. Hubert, what news with you?

[ Taking him apart.
Pem. This is the man should do the bloody

deed ;

He show’d his warrant to a friend of mine
: 70

The image of a wicked heinous fault

Lives in his eye ; that close aspeCl of his

Does show the mood of a much troubled breast

;

And I do fearfully believe ’tis done,
What we so fear’d he had a charge to do.

Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go
Between his purpose and his conscience,
Like heralds ’twixt two dreadful battles set:
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break.
Pem. And when it breaks, I fear will issue

thence 80
The foul corruption of a sweet child’s death.
K. John. We cannot hold mortality’s strong

hand

:

Good lords, although my will to give is living,

The suit which you demand is gone and dead:
He tells us Arthur is deceased to-night.

Sal. Indeed we fear’d his sickness was past
cure.

Pem. Indeed we heard how near his death
he was

Before the child himself felt he was sick

:

This must be answer’d either here or hence.
K. John. Why do you bend sqch solemn

brows on me? go
Think you I bear the shears of destiny?
Have I commandment on the pulse of life?

Sal. It is apparent foul play ; and ’tis shame
That greatness should so grossly offer it

:

So thrive it in your game ! and so, farewell.

Pem. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury; I’ll go with
thee,

And find the inheritance of this poor child.

His little kingdom of a forced grave.
That blood which owed the breadth of all

this isle,

Three foot of it doth hold : bad world the
while ! 100

This must not be thus borne : this will break out
To all our sorrows, and ere long I doubt.

[.Exeunt Lords.
K. John. They burn in indignation. I repent

:

There is no sure foundation set on blood,
No certain life achieved by others’ death.

Enter a Messenger.

A fearful eye thou hast : where is that blood
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ?
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So foul a sky clears not without a storm

:

Pour down thy weather : how goes all in France?
Mess. From France to England. Never such

a power
.

no
For any foreign preparation

Was levied in the body of a land.

The copy of your speed is learn’d by them

;

For when you should be told they do prepare,

The tidings comes that they are all arrived.

K. John. O, where hath our intelligence been
drunk?

Where hath it slept? Where is my mother’s care,

That such an army could be drawn in France,
And she not hear of it?

Mess. My liege, her ear

Is stopp’d with dust; the first of April died 120

Your noble mother: and, as I hear, my lord,

The Lady Constance in a frenzy died
Three days before : but this from rumour’s tongue
I idly heard ;

if true or false I know not.

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occa-

sion !

O, make a league with me, till I have pleased

My discontented peers ! What ! mother dead !

How wildly then walks my estate in France !

Underwhose condudlcame those powers of Franee
That thou for truth givest out are landed here ?

Mess. Under the Dauphin.
K. John. Thou hast made me giddy 131

With these ill tidings.

E?iter the Bastard and Peter ofPomfret.

Now, what says the world

To your proceedings? do not seek to stuff

My head with more ill news, for it is full.

Bast. But if you be afeard to hear the worst,

Then let the worst unheard fall on your head.

K. John. Bear with me, cousin; for I was
amazed

Under the tide : but now I breathe again

Aloft the flood, and can give audience

To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 140

Bast. How I have sped among the clergy-

men,
The sums I have collected shall express.

But as I travell’d hither through the land,

I find the people strangely fantasied ;

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams,

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear

:

And here’s a prophet, that I brought with me
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found

With many hundreds treading on his heels

;

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes,

That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 151

Your highness should deliver up your crown.

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst

thou so?

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall

out so.

K. John. Hubert, away with him; imprison

him;
And on that day at noon, whereon he says

I shall yield up my crown, let him be bang'd.

Deliver him to safety ;
and return,

For I must use thee. [Exit Hubert with Peter.

O my gentle cousin,

Hear’st thou the news abroad, who are arrived ?

Bast. The French, my lord; men’s mouths
are full of it:

Besides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbi

With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire,

And others more, going to seek the grave
Of Arthur, whom they say is kill’d to-night

On your suggestion.

K. John. Gentle kinsman, go,

And thrust thyself into their companies

:

I have a way to win their loves again

;

Bring them before me.
Bast. I will seek them out.

K. John. Nay, but make haste; the t

foot before.

O, let me have no subject enemies,
When adverse foreigners affright my towns
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion

!

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels,

And fly like thought from them to me again

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teac

speed. [J

K. John . Spoke like a sprightful noble ge

man.
Go after him ; for he perhaps shall need
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers

;

And be thou he.

Mess. With all my heart, my liege.

U
K. John. My mother dead

!

Re-enter Hubert.

Hub. My lord, they say five moons were
to-night

;

Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about
The other four in wondrous motion.
K. John. Five moons

!

Hub. Old men and beldams in the st

Do prophesy upon it dangerously

:

Young Arthur’s death is common in their moi
And when they talk of him, they shake their fc

And whisper one another in the ear

;

And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer’s v

Whilst he that hears makes fearful adtion,

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling <

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus,

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool,

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news
Who, with his shears and measure in his har

Standing on slippers, which his nimble haste

Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet,

Told of a many thousand warlike French
That were embattailed and rank’d in Kent:
Another lean unwash’d artificer

Cuts off his tale and talks of Arthur’s death.

K. John. Why seek’st thou to possess me
these fears?

Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s dead
Thy hand hath murder’d him : I had a mi,

cause
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to

him.
Hub. No had, my lord ! why, did you

provoke me ?

K. John. It is the curse of kings to be atteii

By slaves that take their humours for a warm
To break within the bloody house of life,

And on the winking of authority

To understand a law, to know the meaning
j

Of dangerous majesty, when perchance it frei

More upon humour than advised respedb



KING JOHN.ME II.]

ub. Here is your hand and seal for what I

did.

; John. 0 ,
when the last account twixt

heaven and earth

5 be made, then shall this hand and seal

ness against us to damnation 1.

v oft the sight of means to do ill deeds

ce deeds ill done ! Hadst not thou been by,

How by the hand of nature mark’d, 221

,ted and sign’d to do a deed of shame,

5 murder had not come into my mind:
taking note of thy abhorr’d aspect,

ding thee fit for bloody villany,

,
liable to be employ’d in danger,

;ntly broke with thee of Arthur’s death

;

1 thou, to be endeared to a king,

le it no conscience to destroy a prince.
r

ub. My lord,— 230

John. Hadst thou but shook thy head or

made a pause
zn I spake darkly what I purposed,

:urn’d an eye of doubt upon my face,

)id me tell my tale in express words,

p shame had struck me dumb, made me
break off,

1 those thy fears might have wrought fears in

me

:

thou didst understand me by my signs

[ didst in signs again -parley with sin ;

,
without stop, didst let thy heart consent,

l consequently thy rude hand to act 240

deed, which both our tongues held vile to

name.
of my sight, and never see me more !

nobles leave me ; and my state is braved,

n at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers

:

r, in the body of this fleshly land,

> kingdom, this confine of blood and breath,

utility and civil tumult reigns

ween my conscience and my cousin’s death.
r
ub. Arm you against your other enemies,

make a peace between your soul and you. 250
ng Arthur is alive : this hand of mine
et a maiden and an innocent hand,
painted with the crimson spots of blood,

hin this bosom never enter’d yet
dreadful motion of a murderous thought

;

1 you have slander’d nature in my form,

ich, howsoever rude exteriorly,

et the cover of a fairer mind
n to be butcher of an innocent child.
'. John. Doth Arthur live? O, haste thee
to the peers, 260
ow this report on their incensed rage,

1 make them tame to their obedience !

^ive the comment that my passion made
>n thy feature ; for my rage was blind,

l foul imaginary eyes of blood
sented thee more hideous than thou art
inswer not, but to my closet bring
: angry lords with all expedient haste,

njure thee but slowly
;
run more fast.

\Exeunt.

Scene III. Before the castle.

Enter Arthur, on the walls.

rth. The wall is high, and yet will I leap
down:

349

Good ground, be pitiful and hurt me not

!

There’s few or none do know me : if they did,

This ship-boy’s semblance hath disguised me
quite.

I am afraid; and yet I’ll venture it.

If I get down, and do not break my limbs,

I’ll find a thousand shifts to get away:
As good to die and go, as die and stay.

[.Leaps down.
O me ! my uncle’s spirit is in these stones

:

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my
bones !

[Dies. 10

Enter Pembroke, Salisbury, and Bigot.

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at Saint Ed-
mundsbury

:

It is our safety, and we must embrace
This gentle offer of the perilous time.

Pem. Who brought that letter from the card-

inal?

Sal. The Count Melun, a noble lord of Franee

;

Whose private with me of the Dauphin’s love

Is much more general than these lines import.

Big. To-morrow morning let us meet him then.

Sal. Or rather then set forward ;
for ’twill be

Two long days’ journey, lords, or ere we meet. 20

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. Once more to-day well met, distemp-
er’d lords

!

The king by me requests your presence straight.

Sal. The king hath dispossess’d himself of us

:

We will not line his thin bestained cloak

With our pure honours, nor attend the foot

That leaves the print of blood where’er it walks.
Return and tell him so : we know the worst.

Bast. Whate’er you think, good words, I

think, were best.

Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, rea-

son now. 29
Bast. But there is little reason in your grief

;

Therefore ’twere reason you had manners now.
Pem. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege.

Bast. ’Tis true, to hurt his master, no man else.

Sal. This is the prison. What is he lies here ?

[Seeing Arthur.
Pem. O death, made proud with pure and

princely beauty

!

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed.
Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath

done,
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge.
Big. Or, when he doom’d this beauty to a

grave,
Found it too precious-princely for a grave. 40

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? have you
beheld,

Or have you read or heard? or could you think?
Or do you almost think, although you see,

That you do see? could thought, without this

objedt,

Form such another? This is the very top,

The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest,

Of murder’s arms : this is the bloodiest shame,
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke,

That ever wall-eyed wrath or staring rage
Presented to the tears of soft remorse. 50
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Pem. All murders past do stand excused in

this

:

And this, so sole and so unmatchable.
Shall give a holiness, a purity,

To the yet unbegotten sin of times ;

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest,

Exampled by this heinous spectacle.

Bast

.

It is a damned and a bloody work;
The graceless adlion of a heavy hand,
If that it be the work of any hand.

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ! 60
We had a kind of light what would ensue

:

It is the shameful work of Hubert’s hand ;

The pradlice and the purpose of the king

:

From whose obedience I forbid my soul,

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life,

And breathing to his breathless excellence
The incense of a vow, a holy vow,
Never to taste the pleasures of the world,
Never to be infedted with delight,

Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 70
Till I have set a glory to this hand,
By giving it the worship of revenge.
Pem. } Our souls religiously confirm thy
Big. J words.

Ejiter Hubert.

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking
you

:

Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you.
Sal. O, he is bold and blushes not at death.

Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone !

Hub. I am no villain.

Sal. Must I rob the law?
[.Drawing his sword.

Bast. Your sword is bright, sir
;
put it up

again.
_ .

79
Sal. Not till I sheathe it in a murderer’s skin.

Hub

.

Stand back, Lord Salisbury, stand back,
I say

;

By heaven, I think my sword ’s as sharp as yours

:

I would not have you, lord, forget yourself.

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence

;

Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget

Your worth, your greatness and nobility.

Big. Out, dunghill ! darest thou brave a noble-
man?

Hrib. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend
My innocent life against an emperor.

Sal. Thou art a murderer.
Hub. Do not prove me so

; 90
Yet I am none : whose tongue soe’er speaks false,

Not truly speaks; who speaks not truly, lies.

Pem. Cut him to pieces.

Bast. Keep the peace, I say.

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulcon-
bridge.

Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salis-

bury

:

Tf thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot,

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame,
I’ll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime

;

Or I ’ll so maul you and your toasting-iron,

That you shall think the devil is come from
hell. 100

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulcon-
bridge ?

Second a villain and a murderer?

[Act

Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none.
Big. Who kill’d this prir

Hub. ’Tis not an hour since I left him wel|
I honour’d him, I loved him, and will weep !

My date of life out for his sweet life’s loss.

Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of
eyes,

For villany is not without such rheum;
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem
Like rivers of remorse and innocency.
Away with me, all you whose souls abhor
The uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house

; I
For I am stifled with this smell of sin.

Big. Away toward Bury, to the Daupi
there !

Pem. There tell the king he may inqil
us out. [.Exeunt LorI

Bast. Here’s a good world! Knew youn
this fair work?

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death,
Art thou damn’d, Hubert.
Hub. Do but hear me, sir

Bast. Ha! I’ll tell thee what ;
-

:

Thou’rt damn’d as black—nay, nothing is

black

;

Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucif

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell

As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child.

Htib. Upon my soul

—

Bast. If thou didst but consi

To this most cruel a6l, do but despair;

And if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread

That ever spider twisted from her womb
Will serve to strangle thee; a rush will be

beam
To hang thee on ; or wouldst thou drown thyst

Put but a little water in a spoon.
And it shall be as all the ocean,
Enough to stifle such a villain up.

I do suspedt thee very grievously.

Htib. If I in adt, consent, or sin of thought

Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath

Which was embounded in this beauteous clay,

Let hell want pains enough to torture me.
I left him well.

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms.
I am amazed, methinks, and lose my way d
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.

How easy dost thou take all England up !

From forth this morsel of dead royalty,

The life, the right and truth of all this realm
Is fled to heaven

;
and England now is left

To tug and scamble and to part by the teeth
j

The unowed interest of proud-swelling state. I

Now for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : d
Now powers from home and discontents

home
Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits.

As doth a raven on a sick-fall’n beast,

The imminent decay of wrested pomp.
Now happy he whose cloak and cindlure can
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child

And follow me with speed : I’ll to the king:
A thousand businesses are brief in hand,
And heaven itself doth frown upon the land.

[Exew
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ACT V.

Scene I. King John’s palace,

er King John, Pandulph, and Attendants.

. John. Thus have I yielded up into your
hand
circle of my glory. [Giving the crown.
%nd. Take again
n this my hand, as holding of the pope
r sovereign greatness and authority.

.
John. Now keep your holy word: go
meet the French,
from his holiness use all your power
top their marches ’fore we are inflamed,
discontented counties do revolt

;

people quarrel with obedience,
aring allegiance and the love of soul 10
tranger blood, to foreign royalty,

inundation of mistemper’d humour
s by you only to be qualified :

i pause not ; for the present time’s so sick,

t present medicine must be minister’d,

verthrow incurable ensues.

xnd. It was my breath that blew this

tempest up,

n your stubborn usage of the pope

;

since you are a gentle convertite,

tongue shall hush again this storm of war 20
make fair weather in your blustering land,

jhis Ascension-day, remember well,

n your oath of service to the pope,
to make the French lay down their arms.

[Exit.
John. Is this Ascension-day? Did not the
prophet
that before Ascension-day at noon
:rown I should give off ? Even so I have :

! suppose it should be on constraint

;

heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary.

Enter the Bastard.

’.st. All Kent hath yielded; nothing there
hplds out 30
Dover castle : London hath received,

a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers:
nobles will not hear you, but are gone

ffer service to your enemy,
wild amazement hurries up and down
little number of your doubtful friends.

John. Would notmy lords return to me again

,

• they heard young Arthur was alive?

st. They found him dead and cast into the
streets,

mpty casket, where the jewel of life 40
>me damn’d hand was robb’d and ta’en away.
John. That villain Hubert told me he did
live.

st. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew,
•vherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ?

reat in a<5t, as you have been in thought

;

lot the world see fear and sad distrust
rn the motion of a kingly eye

:

irring as the time
; be fire with fire

;

aten the threatener and outface the brow
a§ginS horror : so shall inferior eyes, 50
borrow their behaviours from the great,

r great by your example and put on
dauntless spirit of resolution.

35i

Away, and glister like the god of war,
When he intendeth to become the field

:

Show boldness and aspiring confidence.
What, shall they seek the lion in his den,
And fright him there? and make him tremble

there ?

O, let it not be said : forage, and run
To meet displeasure farther from the doors, 60
And grapple with him ere he comes so nigh.
K. John. The legate of the pope hath been

with me,
And I have made a happy peace with him ;

And he hath promised to dismiss the powers
Led by the Dauphin.
Bast. O inglorious league !

Shall we, upon the footing of our land,
Send fair-play orders and make compromise,
Insinuation, parley and base truce
To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy,
A cocker’d silken wanton, brave our fields, 70
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil,

Mocking the air with colours idly spread,
And find no check? Let us, my liege, to arms

:

Perchance the cardinal cannot make your peace

;

Or if he do, let it at least be said
They saw we had a purpose of defence.
K. John ,. Have thou the ordering of this pre-

sent time.

Bast. Away, then, with good courage ! yet, I

know,
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Exeunt.

Scene II. The Dauphin’s camp at St
Edmundsbury.

Enter
,
in arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun,

Pembroke, Bigot, and Soldiers.

Lew. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out,
And keep it safe for our remembrance :

Return the precedent to these lords again ;

That, having our fair order written down,
Both they and we, perusing o’er these notes,
May know wherefore we took the sacrament
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable.

Sal. Upon our sides it never shall be broken.
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear
A voluntary zeal and an unurged faith 10
To your proceedings

;
yet believe me, prince,

I am not glad that such a sore of time
Should seek a plaster by contemn’d revolt,
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound
By making many. O, it grieves my soul,
That I must draw this metal from my side
To be a widow-maker ! O, and there
Where honourable rescue and defence
Cries out upon the name of Salisbury

!

But such is the infection of the time, 20
That, for the health and physic of our right,
We cannot deal but with the very hand
Of stern injustice and confused wrong.
And is ’t not pity, O my grieved friends,
That we, the sons and children of this isle,

Were born to see so sad an hour as this

;

Wherein we step after a stranger march
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up
Her enemies’ ranks,— I must withdraw and weep

j

Upon the spot of this enforced cause,— 30 1

To grace the gentry of a land remote,
And follow unacquainted colours here?
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What, here? O nation, that thou couldst remove

!

That Neptune’s arms, who clippeth thee about,

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself.

And grapple thee unto a pagan shore ;

Where these two Christian armies might combine
The blood of malice in a vein of league,

And not to spend it so unneighbourly

!

Lew. A noble temper dost thou show in this ;

And great affections wrestling in thy bosom 41

Doth make an earthquake of nobility.

O, what a noble combat hast thou fought
Between compulsion and a brave respedt

!

Let me wipe off this honourable dew,
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks :

My heart hath melted at a lady’s tears,

Being an ordinary inundation

;

But this effusion of such manly drops,

This shower, blown up by tempest of the Soul, 50
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven
Figured quite o’er with burning meteors.

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,

And with a great heart heave away the storm

:

Commend these waters to those baby eyes
That never saw the giant world enraged

;

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts,

Full of warm blood, of mirth, of gossiping.

Come, come ; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as

deep 60
Into the purse of rich prosperity

As Lewis himself : so, nobles, shall you all,

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine.

And even there, methinks, an angel spake

:

Enter Pandulph.

Look, where the holy legate comes apace,

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven,

And on our adtions set the name of right

With holy breath.

Pand. Hail, noble prince of France !

The next is this, King John hath reconciled

Himself to Rome ;
his spirit is come in, 70

That so stood out against the holy church,

The great metropolis and see of Rome

:

Therefore thy threatening colours now wind up

;

And tame the savage spirit of wild war,

That, like a lion foster’d up at hand,

It may lie gently at the foot of peace,

And be no further harmful than in show.

Lew. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not

back:
I am too high-born to be propertied.

To be a secondary at control, 80

Or useful serving-man and instrument,

To any sovereign state throughout the world.

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars
Between this chastised kingdom and myself.

And brought in matter that should feed this fire

;

And now ’tis far too huge to be blown out

With that same weak wind which enkindled it.

You taught me how to know the face of right,

Acquainted me with interest to this land,

Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart; go

And come ye now to tell me John hath made
His peace with Rome ? What is that peace tome ?

I, by the honour of my marriage-bed,
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine

;

And, now it is half-conquer’d, must I back
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome ?

[Ac

Am I Rome’s slave? What penny hath R
borne,

What men provided, what munition sent,

To underprop this adlion? Is’t not I

That undergo this charge? who else but I,

And such as to my claim are liable,

Sweat in this business and maintain this war!
Have I not heard these islanders shout out
‘ Vive le roi !’ as I have bank’d their towns?
Have I not here the best cards for the game,
To win this easy match play’d for a crown ? J
And shall I now give o’er the yielded set?

|
No, no, on my soul, it never shall be said.

Pand. You look but on the outside of this w|i

Lew. Outside or inside, I will not return }e

Till my attempt so much be glorified

As to my ample hope was promised
Before I drew this gallant head of war,
And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world, !i

To outlook conquest and to win renown
Even in the jaws of danger and of death.

[ Trumfiet sou%

What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us? I

Enter the Bastard, attended.

Bast. According to the fair play of the wd,
Let me have audience ;

I am sent to speak : I

My holy lord of Milan, from the king
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him; :i

And, as you answer, I do know the scope I

And warrant limited unto my tongue.

Pand. The Dauphin is too wilful-oppositel

And will not temporize with my entreaties ; I

He flatly says he ’ll not lay down his arms. 1

Bast. By all the blood that ever fury breatl

The youth says well. Now hear our English kg

For thus his royalty doth speak in me.
He is prepared, and reason too he should: I

This apish and unmannerly approach,
This harness’d masque and unadvised revel, 1

This unhair’d sauciness and boyish troops, I

The king doth smile at ;
and is well prepared!

To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms!

From out the circle of his territories.

That hard which had the strength, even at

door,

To cudgel you and make you take the hatch,!

To dive like buckets in concealed wells,

To crouch in litter of your stable planks,

To lie like pawns lock’d up in chests and trmr:

To hug with swine, to seek sweet safety out
|

In vaults and prisons, and to thrill and shake

j

Even at the crying of your nation’s crow,

Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ; I

Shall that vidtorious hand be feebled here, I

That in your chambers gave you chastisemem

No : know the gallant monarch is in arms I

And like an eagle o’er his aery towers,

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest.
|

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts,

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb
j

Of your dear mother England, blush for shan

For your own ladies and pale-visaged maids *

I ,ike Amazons come tripping after drums,

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change,

Their needles to lances, and their gentle hear

To fierce and bloody inclination.

Lew. There end thy brave, and turn thy i
1

in peace

;
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grant thou canst outscold us : fare thee well

;

hold our time too precious to be spent 161

:h such a brabbler.

'>and. Give me leave to speak.

last. No, I will speak.

reW'
We will attend to neither,

ike up the drums ;
and let the tongue of war

ad for our interest and our being here.

last. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will

cry out

;

I so shall you, being beaten : do but start

echo with the clamour of thy drum,

I even at hand a drum is ready braced

it shall reverberate all as loud as thine ; 170

md but another, and another shall

loud as thine rattle the welkin’s ear

1 mock the deep-mouth’d thunder : for at hand,

t trusting to this halting legate here,

om he hath used rather for sport than need,

varlike John; and in his forehead sits

>are-ribb’d death, whose office is this day
feast upon whole thousands of the French.

lew. Strike up our drums, to find this danger
out.

last. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not

doubt. [Exeunt. 180

Scene III. Thefield ofbattle,

larums. Enter King John and Hubert.

:. John. How goes the day with us? O, tell

me, Hubert.
lub. Badly, I fear. How fares your majesty?

f. John. This fever, that hath troubled me
so long,

s heavy on me ; O, my heart is sick

!

Enter a Messenger.

less. My lord, your valiant kinsman, F^ul-

conbridge,
_

fires your majesty to leave the field

1 send him word by me which way you go.

r. John. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the

abbey there.

less. Be of good comfort ; for the great supply
it was expected by the Dauphin here, 10

wreck’d three nights ago on Goodwin Sands,

s news was brought to Richard but even now

;

; French fight coldly, and retire themselves.

John. Ay me ! this tyrant fever burns me
up,

1 will not let me welcome this good news,
on toward Swinstead : to my litter straight

;

akness possesseth me, and I am faint.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. Anotherpart ofthefield.

Inter Salisbury, Pembroke, and Bigot.

al. I did not think the king so stored with
friends.

em. Up once again
;
put spirit in the French

;

ley miscarry, we miscarry too.

al. That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge,
pite of spite, alone upholds the day.
em. They say King John sore sick hath left

the field.

Enter Melun, wounded.

Tel. Lead me to the revolts of England here.

353

Sal. When we were happy we had other names.
Pem. It is the Count Melun.
Sal. Wounded to death.

Mel. Fly, noble English, you are bought and
sold ;

10

Unthread the rude eye of rebellion

And welcome home again discarded faith.

Seek out King John and fall before his feet

;

For if the French be lords of this loud day,
He means to recompense the pains you take

By cutting off your heads : thus hath he sworn
And I with him, and many moe with me,
Upon the altar at Saint Edmundsbury;
Even on that altar where we swore to you
Dear amity and everlasting love. 20

Sal. May this be possible? may this be true?

Mel. Have I not hideous death within my view,
Retaining but a quantity of life,

Which bleeds away, ev*en as a form of wax
Resolveth from his figure ’gainst the fire ?

What in the world should make me now deceive,

Since I must lose the use of all deceit?

Why should I then be false, since it is true

That I must die here and live hence by truth?

I say again, if Lewis do win the day, 30
He is forsworn, if e’er those eyes of yours
Behold another day break in the east:

But even this night, whose black contagious breath
Already smokes about the burning crest

Of the old, feeble and day-wearied sun,

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire,

Paying the fine of rated treachery
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives,

If Lewis by your assistance win the day.
Commend me to one Hubert with your king

: 40
The love of him, and this respedt besides,

For that my grandsire was an Englishman,
Awakes my conscience to confess all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence
From forth the noise and rumour of the field,

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts
In peace, and part this body and my soul

With contemplation and devout desires.

Sal. We do believe thee : and beshrew my soul
But I do love the favour and the form 50
Of this most fair occasion, by the which
We will untread the steps of damned flight,

And like a bated and retired flood,

Leaving our rankness and irregular course,

Stoop low within those bounds we have o’erlook’d

And calmly run on in obedience
Even to our ocean, to our great King John.
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence

;

For I do see the cruel pangs of death
Right in thine eye. Away, my friends ! New

flight
;

60
And happy newness, that intends old right.

[Exeunt, leading offMelun.

Scene V. The French camp.

Enter Lewis and his train.

Lew. The sun of heaven methought was loath

to set,

But stay’d and made the western welkin blush,

When English measure backward their own
ground

In faint retire. O, bravely came we off,

When with a volley of our needless shot,
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After such bloody toil, we bid good night

;

And wound our tattering colours clearly up,

Last in the field, and almost lords of it

!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Where is my prince, the Dauphin ?

Lew. Here: what news?

Mess. The Count Melun is slain ; the English

lords
_

By his persuasion are again fall’n off,

And your supply, which you have wish’d so long,

Are cast away and sunk on Goodwin Sands.

Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news ! beshrew thy

very heart

!

I did not think to be so sad to-night

As this hath made me. Who was he that said

King John did fly an hour or two before

The stumbling night didj>art our weary powers?
Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord.

Lew. Well ;
keep good quarter and good care

to-night :
20

The day shall not be up so soon as I,

To try the fair adventure of to-morrow. [Exeunt.

Scene VI. An open place in the neighbourhood

ofSwinstead Abbey.

Enter the Bastard and Hubert, severally.

Hub. Who’s there? speak, ho ! speak quickly,

or I shoot.

Bast. A friend. What art thou ?

Hub. Of the part of England.

Bast. Whither dost thou go?
H^lb. What’s that to thee? why may not I

demand
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine?
Bast. Hubert, I think?

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought

:

I will upon all hazards well believe

Thou art my friend, that know’st my tongue so

well.

Who art thou?
Bast

.

Who thou wilt: and if thou please,

Thou mayst befriend me so much as to think 10

I come one way of the Plantagenets.

Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou and eyeless

night
Have done me shame : brave soldier, pardon me,
That any accent breaking from thy tongue

Should ’scape the true acquaintance of mine ear.

Bast. Come, come; sans compliment, what
news abroad ?

Hub. Why, here walk I in the black brow
of night,

To find you out.

Bast. Brief, then; and what’s the news?
Hub. O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the

night,

Black, fearful, comfortless and horrible.
.

20

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill

news

:

I am no woman, I ’ll not swoon at it.

Hub. The king, I fear, is poison’d by a monk

:

I left him almost speechless ; and broke out

To acquaint you with this evil, that you might
The better arm you to the sudden time.

Than if you had at leisure known of this.

Bast. How did he take it? who did taste to

him?

Hub. A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villa

Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king

Yet speaks and peradventure may recover.

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his

jesty?

Hub. Why, know you not ? the lords are

come back,
And brought Prince Henry in their company
At whose request the king hath pardon’d ther

And they are all about his majesty.

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mig
heaven,

And tempt us not to bear above our power!
I ’ll tell thee, Hubert, half my power this nigl

Passing these flats, are taken by the tide

;

These Lincoln Washes have devoured them;
Myself, well mounted, hardly have escaped.

Away before : conduct me to the king

;

I doubt he will be dead or ere I come. \Exei*

Scene VII. The orchard in SwinsteadAh

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury, and Bigc

P. Hen. It is too late: the life of all

blood
Is touch’d corruptibly, and his pure brain,

Which some suppose the soul’s frail dwelli

house,
Doth by the idle comments that it makes
Foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.

Pent. His highness yet doth speak, and he

belief

That, being brought into the open air.

It would allay the burning quality

Of that fell poison which assaileth him.

P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orch

here.
Doth he still rage.? [Exit Bi

Pern. He is more patient

Than when you left him; even now he sung.

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness! fierce

tremes
In their continuance will not feel themselves.

Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts,

Leaves them invisible, and his siege is now
Against the mind, the which he pricks

wounds
With many legions of strange fantasies,

Which, in their throng and press to that last he

Confound themselves. ’Tis strange that de.

should sing.

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan,
|Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death,

!

And from the organ-pipe of frailty sings

His soul and body to their lasting rest.

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince ;
for you

born
To set a form upon that indigest

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude.

Enter Attendants, and Bigot, carrying Ku
John in a chair.

K. John. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbci

room

;

It would not out at windows nor at doors.

There is so hot a summer in my bosom.
That all my bowels crumble up to dust

:
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m a scribbled form, drawn with a pen
on a parchment, and against this fire

I shrink up.
°. Hen. How fares your majesty ?

C. John. Poison’d,—ill fare—dead, forsook,

cast off

:

d none of you will bid the winter come
thrust his icy fingers in my maw,
r let my kingdom’s rivers take their course
rough my burn’d bosom, nor entreat the north
make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips 40
d comfort me with cold. I do not ask you
much,

2g cold comfort
; and you are so strait

i so ingrateful, you deny me that.

\ Hen. O that there were some virtue in

my tears,

it might relieve you !

r. John. The salt in them is hot.
thin me is a hell ; and there the poison
is a fiend confined to tyrannize
unreprievable condemned blood.

Enter the Bastard.

'ast. O, I am scalded with my violent motion,
1 spleen of speed to see your majesty! 50
T. John. O cousin, thou art come to set mine
eye

:

: tackle of my heart is crack’d and burn’d,
1 all the shrouds wherewith my life should sail

turned to one thread, one little hair :

heart hath one poor string to stay it by,
ich holds but till thy news be uttered

;

l then all this thou seest is but a clod
l module of confounded royalty.
ast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward,
ere heaven He knows how we shall answer

#
him ; 60

in a night the best part of my power,
1 upon advantage did remove,
*e in the Washes all unwarily
oured by the unexpected flood.

[The king dies,
il. You breathe these dead news in as dead
an ear.

liege ! my lord ! but now a king, now thus.
. Hen. Even so must 1 run on, and even so
stop.

at surety of the world, what hope, what stay,
2n this was now a king, and now is clay ?

cist. Art thou gone so? I do but; stay be-
hind 70

io the office for thee of revenge,

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven,
As it on earth hath been thy servant still.

’

Now, now, you stars that move in your right
spheres,

Where be your powers ? show now your mended
faiths,

And instantly return with me again,
To push destruction and perpetual shame
Out of the weak door of our fainting land.
Straight let us seek, orstraight we shall be sought

;

The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 80
Sal. It seems you know not, then, so much

as we

:

The Cardinal Pandulph is within at rest,
Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin,
And brings from him such offers of our peace
As we with honour and respecft may take,
With purpose presently to leave this war.

Bast. He will the rather do it when he sees
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence.

Sal. Nay, it is in a manner done already

;

For many carriages he hath dispatch’d go
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel
To the disposing of the cardinal:
With whom yourself, myself and other lords,
If you think meet, this afternoon will post
To consummate this business happily.
Bast. Let it be so : and you, my noble prince,

With other princes that may best be spared,
Shall wait upon your father’s funeral.
P. Hen. At Worcester must his body be in-

terr’d ;

For so he will’d it.

Bast.
*

Thither shall it then : 100
And happily may your sweet self put on
The lineal state and glory of the land !

To whom, with all submission, on my knee
I do bequeath my faithful services
And true subjection everlastingly.

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make,
To rest without a spot for evermore.
P. Hen

.

I have a kind soul that would give
you thanks

And knows not how to do it but with tears.
Bast. O, let us pay the time but needful woe,

Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. 111
This England never did, nor never shall,

Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror,
But when it first did help to wound itself.

Now these her princes are come home again,
Come the three corners of the world in arms,
And we shall shock them. Nought shall make

us rue,

If England to itself do rest but true. [Exeunt.
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ACT I.

Scene I, London. King Richard’s palace.

Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with

other Nobles and Attendants.

K. Rick. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour’d

Lancaster,

Hast thou, according to thy oath and band,

Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son,

Here to make good the boisterous late appeal,

Which then our leisure would not let us hear,

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray?
Gaunt. I have, my liege.

K. R ich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded

him,
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ;

Or worthily, as a good subject should,
_ >

io

On some known ground of treachery in him ?

Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that

argument,
On some apparent danger seen in him
Aim’d at your highness, no inveterate malice.

K. Rich . Then call them to our presence;

face to face,

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear

The accuser and the accused freely speak

:

High-stomach’d are they both, and full of ire,

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.

Enter Bolingbroke and Mowbray.

Boling. Many years of happy days befal 20

My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege

!

Mow. Each day still better other’s happiness;

Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap,

Add an immortal title to your crown

!

K. Rich. We thank you both; yet one but

flatters us,

As well appeareth by the cause you come ;

Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.

Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou objedt

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbr;
Boling. First, heaven be the record to

speech !

In the devotion of a subjedl’s love,

Tendering the precious safety of my prince,

And free from other misbegotten hate.

Come I appellant to this princely presence.

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee,

And mark my greeting well ; for what I speal

My body shall make good upon this earth,

Or my divine soul answer it in heaven.

Thou art a traitor and a miscreant,

Too good to be so and too bad to live,

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky,

The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly.

Once more, the more to aggravate the note,

With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy throat;

And wish, so please my sovereign, ere I move

What my tongue speaks my right drawn swi

may prove.

Mow. Let not my cold words here accuse :

zeal:

’Tis not the trial of a woman’s war,

The bitter clamour of two eager tongues,

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain

;

The blood is hot that must be cool’d for this:

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast

As to be hush’d and nought at all to say

:

First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs

From giving reins and spurs to my free speed

Which else would post until it had return’d

These terms of treason doubled down his thro;

Setting aside his high blood’s royalty,

And let him be no kinsman to my liege,

I do defy him, and I spit at him ;
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all him a slanderous coward and a villain

:

hich to maintain I would allow him odds,

tid meet him, were I tied to run afoot

ven to the frozen ridges of the Alps,

r any other ground inhabitable,

here ever Englishman durst set his foot,

ean time let this defend my loyalty,

Y all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie.

Boling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw
my gage,

isclaiming here the kindred of the king, 70
id lay aside my high blood’s royalty,

hich fear, not reverence, makes thee to except,
guilty dread have left thee so much strength

; to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop:

Y that and all the rites of knighthood else,

ill I make good against thee, arm to arm,
hat I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise.
Mow. I take it up ; and by that sword I swear,
hich gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder,
il answer thee in any fair degree, 80
- chivalrous design of knightly trial

:

id when I mount, alive may I not light,

I be traitor or unjustly fight

!

K. Rich. What doth our cousin lay to Mow-
bray’s charge ?

must be great that can inherit us
much as of a thought of ill in him.
Boling. Look, what I speak, my life shall

prove it true

;

lat Mowbray hath received eight thousand
nobles

name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers,

le which he hath detain’d for lewd employments,
ke a false traitor and injurious villain. 91
sides I say and will in battle prove,

• here or elsewhere to the furthest verge
lat ever was survey’d by English eye,
iat all the treasons for these eighteen years
mplotted and contrived in this land
tch from false Mowbray their first head and

! spring.

irther I say and further will maintain
ion his bad life to make all this good,
iat he did plot the Duke of Gloucester’s death,
ggest his soon-believing adversaries, 101
id consequently, like a traitor coward,
liced out his innocent soul through streams of

blood

:

iiich blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries,

en from the tongueless caverns of the earth,
me for justice and rough chastisement;
d, by the glorious worth of my descent,
is arm shall do it, or this life be spent.
K R ich. How high a pitch his resolution soars !

omas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this? no
Mow. O, let my sovereign turn away his face
4 bid his ears a little while be deaf,
I I have told this slander of his blood,
>w God and good men hate so foul a liar.

*C. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes
and ears

:

jre he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir,
he is but my father’s brother’s son,
»w, by my sceptre’s awe, I make a vow,
ch neighbour nearness to our sacred blood
ould nothing privilege him, nor partialize 120
e unstooping firmness of my upright soul:
‘

is our subject, Mowbray
; so art thou :

Free speech and fearless I to thee allow.

Mow. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy
heart,

Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest.

Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais
Disbursed I duly to his highness’ soldiers ;

The other part reserved I by consent,
For that my sovereign liege was in my debt
Upon remainder of a dear account, 130
Since last I went to France to fetch his queen :

Now swallow down that lie. For Gloucester’s
death,

I slew him not ; but to my own disgrace
Negledted my sworn duty in that case.
For you, my noble Lord of Lancaster,
The honourable father to my foe,

Once did I lay an ambush for your life,

A trespass that doth vex my grieved soul

;

But ere I last received the sacrament
I did confess it, and exactly begg’d 140
Your grace’s pardon, and I hope I had it.

This is my fault : as for the rest appeal’d,
It issues from the rancour of a villain,

A recreant and most degenerate traitor

:

Which in myself I boldly will defend

;

And interchangeably hurl down my gage
Upon this overweening traitor’s foot,

To prove myself a loyal gentleman
Even in the best blood chamber’d in his bosom.
In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 150
Your highness to assign our trial day.
K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled

by me ;

Let’s purge this choler without letting blood:
This we prescribe, though no physician

;

Deep malice makes too deep incision

;

Forget, forgive ; conclude and be agreed ;

Our doctors say this is no month to bleed.
Good uncle, let this end where it begun

;

We’ll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your son.
Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my

age : 160
Throw down, my son, the Duke of Norfolk’s

gage.
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his.

Gaunt.
*

When, Harry, when?
Obedience bids I should not bid again.
K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down, we bid; there

is no boot.

Mow. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at
thy foot.

My life thou shalt command, but not my shame

:

The one my duty owes ; but my fair name,
Despite of death that lives upon my grave,
To dark dishonour’s use thou shalt not have.
I am disgraced, impeach’d and baffled here, 170
Pierced to the soul with slander’s venom’d spear,
The which no balm can ciire but his heart-blood
Which breathed this poison.
K. R ich.

.

Rage must be withstood

:

Give me his gage : lions make leopards tame.
Mow. Yea, but not change his spots: take

but my shame,
And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord,
The purest treasure mortal times afford
Is spotless reputation : that away,
Men are but gilded loam or painted clay.
A jewel in a ten-times-barr’d-up chest 180
Is a bold spirit in a loyal breast.
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Mine honour is my life ;
both grow in one

;

Take honour from me, and my life is done :

Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try

;

In that I live and for that will I die.

K. Rich. Cousin, throw up your gage; do

you begin.

Boling. O, God defend my soul from such

deep sin

!

Shall I seem crest-fall’n in my father’s sight?

Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 189

Before this out-dared dastard? Ere my tongue

Shall wound my honour with such feeble wrong,

Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear

The slavish motive of recanting fear,

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace,

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray’s
face. [Exit Gaunt.

K. Rich. We were not born to sue, but to

command

;

Which since we cannot do to make you friends,

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it,

At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert’s day

:

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 200

The swelling difference of your settled hate ;

Since we can not atone you, we shall see

Justice design the victor’s chivalry.

Lord marshal, command our officers at arms
Be ready to diredt these home alarms. [Exeunt

.

Scene II. The Duke of Lancaster’s palace .

Enter John of Gaunt with the Duchess
of Gloucester.

Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Woodstock’s
blood

Doth more solicit me than your exclaims.

To stir against the butchers of his life !

But since correction lieth in those hands
Which made the fault that we cannot corredt.

Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven

;

Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth,

Will rain hot vengeance on offenders’ heads.

Duch . Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper

spur?
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire? i<

Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one,

Were as seven vials of his sacred blood,

Or seven fair branches springing from one root

:

Some of those seven are dried by nature’s

course,

Some of those branches by the Destinies cut

;

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Glou-

cester,

One vial full of Edward’s sacred blood,

One flourishing branch of his most royal root,

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor spilt,

Is hack’d down, and his summer leaves all faded,

By envy’s hand and murder’s bloody axe.

Ah, Gaunt, his blood was thine! that bed, that

womb,
That metal, that self-mould, that fashion’d thee

Made him a man; and though thou livest and
breathest,

Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent

In some large measure to thy father’s death,

In that thou seest thy wretched brother die,

Who was the model of thy father’s life.

Call it not patience, Gaunt ; it is despair

:

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter’d,

Thou showest the naked pathway to thy life,

Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee

:

That which in mean men we intitle patience

pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.

What shall I say ? to safeguard thine own life,

The best way is to venge my Gloucester’s deat

Gaunt. God’s is the quarrel; for God’s su

stitute,

His deputy anointed in His sight,

Hath caused his death : the which if wrongfull

Let heaven revenge ;
for I may never lift

An angry arm. against His minister.

Duch. Where then, alas, may I complain m
self?

Gaunt. To God, the widow’s champion ai

defence.

Duch. Why, then, I will. Farewell, 1

Gaunt.
Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight

:

O, sit my husband’s wrongs on Herefon
spear,

That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast

!

Or, if misfortune miss the first career,

Be Mowbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom,
That they may break his foaming courser’s bac

And throw the rider headlong in the lists,

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford

!

Farewell, old Gaunt: thy sometimes brothe

wife
With her companion grief must end her life.

Gaunt. Sister, farewell ;
I must to Coventr

As much good stay with thee as go with me !

Duch. Yet one word more: grief bounde
where it falls,

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight:
I take my leave before I have begun,
For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done.

Commend me to thy brother, Edmund York.

Lo, this is all :—nay, yet depart not so

;

Though this be all, do not so quickly go

;

I shall remember more. Bid him—ah, what?-
With all good speed at Plashy visit me.
Alack, and what shall good old York there see

But empty lodgings and unfurnish’d walls,

Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones?

And what hear there for welcome but n

groans ?
'

Therefore commend me ; let him not come ther

To seek out sorrow that dwells every where.

Desolate, desolate, will I hence and die

:

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye.

[Exeta

Scene III. The lists at Coventry.

Enter the Lord Marshal and the Duke of
Aumerle.

Mar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Herefo

arm’d?
Atim. Yea, at all points ;

and longs to enter 1

Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, sprightfully at

bold,

Stays but the summons ofthe appellant’s trump*

A um. Why, then, the champions are prepare

and stay

For nothing but his majesty’s approach.
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» trumpets sound, and the King enters with
his nobles

,
Gaunt, Bushy, Bagot, Green,

xnd others. When they are set, enter Mow-
3RAY in arms,

defendant, with a Herald.

' Rich. Marshal, demand of yonder cham-
pion
cause of his arrival here in arms

:

him his name and orderly proceed
>wear him in the justice of his cause. to

tar. In God’s name and the king’s, say who
thou art

why thou comest thus knightly clad in arms,
inst what man thou comest, and what thy
quarrel

:

ak truly, on thy knighthood and thy oath

;

0 defend thee heaven and thy valour

!

Tow. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke
of Norfolk;

a hither come engaged by my oath

—

ch God defend a knight should violate !

—

1 to defend my loyalty and truth

Sod, my king and my succeeding issue, 20
inst the Duke of Hereford that appeals me;
,
by the grace of God and this mine arm,

)rove him, in defending of myself,
aitor to my God, my king, and me

:

as I truly fight, defend me heaven

!

e trumpets sound. Enter Bolingbroke,
appellant, in armour, with a Herald.

. Rich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms,
1 who he is and why he cometh hither
s plated in habiliments of war,
formally, according to our law,
ose him in the justice of his cause. 30
ar. What is thy name? and wherefore
comest thou hither,

re King Richard in his royal lists?

nst whom comest thou? and what’s thy
quarrel?
k like a true knight, so defend thee heaven

!

'ling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and
Derby

1 ; who ready here do stand in arms,
rove, by God’s grace and my body’s valour,
»ts, on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk,
he is a traitor, foul and dangerous,
rod of heaven, King Richard and to me

; 40
as I truly fight, defend me heaven !

zr. On pain of death, no person be so bold
aring-hardy as to touch the lists,

:pt the marshal and such officers

>inted to diredl these fair designs.
ling. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sove-
reign’s hand,
bow my knee before his majesty:
Mowbray and myself are like two men
vow a long and weary pilgrimage

;

1 let us take a ceremonious leave 50
loving farewell of our several friends.
in. The appellant in all duty greets your
highness,
craves to kiss your hand and take his leave.
Rich. We will descend and fold him in
our arms.
in of Hereford, as thy cause is right,
: thy fortune in this royal fight

!

veil , my blood ; which if to-day thou shed,

Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.
Boling. O, let no noble eye profane a tear

For me, if I be gored with Mowbray’s spear; 60
As confident as is the falcon’s flight

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.

My loving lord, I take my leave of you

;

Of you, my noble cousin, Lord Aumerle ;

Not sick, although I have to do with death,
But lusty, }mung, and cheerly drawing breath.
Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet
The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet

:

0 thou, the earthly author of my blood,
Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate, 70
Doth with a twofold vigour lift me up
To reach at vidtory above my head,
Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers

;

And with thy blessings steel my lance’s point,
That it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat,
And furbish new the name of John a Gaunt,
Even in the lusty haviour of his son.
Gaunt. God in thy good cause make thee

prosperous

!

Be swift like lightning in the execution;
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 80
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy

:

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live.

Boling. Mine innocency and Saint George to
thrive

!

Mow.
*
However God or fortune cast my lot,

There lives or dies, true to King Richard’s
throne,

A loyal, just and upright gentleman :

Never did captive with a freer heart
Cast off his chains of bondage and embrace
His golden uncontroll’d enfranchisement, 90
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate
This feast of battle with mine adversary.
Most mighty liege, and my companion peers,
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years

:

As gentle and as jocund as to jest
Go I to fight : truth hath a quiet breast.
K. Rich. Farewell, my lord; securely I espy

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye.
Order the trial, marshal, and begin.
Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and

Derby, IOO
Receive thy lance

; and God defend the right

!

Boling. Strong as a tower in hope, I cry,
amen.

Mar. Go bear this lance to Thomas, Duke of

_

Norfolk.
First Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster

and Derby,
Stands here for God, his sovereign and himself,
On pain to be found false and recreant,
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray,
A traitor to his God, his king and him ;

And dares him to set forward to the fight.

Sec. Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray,
Duke of Norfolk, no

On pain to be found false and recreant,
Both to defend himself and to approve
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
To God, his sovereign and to him disloyal;
Courageously and with a free desire
Attending but the signal to begin.
Mar. Sound, trumpets

; and set forward, com-
batants. [A charge sounded.
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Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down.

K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and
their spears,

And both return back to their chairs again : 120

Withdraw with us : and let the trumpets sound

While we return these dukes what we decree.

.

[A longflourish.

Draw near,

And list what with our council we have done.

For that our kingdom’s earth should not be

soil’d

With that dear blood which it hath fostered

;

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspedt

Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbours’

sword ;

And for we think the eagle-winged pride

Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, I30

With rival-hating envy, set on you
To wake our peace, which in our Country’s

cradle

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep

;

Which so roused up with boisterous untuned

drums,
With harsh-resoundirtg trumpets’ dreadful bray,

And grating shock of wrathful iron arms,

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace

And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood

;

Therefore, we banish you our territories :

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life, 140

Till twice five summers have enrich’d our fields

Shall not regreet our fair dominions.

But tread the stranger paths of banishment.

Boling. Your will be done: this must my
comfort be,

That sun that warms you here shall shine on me

;

'And those his golden beams to you here lent

Shall point on me and gild my banishment.

K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier

doom,
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce

:

The sly slow hours shall not determinate 150

The dateless limit of thy dear exile

;

The hopeless word of ‘ never to return’

Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life.

Mow. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign

liege,

And all unlook’d for from your highness’ mouth

:

A dearer merit, not so deep a maim.
As to be cast forth in the common air,

Have I deserved at your highness’ hands.

The language I have learn’d these forty years,

My native English, now I must forego : 160

And now my tongue’s use is to me no more
Than an unstringed viol or a harp,

Or like a cunning instrument cased up,

Or, being open, put into his hands
That knows no touch to tune the harmony

:

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue,

Doubly portcullis’d with my teeth and lips

;

And dull unfeeling barren ignorance

Is made my gaoler to attend on me.

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse, 170

Too far in years to be a pupil now

:

What is thy sentence then but speechless death,

Which robs my tongue from breathing native

breath?
K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compas-

sionate :

After our sentence plaining comes too late.

Mow. Then thus I turn me from my countr

light,

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night.

K. Rich. Return again, and take an oathw
thee.

Lay On our royal sword your banish’d hands

;

Swear by the duty that you owe to God— 3

Our part therein we banish with yourselves

—

To keep the oath that we administer

:

You never1 shall, so help you truth and God l

Embrace each other’s love in banishment;
Nor never look upon each other’s face

;

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile -

This louring tempest of your home-bred hate; :i

Nor never by advised purpose meet
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill

"
I

’Gainst us, our state, our subjedts, or our land. 1;

Boling. I swear.

Mow. And I, to keep all this.

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy
By this time, had the king perniitted us.

One of our souls had wander’d in the air,

Banish’d this frail sepulchre of our flesh,

As now our flesh is banish’d from this land :

Confess thy treasons ere thou fly the realm

;

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along

The clogging burthen of a guilty soul.

Mow. No, Bolingbroke : if ever I were trait

My name be blotted from the book of life,

And I from heaven banish’d as from hence

!

But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know;
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.

Farewell, my liege. Now no way can I stray

Save back to England, all the world’s my way
[Ex

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thi

eyes
I see thy grieved heart ; thy sad aspedt

Hath from the number of his banish’d years :

Pluck’d four away. [To Boling.] Six frozen w
ters spent,

Return with welcome home from banishment.

Boling. How long a time lies in one little woi

Four lagging winters and four wanton springs

End in a word : such is the breath of kings.

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that in regard of
,

He shortens four years of my son’s exile

:

But little vantage shall I reap thereby

;

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend
.

Can change their moons and bring their tin

about,
.

‘

My oil-dried lamp and time-bewasted light

Shall be extindt with age and endless night

;

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, ‘

And blindfold death not let me see my son.

K. Rich. Why, uncle, thou hast many ye

to live.

Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou ca

give

:

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrov

And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrc

Thou canst help time to furrow me with age,

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ;

Thy word is current with him for my death, ,

But dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath'

K. Rich. Thy son is banish’d upon g<

advice,

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdidfc gave

:

Why at our justice seem’st thou then to lour?
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;'aunt. Things sweet to taste prove in diges-

tion sour.

i urged me as a judge ; but I had rather

I would have bid me argue like a father,

had it been a stranger, not my child,

smooth his fault I should have been more mild :

martial slander sought I to avoid, 241

i in the sentence my own life destroy’d.

s, I look’d when some of you should say,

as too stridl to make mine own away

;

: you gave leave to my unwilling tongue
linst my will to do myself this wrong.
Rich. Cousin, farewell ; and, uncle, bid
him so

:

years we banish him, and he shall go.

Flourish. Exeunt KingRichard and train.

\tun. Cousin, farewell : what presence must
not know,
m where you do remain let paper show. 250
far. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride,

far as land will let me, by your side.

atmt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard
thy words,

it thou return’st no greeting to thy friends?
doling. I have too few to takemy leave ofyou,
en the tongue’s office should be prodigal
breathe the abundant dolour of the heart.

'aunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time.

oling. Joy absent, griefis present for that time.
'aunt. What is six winters? they are quickly
gone.

.

260
oling. To men in joy; but grief makes one

1 hour ten.

aunt. Call it a travel that thou takest for

pleasure.

oling. My heart will sigh when I miscall it so,

ich finds it an inforeed pilgrimage.
aunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps
iem as foil wherein thou art to set

precious jewel of thy home return.

oling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make
. but remember me what a deal of world
mder from the jewels that I love. 270
I I not serve a long apprenticehood
oreign passages, and in the end,
ing my freedom, boast of nothing else
that I was a journeyman to grief?
%unt. All places that the eye of heaven visits

to a wise man ports and happy havens,
ch thy necessity to reason thus

;

re is no virtue like necessity,
lk not the king did banish thee,
thou the king. Woe doth the heavier sit, 280
ire it perceives it is but faintly borne,
say I sent thee forth to purchase honour
not the king exiled thee ; or suppose
ouring pestilence hangs in our air

thou art flying to a fresher clime :

c, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it

lie that way thou go’st, not whence thou
comest

:

)ose the singing birds musicians,
grass whereon thou tread’st the presence
strew’d,

flowers fair ladies, and thy steps no more 290
1 a delightful measure or a dance ;

gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite
man that mocks at it and sets it light.

ding. O, who can hold a fire in his hand

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus?
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite
By bare imagination of a feast ?

Or wallow naked in December snow
By thinking on fantastic summer’s heat?
O, no ! the apprehension of the good 300
Gives but the greater feeling to the worse

:

Fell sorrow’s tooth doth never rankle more
Than when he bites, but lanceth not the sore.
Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I’ll bring thee

on thy way

:

Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay.
Boling. Then, England’s ground, farewell;

sweet soil, adieu

;

My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet

!

Where’er I wander, boast of this I can,
Though banish’d, yet a trueborn Englishman.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. The court.

Enter the King, with Bagot and Green at one
door ; and the Duke of Aumerle at another.

K. Rich. We did observe. Cousin Aumerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on his way?
Atim. I brought high Hereford, if you call

him so,

But to the next highway, and there I left him.
K. Rich. And say, what store of parting tears

were shed?
Aum. Faith, none for me ; except the north-

east wind,
Which then blew bitterly against our faces,
Awaked the sleeping rheum, and so by chance
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.

K. Rich. What said our cousin when you
parted with him? 10

Aum. ‘Farewell:’
And, for my heart disdained that my tongue
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft
To counterfeit oppression of such grief
That words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave.
Marry, would the word ‘ farewell ’ have lengthen’d

hours
And added years to his short banishment,
He should have had a volume of farewells

;

But since it would not, he had none of me.
K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin; but ’tis

doubt, 20
When time shall call him home from banishment,
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends.
Ourself and Bushy, Bagot here and Green
Observed his courtship to the common people;
How he did seem to dive into their hearts
With humble and familiar courtesy,
What reverence he did throw away on slaves,
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles
And patient underbearing of his fortune,
As ’twere to banish their affedts with him. 30
Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench

;

A brace of draymen bid God speed him well
And had the tribute of his supple knee,
With ‘Thanks, my countrymen, my loving

friends
;

’

As were our England in reversion his,
And he our subjedts’ next degree in hope.

Greeit. Well, he is gone; and with him go
these thoughts.

Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland,
Expedient manage must be made, my liege,
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Ere further leisure yield them further means 40

For their advantage and your highness’ loss.

K. Rich. We will ourself in person to this war :

And, for our coffers, with too great a court

And liberal largess, are grown somewhat light,

We are inforced to farm our royal realm

;

The revenue whereof shall furnish us

For our affairs in hand : if that come short,

Our substitutes at home shall have blank char-

ters ;

Whereto, when they shall know what men are

rich,

They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold

And send them after to supply our wants ; 5

1

For we will make for Ireland presently.

Enter Bushy.

Bushy, what news?
Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick,

my lord,

Suddenly taken ;
and hath sent post haste

To entreat your majesty to visit him.

K. Rich. Where lies he?
Bushy. At Ely House.
K. Rich. Now put it, God, in the physician s

mind
To help him to his grave immediately ! 60

The lining of his coffers shall make coats

To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.

Come, gentlemen, let’s all go visit him:

Pray God we may make haste, and come too late !

All. Amen. {Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. Ely House.

! Enter John of Gaunt sick, 'with the Duke of
York, &>c.

Gaunt. Will the king come, that I may breathe

my last

i
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth?

j

York. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with

your breath ;

For all in vain comes counsel to his ear.

Gatmt. 0 ,
but they say the tongues of dying

men
Enforce attention like deep harmony

:

Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent

in vain,

For they breathe truth that breathe their words

in pain.

He that no more must say is listen’d more

Than they whom youth and ease have taught

to glose ;
10

More are men’s ends mark’d than their lives be-

fore
: .

The setting sun, and music at the close,

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last,

Writ in remembrance more than things long past

:

Though Richard my life’s counsel would not hear,

My death’s sad tale may yet undeaf his ear.

York. No; it is stopp’d with other flattering

sounds,

As praises, of whose taste the wise are fond,

Lascivious metres, to whose venom sound

The open ear of youth doth always listen ;
20

Report of fashions in proud Italy,

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation

Limps after in base imitation.

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity—

So it be new, there’s no respeA how vile—

That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears?

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard,

Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard.

DireA not him whose way himself will choose

’Tis breath thou lack’st, and that breath wilt th

lose.

Gaunt. Methinks I am a prophet new mspir

And thus expiring do foretell of him

:

His rash flerce blaze of riot cannot last,

For violent fires soon burn out themselves ; I

Small showers last long, but sudden storms A

short
; .

He tires betimes that spurs too fast betimes

;

With eager feeding food doth choke the feedejj

Light vanity, insatiate cormorant,

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself.

This royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle,

This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,

This other Eden, demi-paradise,

This fortress built by Nature for herself

Against infeAion and the hand of war,

This happy breed of men, this little world.

This precious stone set in the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall

Or as a moat defensive to a house,

Against the envy of less happier lands,
|

This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, t

England,
#

This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings,

Fear’d by their breed and famous by their bir

Renowned for their deeds as far from home,

For Christian service and true chivalry,

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry
Of the world’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Sou,

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear lai

Dear for her reputation through the world,

Is now leased out, I die pronouncing it,

Like to a tenement or pelting farm

:

England, bound in with the triumphant sea,
t

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious sit

Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shat

With inky blots and rotten parchment bonds

:

That England, that was wont to conquer othe

Hath made a shameful conquest of itself.

Ah, would the scandal vanish with my life,

How happy then were my ensuing death ! <•>,

Enter King Richard and Queen, Aumeri

Bushy, Green, Bagot, Ross, and W
LOUGHBY.

York. The king is come : deal mildly w
his youth

;

For younghot coltsbeing trageddorage the mo

Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancast

K. Rich. What comfort, man? how is’t w

aged Gaunt?
Gaunt. 0 ,

how that name befits my com

sition

!

Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old:

Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast

;

And who abstains from meat that is not gaunt

For sleeping England long time have I watch

Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaui

The pleasure that some fathers feed upon, I

Is my striAfast ; I mean, my children’s looks ;

And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaun

Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, <
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>se hollow womb inherits nought but bones.
. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with
their names ?

xunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself

:

e thou dost seek to kill my name in me,
>ck my name, great king, to flatter thee.
Rick. Should dying men flatter with those
that live ?

’.unt. No, no, men living flatter those that die.

Rich. Thou, now a-dying, say’st thou fiat-

terest me. 9o
runt. 0, no ! thou diest, though I the
sicker be.

Rich. I am in health, I breathe, and see
thee ill.

unt. Now He that made me knows I see
thee ill

;

myself to see, and in ,thee seeing ill.

death-bed is no lesser than thy land
-ein thou liest in reputation sick

;

thou, too careless patient as thou art,
nit’st thy anointed body to the cure
ose physicians that first wounded thee

:

tusand flatterers sit within thy crown, ioo
ie compass is no bigger than thy head ;

yet, incaged in so small a verge,
vaste is no whit lesser than thy land,
d thy grand sire with a prophet’s eye
how his son’s son should destroy his sons,
forth thy reach he would have laid thy
shame,
sing thee before thou wert possess’d,
h. art possess’d now to depose thyself,
cousin, wert thou regent of the world,
re a shame to let this land by lease ; i io
>r thy world enjoying but this land,
lot more than shame to shame it so ?

ord of England art thou now, not king

:

tate of law is bondslave to the law

;

hou

—

Rich. A lunatic lean-witted fool,
ming on an ague’s privilege,
t with thy frozen admonition
pale our cheek, chasing the royal blood
:ury from his native residence.
by my seat’s right royal majesty, 120
:hou not brother to great Edward’s son,
ongue that runs so roundly in thy head
1 run thy head from thy unreverent shoulders.
nt. 0

, spare me not, my brother Edward’s
on,

at I was his father Edward’s son

;

>lood already, like the pelican,
hou tapp’d out and drunkenly caroused

:

other Gloucester, plain well-meaning soul,
fair befal in heaven ’mongst happy souls !

e a precedent and witness good 130
hou respedt’st not spilling Edward’s blood

:

ith the present sickness that I have

;

ty unkindness be like crooked age,
p at once a too long wither’d flower.
1 thy shame, but die not shame with thee

!

words hereafter thy tormentors be !

f me to my bed, then to my grave

:

hey to live that love and honour have.
{Exit

,
borne offby his A ttendan ts.

1 ich. And let them die that age and sul-
:ns have

;

th hast thou, and both become the grave.

York. I do beseech your majesty, impute his
words

_ .
14I

To wayward sickliness and age in him

:

He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear
As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here.
K. Rich. Right, you say true: as Hereford’s

love, so his;
As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is.

Enter Northumberland.
North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him

to your majesty.
K. Rich. What says he?
North.

*
Nay, nothing; all is said:

His tongue is now a stringless instrument;
Words, life and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 150

York. Be York the next that must be bank-
rupt so !

Though death be poor, it ends a mortal woe.
K. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so

doth he ;

His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be.
So much for that. Now for our Irish wars

:

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns,
Which live like venom where no venom else
But only they have privilege to live.

And for these great affairs do ask some charge,
Towards our assistance we do seize to us 160
The plate, coin, revenues and moveables,
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d.

York. How long shall I be patient? ah, how
long

Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong?
Not Gloucester’s death, nor Hereford’s banish-

ment,
Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private

wrongs,
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace,
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek,
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face. 170
I am the last of noble Edward’s sons.
Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was first

:

In war was never lion raged more fierce.
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild,
Than was that young and princely gentleman.
His face thou hast, for even so look’d he,
Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours ;

But when he frown’d, it was against the French
And not against his friends ; his noble hand
Did. win what he did spend and spent not that 180
Which his triumphant father’s hand had won

;

His hands were guilty of no kindred blood,
But bloody with the enemies of his kin.
O Richard ! York is too far gone with grief.
Or else he never would compare between.
K. Rich. Why, uncle, what’s the matter?
York.

*
0 my liege,

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I, pleased
Not to be pardon’d, am content withal.
Seek you to seize and gripe into your hands 189
The royalties and rights of banish’d Hereford?
Is not Gaunt dead, and doth not Hereford live?
Was not Gaunt just, and is not Harry true?
Did not the one deserve to have an heir?
Is not his heir a well-deserving son?
Take Hereford’s rights away, and take from Time
His charters and his customary rights

;

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day

;
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Be not thyself; for how art thou a king

But by fair sequence and succession?

Now, afore God-God forbid I say true !— 200 .

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford s rights,

Call in the letters patent that he hath

By his attorneys-general to sue

His livery, and deny his offer d homage.

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head,

You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts

Which honour and allegiance cannot think.
_

K. Rich. Think what you will, we seize into

our hands , , . . ,

His plate, his goods, his money and his lands.

York. I’ll not be by the while: my liege,

farewell: • . «

,

2X1

What will ensue hereof, there s none can tell

,

But by bad courses may be understood

That their events can never fall out good.

K. Rich

.

Go, Bushy, to the Earl of Wiltshire

straight

:

Bid him repair to us to Ely House

To see this business. To-morrow next

We will for Ireland ; and ’tis time, I trow:

And we create, in absence of ourself,

Our uncle York lord governor of England; 220

For he is just and always loved us well.

Come on, our queen : to-morrow must we part

;

Be merry, for our time of stay is short.

r Flourish. Exeunt King,
Queen, Aumerle,

Bushy, Green, and Bagot.

North. Well, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is

Ross. And living too ;
for now his son is duke.

JVitto. Barely in title, not in revenue.
#

North. Richly in both, if justice had her right.

Ross. My heart is great; but it must break

with silence,

Ere ’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue.
<

North. Nay, speak thy mind; and let him

ne’er speak more
, f

30

That speaks thy words again to do thee harm .

Willo. Tends that thou wouldst speak to the

Duke of Hereford?

If it be so, out with it boldly, man

;

Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him.

Ross. No good at all that I can do for him

;

Unless you call it good toqnty him,

Bereft and gelded of his patrimony.

North. Now, afore God, ’tis shame such

wrongs are borne

In him, a royal prince, and many moe
,

Of noble blood in this declining land. 240

The king is not himself, but basely led

By flatterers ;
and what they will inform,

Merely in hate, ’gainst any of us all,

That will the king severely prosecute
j .

’Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.

Boss. The commons hath he pill d with grievous

fAnd quite lost their hearts : the nobles hath he

For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts.

Willo. And daily new exactions are devised,

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what : 25c

But what, 0’ God’s name, doth become of this

North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr d he

hath not,

But basely yielded upon compromise

That which his noble ancestors achieved \

blows
: ,

More hath he spent in peace than they in wai;

Ross. The Earl of Wiltshire hath the re

in farm.
Willo. The king’s grown bankrupt, lik

broken man.
North. Reproach and dissolution hangeth

«

him.
Ross. He hath not money for these Irishw

His burthenous taxations notwithstanding,

But by the robbing of the banish’d duke.

North. His noble kinsman : most degene

king

!

But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing,

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm;

We see the wind sit sore upon our sails,

And yet we strike not, but securely perish.

Ross. We see the very wreck that we 1

suffer

;

And unavoided is the danger now.

For suffering so the causes of our wreck.

North. Not so ; even through the hollow

of death
I spy life peering ; but I dare not say

How near the tidings of our comfort is,

Willo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as

dost ours. ,

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberl

We three are but thyself; and, speaking so.

Thy words are but as thoughts; therefore, bel

North. Then thus : I have from Port le B

a bay
In Brittany, received intelligence

That Harry Duke of Hereford, Ramold
Cobham,

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter,

His brother, Archbishop late of Canterbury,

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir John Ramston,

Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton

Francis Quoint,

All these well furnish’d by the Duke of Bret

With eight tall ships, three thousand men of

Are making hither with all due expedience

And shortly mean to touch our northern shoi

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they sta]

The first departing of the king for Ireland.

If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke,

Imp out our drooping country’s broken wing

Redeem from broking pawn the blemish d cr

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre’s gr

And make high majesty look like itself.

Away with me in post to Ravenspurgh;

But if you faint, as fearing to do so,

Stay and be secret, and myself will go.

Ross. To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to

that fear.

Willo. Hold out my horse, and I will to

there. [Exeunt

Scene II. Thepalace.

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot.

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too mucf

; You promised, when you parted with the k

To lay aside life-harming heaviness

And entertain a cheerful disposition.



%een. To please the king I did; to please
myself

nnot do it; yet I know no cause

t I should welcome such a guest as grief,

; bidding farewell to so sweet a guest
ay sweet Richard: yet again, methinks,
e unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune’s womb,
)ming towards me, and my inward soul

nothing trembles : at some thing it grieves,

e than with parting from my lord the king.
ishy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty
shadows,
ch shows like grief itself, but is not so ;

sorrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears,

des one thing entire to many objects;
perspectives, which rightly gazed upon
v nothing but confusion, eyed awry
inguish form : so your sweet majesty,
ring awry upon your lord’s departure,
. shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail

;

ch, look’d on as it is, is nought but shadows
hat it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen,
2 than your lord’s departure weep not : more ’s

not seen

;

it be, ’tis with false sorrow’s eye,
:h for things true weeps things imaginary.
'.een. It may be so ; but yet my inward soul
uades me it is otherwise : howe’er it be,
mot but be sad ; so heavy sad 30
hough on thinking on no thought I think,
es me with heavy nothing faint and shrink.
shy . ’Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious
lady.

•een. '"Tis nothing less : conceit is still derived
1 some forefather grief

; mine is not so,

lothing hath begot my something grief;
)mething hath the nothing that I grieve

:

n reversion that I do possess

;

vhat it is, that is not yet known ; what
not name ; ’tis nameless woe, I wot. 40

Enter Green.

*een. God save your majesty ! and well met,
gentlemen

:

ie the king is not yet shipp’d for Ireland.
een. Why hopest thou so? ’tis better hope
he is

;

tis designs crave haste, his haste good hope :

wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp’d ?

’en. That he, our hope, might have retired
his power,
driven into despair an enemy’s hope,
strongly hath set footing in this land

:

)anish’d Bolingbroke repeals himself,
vith uplifted arms is safe arrived 50
ivenspurgh.
7.en. Now God in heaven forbid 1

'en. Ah, madam, ’tis too true : and that is

worse,
-.ord Northumberland, his son young Henry
Percy,

..ords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby,
all their powerful friends, are fled to him.
>hy. Why have you not proclaim’d North-
umberland
ill the rest revolted faction traitors?
•en. We have: whereupon the Earl ©f
[Worcester
t broke his staff, resign’d his stewardship,

A nd all the household servants fled with him
To Bolingbroke.
Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my

woe,
And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir :

Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy.
And I, a gasping new-deliver’d mother,
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d.

Bushy. Despair not, madam.
Queen. Who shall hinder me ?

I will despair, and be at enmity
With cozening hope : he is a flatterer,

A parasite, a keeper back of death, 70
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life,

Which false hope lingers in extremity.

Enter York.

Green. Here comes the Duke of York.
Queen . With signs of war about his aged neck

:

O, full of careful business are his looks

!

Uncle, for God’s sake, speak comfortable words.
York. Should I do so, I should belie my

thoughts

:

Comfort’s in heaven ; and we are on the earth,
Where nothing lives but crosses, cares and grief.
Your husband, he is gone to save far off, 80
Whilst others come to make him lose at home :

Here am I left to underprop his land,
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself

:

Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ;

Now shall he try his friends that flatter’d him.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before
I came.

York. He was? Why, so ! go all which way
it will

!

The nobles they are fled, the commons they are
cold,

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side.
Sirrah, get thee to Plashy, to my sister Glou-

cester
; go

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound

:

Hold, take my ring.

Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lord-
ship,

To-day, as I came by, I called there ;

But I shall grieve you to report the rest.
York. What is’t, knave?
Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess

died.

York. God for his mercy ! what a tide ofwoes
Conies rushing on this woeful land at once !

I know not what to do : I would to God, 100
So my untruth had not provoked him to it,

The king had cut offmy head with my brother’s.
What, are there no posts dispatch’d for Ireland ?

How shall we do for money for these wars ?

Come, sister,—cousin, I would say,—pray, par-
don me.

Go, fellow, get thee home, provide some carts
And bring away the armour that is there.

[Exit Servant.
Gentlemen, will you go muster men?
t If I know how or which way to order these affairs
Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, no
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen :

The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath
And duty bids defend ; the other again
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Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong d.

Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right.

Well, somewhat we must do. Come, cousin, 1 11

Dispose of you.

Gentlemen, go, muster up your men,

And meet me presently at Berkeley.

I should to Plashy too ;
120

But time will not permit : all is uneven,

And every thing is left at six and seven.

[.Exeunt York and Queen.

Bushy. The wind sits fair for news to go to

Ireland,

But none returns. For us to levy power

Proportionable to the enemy
Is all unpossible. .

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in

love

Is near the hate of those love not the king.

Bagot. And that’s the wavering commons:

for their love

Lies in their purses, and whoso.empties them i$o

By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate.

Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally

condemn’d.
Bagot. Ifjudgement lie in them, then so do we,

Because we ever have been near the king.

Green. Well, I will for refuge straight to

Bristol castle :

The Earl of Wiltshire is already there.

Bushy. Thither will I with you; for little

office

The hateful commons will perform for us,

Except like curs to tear us all to pieces.

Will you go along with us ? .
14°

Bagot. No ;
I will to Ireland to his majesty.

Farewell : if heart’s presages be not vain,

We three here part that ne’er shall meet again.

Bushy. That’s as York thrives to beat back

Bolingbroke.
Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task he under-

takes

Is numbering sands and drinking oceans dry .

Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly.

Farewell at once, for once, for all, and ever.

Btishy. Well, we may meet again.

Bagot. I fear me, never.
\Exeunt.

Scene III. Wilds in Gloucestershire.

Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland,
with Forces.

Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkeley

now?
,

North. Believe me, noble lord,

I am a stranger here in Gloucestershire

:

These high wild hills and rough uneven ways
>

Draws out our miles, and makes them weari-

some;
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar,

Making the hard way sweet and deledtable.

But I bethink me what a weary way
From Ravenspurgh to Cotswold will be found

In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company,

Which, I protest, hath very much beguiled n
The tediousness and process of my travel

:

But theirs is sweetened with the hope to have

The present benefit which I possess ;

And hope to joy is little less in joy

Than hope enjoy’d: by this the weary lords

Shall make their way seem short, as mine h

done
By sight of what I have, your noble company

Boling. Of much less value is my compan

Than your good words. But who comes her*

Enter Henry Percy.

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy,

Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoe'

Harry, how fares your unde?
Percy . I had thought, my lord, to have lea)

his health of you.

North. Why, is he not with the queen?

Percy. N o, my good Lord ;
he hath fors

the court,

Broken his staff of office and dispersed

The household of the king.

North .
What was his reas

He was not so resolved when last we sp

together.

Percy. Because your lordship was proclan

traitor. 4

But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurgh,

To offer service to the Duke of Hereford,
.

And sent me over by Berkeley, to discover

What power the Duke of York had levied th<

Then with dire&ions to repair to Ravenspurg

North. Have you forgot the Duke of H
ford, boy?

Percy. No, my good lord, for that is

forgot

Which ne’er I did remember : to my knowlet

I never in my life did look on him.

North. Then learn to know him now ; th

the duke.
Percy. My gracious lord, I ’tender you

service,

Such as it is, being tender, raw and young ;

Which elder days shall ripen and confirm •

To more approved service and desert.

Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy ; anc

sure
. ,

.

I count myself in nothing else so happy

As in a soul remembering my good friends;

And, as my fortune ripens with thy love,

It shall be still thy true love’s recompense:

My heart this covenant makes, my hand

North.
S

How far is it to Berkeley? andv

Keeps good old York there with his men of i

Percy. There stands the castle, by yon

of trees,
, ,

Mann’d with three hundred men, as I have he

And in it are the Lords of York, Berkeley,

Seymour ;

None else of name and noble estimate.

Enter Ross and Willoughby.

North. Here come the Lords of Ross

Willoughby,
. ,

Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste.

Boling. Welcome, my lords. I wot your

pursues

A banish’d traitor: all my treasury
.

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which more enrich >

Shall be your love and labour’s recompense.



’

oss

.

Your presence makes us rich, most
noble lord.

Villo. And far surmounts our labour to at-
tain it.

oling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of
the poor;

ich, till my infant fortune comes to years,
ids for my bounty. But who comes here ?

Enter Berkeley.

'orth. It is my Lord of Berkeley, as I guess.
erk. My Lord of Hereford, my message is

to you. 69
ding. My lord, my answer is—to Lancaster

;

I am come to seek that name in England
;

I must find that title in your tongue,
>re I make reply to aught you say.
• rk. Mistake me not, my lord

; ’tis not my
meaning
aze one title of your honour out

:

rou, my lord, I come, what lord you will,
a the most gracious regent of this land,
Duke of York, to know what pricks you on
ake advantage of the absent time
fright our native peace with self-born arms.

Enter York attended,

ling. I shall not need transport my words
by you ;

m 81
; comes his grace in person.

My noble uncle ! [Kneels,
rk. Show me thy humble heart, and not
thy knee,
se duty is deceiveable and false.
ling. My gracious uncle—

-

rk. Tut, tut!

e me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle :

no traitor s uncle
; and that word ‘ grace 5

ungracious mouth is but profane,
have those banish’d and forbidden legs 90
d once to touch a dust of England’s ground?
hen more ‘why?’ why have they dared to
march
my miles upon her peaceful bosom,
ting her pale-faced villages with war
)stentation of despised arms?
st thou because the anointed king is hence?
foolish boy, the king is left behind,
n my loyal bosom lies his power.
1 but now the lord of such hot youth
ien brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself 100
led the Black Prince, that young Mars of
men,
forth the ranks of many thousand French,
2n how quickly should this arm of mine,
prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee
ainister correction to thy fault

!

mg My gracious uncle, let me know my

I

ault:
J

lat condition stands it and wherein ?
k. Even in condition of the worst degree,
>ss rebellion and detested treason

:

art a banish’d man, and here art come no
i the expiration of thy time,
.ving arms against thy sovereign.
ing. As I was banish’d, I was banish’d
Hereford

;

r come, I come for Lancaster.
'i noble uncle, I beseech your grace

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye

:

You are my father, for methinks in you
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father,
Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d
A wandering vagabond

; my rights and royalties
Pluck d from my arms perforce and given away
To upstart unthrifts? Wherefore was I born?
If that my cousin king be King of England,
It must be granted I am Duke of Lancaster.
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble cousin

;Had you first died, and he been thus trod down,
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father,
To rouse his wrongs and chase them to the bay.
I am denied to sue my livery here.
And yet my letters-patents give me leave : 130My father’s goods are all distrain’d and sold,
And these and all are all amiss employ’d.
What would you have me do? I am a subjedl,
And I challenge law: attorneys are denied me ;And therefore personally I lay my claim
To my inheritance of free descent.
North. The noble duke hath been too much

abused.
Ross. It stands your grace upon to do him

right.

IVillo. Base men by his endowments are
made great.

t
lords of England, let me tell you this

:

I have had feeling of my cousin’s wrongs 141
And laboured all I could to do him right

;

But in this kind to come, in braving arms,
iBe his own carver and cut out his way,
To find out right with wrong, it may not be;
And you that do abet him in this kind
Cherish rebellion and are rebels all.

North., The noble duke hath sworn his com-
ing is

But for his own
; and for the right of that

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid
; 150

And let him ne’er see joy that breaks that oath !Vork. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms

:

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess,
Because my power is weak and all ill left

:

But if I could, by Him that gave me life,

I would attach you all and make you stoop
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ;

But since I cannot, be it known to you
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well

;

Unless you please to enter in the castle x6o
And there repose you for this night.

Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept

:

But we must win your grace to go with us
To Bristol Castle, which they say is held
By Bushy, Bagot and their complices,
The caterpillars of the commonwealth,
Which I have sworn to weed and pluck away.
York. It may be I will go with you : but yet

I’ll pause ;

For I am loath to break our country’s laws.
Nor friends nor foes, to me welcome you are ; 170
Things past redress are now with me past care.

[Exeunt.
Scene IV. A camp in Wales.

Enter Salisbury and a Welsh Captain.

Cap. My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay’d
ten days,

And har dly kept our countrymen together,
And yet we hear no tidings from the king

;
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Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell.

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty

Welshman

:

The king reposeth all his confidence in thee.

Cap. ’Tis thought the king is dead ; we will

not stay.
. . ,

The bay-trees in our country are all wither d

And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven

;

The pale-faced moon looks bloody on the earth io

And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful change

;

Rich men look sad and ruffians dance and leap,

The one in fear to lose what they enjoy,

The other to enjoy by rage and war:
<

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings.

Farewell: our countrymen are gone and fled,

As well assured Richard their king is dead.
_

[Exit.

Sal. Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy mind

I see thy glory like a shooting star

Fall to the base earth from the firmament. 20

Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west,

Witnessing storms to come, woe and unrest

:

Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes,

And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. [Exit.

Green. My comfort is that heaven will

our souls
.

And plague injustice with the pains of hell.

Boling. My Lord Northumberland, see th

^[Exeunt Northumberland and otht

with the prisoni

Uncle, you say the queen is at your house

;

For God’s sake, fairly let her be entreated:

Tell her I send to her my kind commends

;

Take special care my greetings be deliver'd.

York. A gentleman of mine I have dispatc

With letters of your love to her at large.

Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle- Come, loi

away,
, _ . ,.

To fight with Glendower and his complices:

Awhile to work, and after holiday. [Exei

Scene II. The coast of Wales. A casth

view.

Drums: flourish and colours. Enter K

Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle, Ahmei

and Soldiers.

ACT III.

Scene I. Bristol. Before the castle.

Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumber
land, Ross, Percy,Willoughby, with Bushy#
and Green, prisoners.

Boling. Bring forth these men.

Bushy and Green, I will not vex your souls—

Since presently your souls must part your bodies—

With too much urging your pernicious lives,

For ’twere no charity ;
yet, to wash your blood

From off my hands, here in the view of men

I will unfold some causes of your deaths.

You have misled a prince, a royal king,

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments.

By you unhappied and disfigured clean : 10

You have in manner with your sinful hours

Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him,

Broke the possession of a royal bed *

And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen s cheeks

With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul

wrongs. ,

Myself, a prince by fortune of my birth,

Near to the king in blood, and near in love

Till you did make him misinterpret me,_

Have stoop’d my neck under your injuries,

And sigh’d my English breath in foreign clouds,

Eating the bitter bread of banishment ;
21

Whilst you have fed upon my signories,

Dispark’d my parks and fell’d my forest woods,

From my own windows torn my household coat,

Razed out my imprese, leaving me no sign,

Save men’s opinions and my living blood,

To show the world I am a gentleman.
#

This and much more, much more than twice all

Condemns you to the death. See them deliver’d

over

To execution and the hand of death. 3°

Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death

to me . . „
Than Bolingbroke to England. Lords, farewell.

K. Rich. Barkloughly castle call they thi

hand ?

A um. Yea, my lord. How brooks your g
the air

> . , „ . . I

After your late tossing on the breaking seas'

K. Rich. Needs must I like it well : I’

for joy
To stand upon my kingdom once again.

Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand,

Though rebels wound thee with their ho

hoofs

:

As a long-parted mother with her child

Plays fondly with her tears and smiles in mee

So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth

And do thee favours with my royal hands.

Feed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle eart

Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous se

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom,

And heavy-gaited toads lie in their way,

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet

Which with usurping steps do trample thee:

Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies

;

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flow

Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder

Whose double tongue may with a mortal tou

Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies.

Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords

:

This earth shall have a feeling and these stoi

Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king

Shall falter under foul rebellion’s arms.

Car. Fear not, my lord: that Power

made you king
. .

..

Hath power to keep you Jung m spite ol all.

The means that heaven yields must be embr;

And not negle&ed ;
else, if heaven would,

And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse,

The proffer’d means of succour and redress.

Aum. He means, my lord, that we arc

remiss; .

Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security,

Grows strong and great in substance an

power.
, - ) .

K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin ! knowst

not



it when the searching eye of heaven is hid,

ind the globe, that lights the lower world,

:n thieves and robbers range abroad unseen

nurders and in outrage, boldly here
; 40

when from under this terrestrial ball

fires the proud tops of the eastern pines

I darts his light through every guilty hole,

n murders, treasons and detested sins,

; cloak of night being pluck’d from off their

backs,

id bare and naked, trembling at themselves?

vhen this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke,

0 all this while hath revell’d in the night

ilst we were wandering with the antipodes,

II see us rising in our throne, the east, 50
treasons will sit blushing in his face,

able to endure the sight of day,

self-affrighted tremble at his sin.

all the water in the rough rude sea

. wash the balm off from an anointed king

;

breath of worldly men cannot depose

deputy elected by the Lord :

every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d

ift shrewd steel against our golden crown,

for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 60
lorious angel : then, if angels fight,

ik men must fall, for heaven still guards the

right.

Enter Salisbury.

come, my lord : how far off lies your power?
il. Nor near nor farther off, my gracious

lord,

n thisweakarm : discomfort guides my tongue
bids me speak of nothing but despair,

day too late, I fear me, noble lord,

h clouded all thy happy days on earth

:

all back yesterday, bid time return,

thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting

men
! 70

lay, to-day, unhappy day, too late,

throws thy joys, friends, fortune and thy
state

:

all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead,
gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed and fled ;

\nn. Comfort, my liege: why looks your
grace so pale ?

. Rich. But now the blood of twenty thou-
sand men
triumph in my face, and they are fled

;

till so much blood thither come again,
e I not reason to look pale and dead ?

ouls that will be safe fly from my side, 80
time hath set a blot upon my pride.

%m. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you
are.

R ich. I had forgot myself : am I not king ?

ke, thou coward majesty! thou sleepest.

>t the king’s name twenty thousand names?
,
arm, my name ! a puny subjedt strikes

ly great glory. Look not to the ground,
ivourites of a king : are we not high ?

1 be our thoughts : I know my uncle York
1 power enough to serve our turn. But who
comes here ? 90

Enter Scroop.

roop. More health and happiness betide my
liege

Than can my care-tuned tongue deliver him

!

K. Rich. Mine ear is open and my heart pre-

pared :

The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold.

Say, is my kingdom lost? why, ’twas my care

;

And what loss is it to be rid of care ?

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we?
Greater he shall not be ; if he serve God,
We’ll serve Him too and be his fellow so

:

Revolt our subjects? that we cannot mend; 100
They break their faith to God as well as us:
Cry woe, destruction, ruin and decay

;

The worst is death, and death will have his day.
Scroop. Glad am I that your highness is so

arm’d
To bear the tidings of calamity.
Like an unseasonable stormy day,
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores,

As if the world were all dissolved to tears,

So high above his limits swells the rage
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land no
With hard bright steel and hearts harder than

steel.

White-beards have arm’d their thin and hairless

scalps

Against thy majesty ; boys, with women’s voices,

Strive to speak big and clap their female joints

In stiff unwieldly arms against thy crown :

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows
Of double-fatal yew against thy state

;

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills

Against thy seat : both young and old rebel,

And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 120
K. Rich. Too well, too well thou tell’st a tale

so ill.

Where is the Earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot?
What is become of Bushy? where is Green?
That they have let the dangerous enemy
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps?
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it

:

I warrant they have made peace with Boling-
broke.

Scroop. Peace have they made with him in-

deed, my lord.

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn’d without
redemption

!

Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! 130
Snakes, in my heart-blood warm’d, that sting my

heart

!

Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas!
Would they make peace? terrible hell make war
Upon their spotted souls for this offence

!

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing h?s pro-
perty,

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate :

Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made
With heads, and not with hands: those whom

you curse
Have felt the worst of death’s destroying wound
And lie full low, graved in the hollow ground.
Aunt. Is Bushy, Green, and the Earl of Wilt-

shire dead? 141
Scroop. Ay, all of them at Bristol lost their

heads.
A um. Where is the duke my father with his

power ?

K. Rich. No matter where; of comfort no
man speak

:

Let’s talk of graves, of worms and epitaphs

;

.

24
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Make dust our paper and with rainy eyes

Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.

Let’s choose executors and talk of wills

:

And yet not so, for what can we bequeath

Save our deposed bodies to the ground ?

Our lands, our lives and all are Bolingbroke s,

And nothing can we call our own but death

And that small model of the barren earth

Which serves as paste and cover to our bones.

For God’s sake, let us sit upon the ground

And tell sad stories of the death of kings

:

How some have been deposed; some slain in

Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed

;

Some poison’d by their wives; some sleeping

kill’d

;

All murder’d : for within the hollow crown 160

That rounds the mortal temples of a king

Keeps Death his court and there the antic sits.

Scoffing his state and grinning at his pomp,

Allowing him a breath, a little scene,

To monarchize, be fear’d and kill with looks.

Infusing him with self and vain conceit,

As if this flesh which walls about our life

Were brass impregnable, and humour’d thus

Comes at the last and with a little pin
.

169

Bores through his castle wall, and farewell king

!

Cover your heads and mock not flesh and blood

With solemn reverence : throw away respedt,

Tradition, form and ceremonious duty,

For you have but mistook me all this while

:

1 1 live with bread like you, feel want,

Taste grief, need friends : subjected thus,

How can you say to me, I am a king?

Car. My lord, wise men ne’er sit and wail

their woes,
But presently prevent the ways to wail. *79

To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength,

Gives in your weakness strength unto your foe.

And so your follies fight against yourself.

Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come to fight

:

And fight and die is death destroying death

;

Where fearing dying pays death servile breath.

Aum. My father hath a power; inquire of

him,
And learn to make a body of a limb.

K. Rich. Thou chidest me well
:
proud Boling-

broke, I come
To change blows with thee for our day of doom.

This ague fit of fear is over-blown ; 190

An easy task it is to win our own.

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power?

Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour.

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the

sky
The state and inclination of the day

:

So may you by my dull and heavy eye,

My tongue hath but a heayier tale to say.

I play the torturer, by small and small

To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken :

Your uncle York is join’d with Bolingbroke, 200

And all your ncrthern castles yielded up,

And all your southern gentlemen in arms

Upon his party.
.

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough.

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth

\To A umerle.

Of that sweet way I was in to despair

!

What say you now? what comfort have we now?

By heaven, I ’ll hate him everlastingly

That bids me be of comfort any more.

Go to Flint castle : there I ’ll pine away

;

A king, woe’s slave, shall kingly woe obey.

That power I have, discharge ; and let them

To ear the land that hath some hope to grow,

For I have none : let no man speak again

To alter this, for counsel is but vain.

Aum. My liege, one word.

K. Rich. He does me double wrc

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tong

Discharge my followers : let them hence away

From Richard’s night to Bolingbroke’s fair da

\Exeu

Scene III. Wales. Before Flint castle

Enter
,
with drum and colours, Bolingbroi

York, Northumberland, Attendants, 1

forces.

Boling. So that by this intelligence we lea

The Welshmen are dispersed, and Salisbury

Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed

With some few private friends upon this coast

North. The news is very fair and good,

Richard not far from hence hath hid his head

York. It would beseem the Lord Northi

berland
To say ‘ King Richard alack the heavy day

When such a sacred king should hide his hea

North. Your grace mistakes ; only to be br

Left I his title out.

York. The time hath been,

Would you have been so brief with him, he wo

Have been so brief with you, to shorten you,

For taking so the head, your whole head’s leng

Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than

should.
.

York . Take not, good cousin, further tl

you should,

Lest you mistake the heavens are o er our hea

Boling. I know it, uncle, and oppose not 1

self

Against their will. But who comes here

.

Enter Percy.

Welcome, Harry : what, will not this castle yie

Percy. The castle royally is mann’d, my lc

Against thy entrance.

Boling. Royally
! _

Why, it contains no king?

Percy. Yes, my good lord,

It doth contain a king; King Richard lies

Within the limits of yon lime and stone :

And with him are the Lord Aumerle, Lord ba

bury,

Sir Stephen Scroop, besides a clergyman

Of holy reverence ;
who, I cannot learn.

North. O, belike it is the Bishop of Carli

Boling. Noble lords,

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle

;

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of pai

Into his ruin’d ears, and thus deliver

;

Henry Bolingbroke

On both his knees doth kiss King Richard shj

And sends allegiance and true faith of heart
j

To his most royal person, hither come
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ren at his feet to lay my arms and power,
ovided that my banishment repeal’d 40
id lands restored again be freely granted

:

not, I ’ll use the advantage ofmy power
id lay the summer’s dust with showers of blood
lin’d from the wounds of slaughter’d English-

men :

le which, how far off from the mind of Boling-
broke

is, such crimson tempest should bedrench
le fresh green lap of fair King Richard’s land,

y stooping duty tenderly shall show.
1,
signify as much, while here we march

ion the grassy carpet of this plain. 50
t’s march without the noise of threatening

drum,
.at from this castle’s tatter’d battlements
ir fair appointments may be well perused,
ithinks King Richard and myself should meet
th no less terror than the elements
fire and water, when their thundering shock
meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven,
he the fire, I ’ll be the yielding water

:

e rage be his, whilst on the earth I rain
t waters ; on the earth, and not on him. 60
irch on, and mark King Richard how he looks.

rle without
,
and answer within. Then a

lourish. Enter oit the walls, King Richard,
he Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle, Scroop,
nd Salisbury.

see, King Richard doth,himself appear,
doth the blushing discontented sun
>m out the fiery portal of the east,
ten he perceives the envious clouds are bent
dim his glory and to stain the track
his bright passage to the Occident.
rork. Yet looks he like a king: behold,
his eye,

bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth
itrolling majesty : alack, alack, for woe, 70
it any harm should stain so fair a show

!

Rich. We are amazed; and thus long
have we stood

watch the fearful bending of thy knee,
[To North.

:ause we thought ourself thy lawful king

:

1 if we be, how dare thy joints forget
pay their awful duty to our presence ?

re be not, show us the hand of God
it hath dismiss’d us from our stewardship

;

well we know, no hand of blood and bone
1 gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 80
ess he do profane, steal, or usurp.
I though you think that all, as you have done,
re torn their souls by turning them from us,
l we are barren and bereft of friends

;

know, my master, God omnipotent,
lustering in his clouds on our behalf
lies of pestilence

; and they shall strike
ir children yet unborn and unbegot,
it lift your vassal hands against my head

1

t^Hsat the glory of my precious crown. 90
I Bolingbroke—for yond methinks he stands

—

Lt every stride he makes upon my land
angerous treason : he is come to open
‘ purple testament of bleeding war

;

ere the crown he looks for live in peace,
thousand bloody crowns of mothers’ sons

Shall ill become the flower of England’s face,
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace
To scarlet indignation and bedew
Her pastures’ grass with faithful English blood.
North. The king of heaven forbid our lord

the king 101
Should so with civil and uncivil arms
Be rush’d upon ! Thy thrice noble cousin
Harry Bolingbroke doth humbly kiss thy hand

;

And by the honourable tomb he swears,
That stands upon your royal grandsire’s bones.
And by the royalties of both your bloods,
Currents that spring from one most gracious head,
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt,
And by the worth and honour of himself, no
Comprising all that may be sworn or said.
His coming hither hath no further scope
Than for his lineal royalties and to beg
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees :

Which on thy royal party granted once,
His glittering arms he will commend to rust.
His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart
To faithful service of your majesty.
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just;
And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 120
K. Rich. Northumberland, say thus the king

returns

:

His noble cousin is right welcome hither;
And all the number of his fair demands
Shall be accomplish’d without contradiction

:

With all the gracious utterance thou hast
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.
We do debase ourselves, cousin, do we not,

[To Aumerle.
To look so poorly and to speak so fair?

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send
Defiance to the traitor, and so die? 130
Atim. No, good my lord; let’s fight with

gentle words
Till time lend friends and friends their helpful

swords.
K. Rich. O God, O God! that e’er this tongue

of mine,
That laid the sentence of dread banishment
On yon proud man, should take it off again
With words of sooth ! O that I were as great.
As is my grief, or lesser than my name !

Or that I could forget what I have been.
Or not remember what I must be now

!

Swell’st thou, proud heart? I’ll give thee scope
to beat, 140

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me.
Aum. Northumberland comes back from Bo-

lingbroke.
K. Rich. What must the king do now? must

he submit?
The king shall do it : must he be deposed ?

The king shall be contented : must he lose
The name of king? o’ God’s name, let it go :

I ’ll give my jewels for a set of beads,
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage,
My gay apparel for an almsman’s gown,
My figured goblets for a dish of wood, 150
My sceptre for a palmer’s walking-staff,
My subjects for a pair of carved saints
And my large kingdom for a little grave,
A little little grave, an obscure grave

;

Or I ’ll be buried in the king’s highway,
Some way of common trade, where subjects’ feet

24—

2
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May hourly trample on their sovereign’s head;

For on my heart they tread now whilst I live
;

And buried once, why not upon my head?

Aumerle, thou weep’st, my tender-hearted cousin

!

We ’ll make foul weather with despised tears ; 161

Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer corn,

A.nd make a dearth in this revolting land.

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes,

And make some pretty match with shedding

tears ?

As thus, to drop them still upon one place,

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves

Within the earth; and, therein laid,—there lies

Two kinsmen digg’d their graves with weeping

eyes.

Would not this ill do well? Well, well, I see 170

I talk but idly, and you laugh at me.

Most mighty prince, my Lord Northumberland,

What says King Bolingbroke? will his majesty

Give Richard leave to live till Richard die?

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay.

North. My lord, in the base court he doth

attend
To speak with you ;

may it please you to come

down. ... ..

K. Rich. Down, down I come ;
like glistering

Phaethon,
Wanting the manage of unruly jades.

In the base court? Base court, where kings

grow base, I^°

To come at traitors’ calls and do them grace.

In the base court? Come down? Down, court!

down, king !

For night-owls shriek where mounting larks

should sing. {Exeuntfrom above.

Boling. What says his majesty?

North. Sorrow and grief of heart

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man

:

Yet he is come.

Set on towards London, cousin, is it so ?

Boling. Yea, my good lord.

K. Rich. Then I must not say n
{Flourish. Exetm

Scene IV. Langley. The Duke of York’.
garden.

Enter the Queen and two Ladies.

Queen . What sport shall we devise here

this garden,

To drive away the heavy thought of care ?

Lady. Madam, we’ll play at bowls.

Queen. ’Twill make me think the world is fi

of rubs,

And that my fortune runs against the bias.

Lady. Madam, we’ll dance.

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in deligl

When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief

Therefore, no dancing, girl ;
some other sport.

Lady. Madam, we’ll tell tales.

Queen. Ofsorrow or ofjoy ?

Lady. Of either, madai

Queen. Of neither, girl r

For if of joy, being altogether wanting,

It doth remember me the more of sorrow ;

Or if of grief, being altogether had,.

It adds more sorrow to my want ofjoy

:

For what I have I need not to repeat

;

And what I want it boots not to complain.

Lady. Madam, I ’ll sing.

Queen . ’Tis well that thou hast caus

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst th

weep.

Enter King Richard and his attendants below.

Boling. Stand all apart,

And show fair duty to his majesty.
{He kneels down.

My gracious lord,

—

K. Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your princely

knee
_ ... I9°

To make the base earth proud with kissing it

:

Me rather had my heart might feel your love

Than my unpleased eye see.your courtesy.

Up, cousin, up
;
your heart is up, I know,

Thus high at least, although your knee be low.

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for

mine own.
K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours,

and all.

Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted

lord,

As my true service shall deserve your love.

K. Rich. Well you deserve : they well deserve

to have, 200

That know the strong’st and surest way to get.

Uncle, give me your hands : nay, dry your eyes

Tears show their love, but want their remedies.

Cousin, I am too young to be your father,

Though you are old enough to be my heir.

What you will have, I’ll give, and willing too

;

For do we must what force will have us do.

Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do y
good.

Queen. And I could sing, would weeping

me good,
And never borrow any tear of thee.

Enter a Gardener, and two Servants.
*

But stay, here come the gardeners :

Let’s step into the shadow of these trees.

My wretchedness unto a row of pins,

They’ll talk of state ; for every one doth so

Against a change ; woe is forerun with woe.
.

{Queen and Ladies reti

Gard. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apricocl

Which, like unruly children, make their sire

Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight

Give some supportance to the bending twigs.

Go thou, and like an executioner,

Cut off the heads of too fast growing sprays.

That look too lofty in our commonwealth : .

All must be even in our government.

You thus employ’d, I will go root away
The noisome weeds, which without profit suck

The soil’s fertility from wholesome flowers.

Serv. Why should we in the compass of a pi

Keep law and form and due proportion,

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate,

When our sea-walled garden, the whole land,

Is full of weeds, her fairest flowers choked up.

Her fruit-trees all unpruned, her hedges ruin d

Her knots disorder’d and her wholesome herb?

Swarming with caterpillars ?

Gard. Hold thy peace.



:ene iv.] KING RICHARD II. 373

e that hath suffer’d this disorder’d spring

ath now himself met with the fall of leaf

:

he weeds which his broad-spreading leaves did

shelter,
.

50

hat seem’d in eating him to hold him up,

re pluck’d up root and all by Bolingbroke,

mean the Earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green.

Serv. What, are they dead ?

Gard. They are ; and Bolingbroke

ath seized the wasteful king. O, what pity is it

hat he had not so trimm’d and dress’d his land

5 we this garden ! We at time of year

0 wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees,

;st, being over-proud in sap and blood,

ith too much riches it confound itself : 60

ad he done so to great and growing men,
hey might have lived to bear and he to taste

leir fruits of duty : superfluous branches

e lop away, that bearing boughs may live

:

ad lie done so, himself had borne the crown,
hich waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down.
Serv. What, think you then the king shall be

deposed?
Gard. Depress’d he is already, and deposed
is doubt he will be : letters came last night

) a dear friend of the good Duke of York’s, 70
lat tell black tidings.

Queen. 0 ,
I am press’d to death through want

of speaking ! {Comingforward.
iou, old Adam’s likeness, set to dress this garden,

ow dares thy harsh rude tongue sound this

unpleasing news ?

hat Eve, what serpent, hath suggested thee
> make a second fall of cursed man ?

hy dost thou say King Richard is deposed?
irest thou, thou little better thing than earth,

vine his downfal ? Say, where, when, and how,
imest thou by this ill tidings? speak, thou

wretch. 80
Gard. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I

1 breathe this news
;
yet what I say is true,

ng Richard, he is in the mighty hold

(

Bolingbroke : their fortunes both are weigh’d :

your lord’s scale is nothing but himself,

id some few vanities that make him light

;

it in the balance of great Bolingbroke,
:sides himself, are all the English peers,

id with that odds he weighs King Richard down,
st you to London, and you will find it so

; 90
peak no more than every one doth know.
Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so light of

foot,

)th not thy embassage belong to me,
id am I last that knows it? O, thou think’st

serve me last, that I may longest keep
iy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go,
» meet at London London’s king in woe.
hat, was I born to this, that my sad look
ould grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke?
iirdener, for telling me these news of woe, 100
ay God the plants thou graft’stmay never grow.

{Exeunt Queen and Ladies.
Card. Poor queen ! so that thy state might

be no worse,
would my skill were subject to thy curse,
ire did she fall a tear

; here in this place
1 set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace :

ie, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen,

I
the remembrance ofaweeping queen. {Exeunt.

ACT IY.

Scene I. Westminster Hall.

Enter
,
as to the Parliament

, Bolingbroke,
Aumerle, Northumberland, Percv, Fitz-
vvater, Surrey, the Bishop of Carlisle,
the Abbot of Westminster, and another
Lord, Herald, Officers, and Bagot.

Boling. Call forth Bagot.
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind;
What thou dost know of noble Gloucester’s death,
Who wrought it with the king, and who perform’d
The bloody office of his timeless end.
Bagot. Then set before my face the Lord

Aumerle.
Boling. Cousin, stand forth, and look upon

that man.
Bagot. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring

tongue
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d.

In that dead time when Gloucester’s death was
plotted, 10

I heard you say, ‘Is not my arm of length,
That reacheth from the restful English court
As far as Calais, to mine uncle’s head ?

’

Amongst much other talk, that very time,
I heard you say that you had rather refuse
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns
Than Bolingbroke’s return to England ;

Adding withal, how blest this land would be
In this your cousin’s death.
Aum. Princes and noble lords,

What answer shall I make to this base man? 20
Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars,

On equal terms to give him chastisement?
Either I must, or have mine honour soil’d

With the attainder of his slanderous lips.

There is my gage, the manual seal of death,
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou best,
And will maintain what thou hast said is false
In thy heart-blood, though being all too base
To stain the temper of my knightly sword.
Boling. Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not take

it up. 30
A 7im. Excepting one, I would he were the best

In all this presence that hath moved me so.

Fitz. If that thy valour stand on sympathy,
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine :

By that fair sun which shows me where thou
stand’st,

I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spakest it,

That thou wert cause of noble Gloucester’s death.
If thou deny’st it twenty times, thou best;
And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart,
Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point. 40
Aum. Thou darest not, coward, live to see

that day.
Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would it were this

hour.
Atim. Fitzwater, thou art damn’d to hell for

this.

Percy. Aumerle, thou best
;
his honour is as true

In this appeal as thou art all unjust

;

And that thou art so, there I throw my gage,
To prove it on thee to the extremest point
Of mortal breathing : seize it, if thou darest.
Aum. An if I do not, may my hands rot off

And never brandish more revengeful steel 50— ——.

—
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' Over the glittering helmet of my foe !

Another Lord. I task the earth to the like,

forsworn Aumerle

;

And spur thee on with full as many lies

As may be holloa’d in thy treacherous ear

! From sun to sun : there is my honour’s pawn

;

!
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest.

Aum. Who sets me else? by heaven, I’ll throw

at all

:

! I have a thousand spirits in one breast,

i To answer twenty thousand such as you.

Surrey

.

My Lord Fitzwater, I do remember
well

.

6°

The very time Aumerle and you did talk.

! Fitz. ’Tis very true
:
you were in presence then ;

|

And you can witness with me this is true.

!
Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself

is true.

;

Fitz. Surrey, thou liest.

Surrey. Dishonourable boy

!

i That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword,

That it shall render vengeance and revenge

j

Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do lie

j

In earth as quiet as thy father’s skull

:

! In proof whereof, there is my honour’s pawn ; 70

Engage it to the trial, if thou darest.

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward

horse 1

If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live,

t I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness,
.

j

And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies,

S
And lies, and lies : there is my bond' of faith,

;
To tie thee to my strong correction,

j

As I intend to thrive in this new world,

! Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal

:

! Besides, I heard the banish’d Norfolk say 80

I That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men
! To execute the noble duke at Calais.

Aum. Some honest Christian trust me with a

That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this.

If he may be repeal’d, to try his honour.

Boling. These differences shall all rest under

gage
Till Norfolk be repeal’d: repeal’d he shall be,

And, though mine enemy, restored again
; To all his lands and signories : when he ’s return’d,

Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 90

Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be seen.
: Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought

For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field,

Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross

j

Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens

;

|

And toil’d with works of war, retired himself

! To Italy; and there at Venice gave

His body to that pleasant country’s earth,

And his pure soul unto his captain Christ,

Under whose colours he had fought so long. 100

Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead?

Car. As surely as I live, my lord.

Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul

to the bosom
Of good old Abraham ! Lords appellants,

Your differences shall all rest under gage

Till we assign you to your days of trial.

Enter York, attended

.

York. Great Duke of Lancaster, I come to

thee

From plume-pluck’d Richard ; who with willir

soul

Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields

To the possession of thy royal hand : 1:

Ascend his throne, descending now from him

;

And long live Henry, fourth of that name !

Boling. In God’s name, I’ll ascend the reg

throne.

Car. Marry, God forbid !

Worst in this royal presence may I speak.

Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth.

Would God that any in this noble presence

Were enough noble to be upright judge

Of noble Richard ! then true noblesse would
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong, r

What subjedf can give sentence on his king?

And who sits here that is not Richard’s subjeft

Thieves are not judged but they are by to hear

Although apparent guilt be seen in them

;

And shall the figure of God’s majesty.

His captain, steward, deputy-ele<5l,

Anointed, crowned, planted many years.

Be judged by subjedl and inferior breathy

And he himself not present? O, forfend it, Go
That in a Christian climate souls refined 1;

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed

I speak to subjedls, and a subject speaks,

Stirr’d up by God, thus boldly for his king.
.

I

My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call king
j

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king:

And if you crown him, let me prophesy : I

The blood of English shall manure the ground, j|

And future ages groan for this foul adt

;

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, I

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars i.

Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound!

Disorder, horror, fear and mutiny
Shall here inhabit, and this land be call’d

The field of Golgotha and dead men’s skulls. I

O, if you raise this house against this house, I

It will the woefullest division prove

That ever fell upon this cursed earth.

Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so,

Lest child, child’s children, cry against y<

‘ woe !

’ 'M
North. Well have you argued, sir; and, f

your pains, J
.

Of capital treason we arrest you here.

My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge

To keep him safely till his day of trial.

May it please you, lords, to grant the commor
suit.

Boling. Fetch hither Richard, that in cor

mon view
He may surrender; so we shall proceed

Without suspicion.

York. I will be his conduct. [Ext

Boling. Lords, you that here are under 01

arrest,

Procure your sureties for your days of answer.

Little are we beholding to your love,

And little look’d for at your helping hands.

Re-enter York, with Richard, and Officers

bearing the regalia.

.

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a kin;

Before I have shook off the regal thoughts

Wherewith I reign’d ? I hardly yet have learn

To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs

:



'e sorrow leave awhile to tutor me
this submission. Yet I well remember

e favours of these men : were they not mine ?

d they not sometime cry, ‘all hail !’ to me?
Judas did to Christ: but he, in twelve, 170

>und truth in all but one ; I, in twelve thousand,

none.

)d save the king ! Will no man say amen?
n I both priest and clerk? well then, amen.

>d save the king ! although I be not he ;

id yet, amen, if heaven do think him me.

> do what service am I sent for hither?

York. To do that office of thine own good will

hich tired majesty did make thee offer,

le resignation of thy state and crown
Henry Bolingbroke. 180

K. Rich. Give me the crown. Here, cousin,

seize the crown

;

sre cousin

;

1 this side my hand, and on that side yours.

3W is this golden crown like a deep well

lat owes two buckets, filling one another,

le emptier ever dancing in the air,

le other down, unseen and full of water

:

lat bucket down and full of tears am I,

inking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high.

Boling. I thought you had been willing to

resign.
# }9

°

K. Rich. My crown I am ; but still my griefs

are mine

:

>u may my glories and my state depose,

it not my griefs ; still am I king of those.

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with
your crown.

K. Rich. Your cares set up do not pluck my
cares down.

y care is loss of care, by old care done

;

»ur care is gain of care, by new care won

:

te cares I give I have, though given away

;

ley tend the crown, yet still with me they
stay.

Boling. Are you contented to resign the

crown ? 200

K. Rich. Ay, no; no, ay; for I must
nothing be

;

lerefore no no, for I resign to thee.

3w mark me, how I will undo myself

:

jive this heavy weight from off my head
id this unwieldly sceptre from my hand,
le pride of kingly sway from out my heart

;

ith mine own tears I wash away my balm,
ith mine own hands I give away my crown,
ith mine own tongue deny my sacred state,

ith mine own breath release all duty’s rites

:

1 pomp and majesty I do forswear; 21 x

y manors, rents, revenues I forego

;

y a<5ts, decrees, and statutes I deny

:

>d pardon all oaths that are broke to me !

)d keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee !

ake me, that nothing have, with nothing
grieved,

id thou with all pleased, that hast all achieved!
>ng mayst thou live in Richard’s seat to sit,

id soon lie Richard in an earthy pit

!

id save King Harry, unking’d Richard says,

id send him many years of sunshine days ! 221
hat more remains ?

North. No more, but that you read
lese accusations and these grievous crimes

Committed by your person and your followers

Against the state and profit of this land

;

That, by confessing them, the souls of men
May deem that you are worthily deposed.
K. Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel out

My weaved-up folly? Gentle Northumberland,
If thy offences were upon record, 230
Would it not shame thee in so fair a troop

To read a ledture of them? If thou wouldst,
There shouldst thou find one heinous article,

Containing the deposing of a king
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath,

Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of

heaven

:

Nay, all of you that stand and look upon,
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself,

Though some of you with Pilate wash your hands
Showing an outward pity

;
yet you Pilates 240

Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross,

And water cannot wash away your sin.

North. My lord, dispatch; read o’er these
articles.

K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I can-

not see :

And yet salt water blinds them not so much
But they can see a sort of traitors here.

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself,
I find myself a traitor with the rest

;

For I have given here my soul’s consent
To undeck the pompous body of a king; 250
Made glory base and sovereignty a slave,

Proud majesty a subje<5t, state a peasant.

North. My lord,

—

K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught in-

sulting man,
Nor no man’s lord

;
I have no name, no title,

No, not that name was given me at the font,

But ’tis usurp’d: alack the heavy day,
That I have worn so many winters out.

And know not now what name to call myself

!

O that I were a mockery king of snow, 260
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke,

To melt myself away in water-drops !

Good king, great king, and yet not greatly good,
An if my word be sterling yet in England,
Let it command a mirror hither straight,

That it may show me what a face I have,
Since it is bankrupt of his majesty.
Boling. Go some of you and fetch a looking-

glass. [Exit an attendant.
North. Read o’er this paper while the glass

doth come.
K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment’st me ere I

come to hell ! 270
Boling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northum-

berland.
North. The commons will not then be sa-

tisfied.

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied: I’ll read
enough,

When I do see the very book indeed
Where all my sins are writ, and that’s myself.

Re-enter Attendant, with a glass.

Give me the glass, and therein will I read.

No deeper wrinkles yet? hath sorrow struck
So many blows upon this face of mine,
And made no deeper wounds? O flattering glass,

Like to my followers in prosperity, 280



Thou dost beguile me ! W^as this face the face

That every day under his household roof

Did keep ten thousand men? was this the face

That, like the sun, did make beholders wink?

Was this the face that faced so many follies.

And was at last out-faced by Bolingbroke?

A brittle glory shineth in this face

:

As brittle as the glory is the face

;

[Dashes the glass against the ground.

For there it is, crack’d in a hundred shivers.

Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, 290

How soon my sorrow hath destroy’d my face.

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath

destroy’d

The shadow of your face.

K. Rich. Say that again.

The shadow of my sorrow ! ha ! let’s see

:

’Tis very true, my grief lies all within ;

And these external manners of laments

Are merely shadows to the unseen grief

That swells with silence in the tortured soul

;

There lies the substance : and I thank thee,

king,

For thy great bounty, that not only givest 300

Me cause to wail but teachest me the way
How to lament the cause. I ’ll beg one boon,

And then be gone and trouble you no more.

Shall I obtain it?

Boling. Name it, fair cousin.

K. Rich. ‘Fair cousin’? I am greater than

a king:
For when I was a king, my flatterers

Were then but subjects ; being now a subject,

I have a king here to my flatterer.

Being so great, I have no need to beg.

Boling. Yet ask.

K. Rich. And shall I have?

Boling. You shall.

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go.

Boling. Whither?
K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from

your sights.

Boling. Go, some of you convey him to the

Tower.
K. Rich. O, good! convey? conveyers are

you all,

That rise thus nimbly by a true king5
s fall.

[Exeunt King Richard
,
some Lords

,

and a Guard.

Boling. On Wednesday next we solemnly set

down
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 320

[Exeunt all except the Bishop of Carlisle, the

Abbot of Westminster,
and A umerle.

A bbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld.

Car. The woe’s to come; the children yet

unborn
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn.

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot

|

To rid the realm of this pernicious blot?

Abbot. My lord,

! Before I freely speak my mind herein,

!
You shall not only take the sacrament

;

To bury mine intents, but also to effeCt

Whatever I shall happen to devise.

I see your brows are full of discontent,

Your hearts of sorrow and your eyes of tears

:

Come home with me to supper; and I ’ll lay

A plot shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt.

Enter Queen and Ladies.

Queen. This way the king will come ; thi

the way
To Julius Caesar’s ill-ereCted tower,

To whose flint bosom my condemned lord

Is doom’d a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke:

Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth

Have any resting for her true king’s queen.

Enter Richard and Guard.

310

But soft, but see, or rather do not see,

My fair rose wither: yet look up, behold,

That you in pity may dissolve to dew,
And wash him fresh again with true-love tear!

Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand

Thou map of honour, thou King Richard’s ton

And not King Richard; thou most beauteousi

Why should hard-favour’d grief be lodged in th

When triumph is become an alehouse guest?

K. Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman,
not so,

To make my end too sudden : learn, good sot

To think our former state a happy dream ;

From which awaked, the truth of what we art

Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet]

To grim Necessity, and he and I

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to Fra

And cloister thee in some religious house:

Our holy lives must win a new world’s crown,

Which our profane hours here have stricken do
|

Queen. What, is my Richard both in sh'

and mind
<

<

Transform’d and weaken’d? hath Bolingbrj

deposed
Thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart?

The lion dying thrusteth forth his paw,
.

I

And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rjj

To be o’erpower’d ; and wilt thou, pupiblike, I

Take thy correction mildly, kiss the rod.

And fawn on rage with base humility,

Which art a lion and a king of beasts?
.

I

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed; ifaut

but beasts,

I had been still a happy king of men.

Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence

France

:

Think I am dead and that even here thou tak

As from my death-bed, thy last living leave.

In winter’s tedious nights sit by the fire

With good old folks and let them tell thee tal

Of woeful ages long ago betid
; _ J

And ere thou bid good night, to quit their gri

Tell thou the lamentable tale of me I

And send the hearers weeping to their beds :

J

For why, the senseless brands will sympathiz;

The heavy accent of thy moving tongue

And in compassion weep the fire out

;

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-blai

For the deposing of a rightful king.

33° Enter Northumberland and others.

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbrolj

changed

;

You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower.
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1, madam, there is order ta’en for you

;

h all swift speed you must away to France.
Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder where-
withal

: mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne,

: time shall not be many hours of age
re than it is ere foul sin gathering head
11 break into corruption : thou shalt think,

ugh he divide the realm and give thee half,

; too little, helping him to all ; 61

l he shall think that thou, which know’st the

way
plant unrightful kings, wilt know again,

lg ne’er so little urged, another way
Dluck him headlong from the usurped throne,

love of wicked men converts to fear ;

t fear to hate, and hate turns one or both
vorthy danger and deserved death.
'

orth . My guilt be on my head, and there an
end. 69

e leave and part
;
for you must part forthwith.

. Rich. Doubly divorced ! Bad men, you
violate

vofold marriage, ’twixt my crown and me,
then betwixt me and my married wife,

me unkiss the oath ’twixt thee and me

;

yet not so, for with a kis9 ’twas made,
us, Northumberland; I towards the north,

:re shivering cold and sickness pines the clime
;

wife to France: from whence, set forth in

pomp,
came adorned hither like sweet May,
back like Hallowmas or short’st of day. 80
leen . And must we be divided ? must we part ?

. Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and
heart from heart.

teen. Banish us both and send the king
with me.
rrth. That were some love but little policy.

teen. Then whither he goes, thither letme go.
. Rich. So two, together weeping, make
one woe.

p thou for me in France, I for thee here;
ir far off than near, be ne’er the near.
:ount thyway with sighs ; I mine with groans.
teen. So longest way shall have the longest
moans. 90
Rich. Twice for one step I’ll groan, the
way being short,

piece the way out with a heavy heart,
e, come, in wooing sorrow let ’s be brief,

-, wedding it, there is such length in grief

:

kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part ;

> give I mine, and thus take I thy heart.
teen. Give me mine own again; ’twere no
good part
ike on me to keep and kill thy heart,
tow I have mine own again, be gone,
I may strive to kill it with a groan. 100
Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond
delay

:

- more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say.

\_Exeunt.

cene II. The Duke of York’s palace.

Enter York and his Duchess.
tch. My lord, you told me you would tell

the rest,

When weeping made you break the story off.

Of our two cousins coming into London.
York. Where did I leave?
Duch.

*

At that sad stop, my lord,
Where rude misgovern’d hands from windows’ tops
Threw dust and rubbish on King Richard’s head.

York. Then, as I said, the duke, great
Bolingbroke,

Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed
Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know,
With slow but stately pace kept on his course, 10
Whilst all tongues cried ‘God save thee, Boling-

broke !’

You would have thought the very windows spake,
So many*greedy looks of young and old
Through casements darted their desiring eyes
Upon his visage, and that all the walls
With painted imagery had said at once
‘ Jesu preserve thee ! welcome, Bolingbroke!’
Whilst he, from the one side to the other turning,
Bareheaded, lower than his proud steed’s neck,
Bespake them thus ;

‘ I thank you, countrymen :

’

And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along. 21
Duch. Alack, poor Richard ! where rode he

the whilst?
York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men.

After a well-graced adtor leaves the stage,
Are idly bent on him that enters next,
Thinking his prattle to be tedious

;

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes
Did scowl on gentle Richard ; no man cried ‘ God

save him !

’

No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home

:

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head
; 30

Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,

His face still combating with tears and smiles,
The badges of his grief and patience,
That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel’d
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted
And barbarism itself have pitied him.
But heaven hath a hand in these events,
To whose high will we bound our calm contents.
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now,
Whose state and honour I for aye allow. 40
Duch. Here comes my son Aumerle.
York

.
_

Aumerle that was

;

But that is lost for being Richard’s friend,
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now :

I am in parliament pledge for his truth
And lasting fealty to the new made king.

Enter Aumerle.
Duch. Welcome, my son : who are the violets

now
That strew the green lap of the new come spring?
Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care

not

:

God knows I had as lief be none as one.
York.

"

Well, bear you well in this new spring
of time, 50

Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime.
What news from Oxford? hold those justs and

triumphs ?

Attm. For aught I know, my lord, they do.
York. You will be there, I know.
Aum. If God prevent not, I purpose so.
York. What seal is that, that hangs without

thy bosom ?

Yea, look’st thou pale? let me see the writing. 1



Aum. My lord, ’tis nothing.

York. No matter, then, who see it:

I will be satisfied ;
let me see the writing.

A uni. I do beseech your grace to pardon me :

It is a matter of small consequence, 61

Which for some reasons I would not have seen.

York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean
to see.

I fear, I fear,

—

Duch. What should you fear?
_

’Tis nothing but some bond, that he is enter’d

into

For gay apparel ’gainst the triumph day,

York. Bound to himself! what doth he with

a bond
That he is bound to? Wife, thou art a fool.

Boy, let me see the writing.

Aum. I do beseech you, pardon me; I may
not show it.

.
7°

York. I will be satisfied ;
let me see it, I say.

[He plucks it out ofhis bosom and reads it.

Treason ! foul treason ! Villain ! traitor ! slave !

Duck. What is the matter, my lord?

York. Ho ! who is within there ?

That I have been disloyal to thy bed,

And that he is a bastard, not thy son

:

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that i

He is as like thee as a man may be,

Not like to me, or any of my kin,

And yet I love him.

York. Make way, unruly woman |i

ug
Duch. After, Aumerle ! mount thee upo jii

horse

;

Spur post, and get before him to the king,

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee.

I ’ll not be long behind ;
though I be old,

I doubt not but to ride as fast as York

:

And never will I rise up from the ground

Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee. Awa;

gone !
[Ext

90

Scene III. A royalpalace.

Enter a Servant.

Saddle my horse.

God for his mercy, what treachery is here !

Duch. Whv, what is it, my lord?

York. Give me my boots, I say; saddle my
horse. [Exit Servant.

Now, by mine honour, by my life, by my troth,

I will appeach the villain.

Duch. What is the matter?

York. Peace, foolish woman. 80

Duch. I will not peace. What is the matter,

Aumerle? . .

Aum. Good mother, be content; it is no

more
Than my poor life must answer.

Duch. Thy life answer !

York. Bring me my boots: I will unto the

king.

Re-enter Servant with loots.

Duch. Strike him, Aumerle. Poor boy, thou

art amazed.
Hence, villain ! never more come in my sight.

York. Give me my boots, I say.

Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do?

Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own?

Have we more sons ? or are we like to have ?

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time?

And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age,

And rob me of a happy mother’s name ?

Is he not like thee? is he not thine own?
York. Thou fond mad woman,

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy?

A dozen of them here have ta’en the sacrament,

And interchangeably set down their hands,

To kill the king at Oxford.

Duch. He shall be none
; 99

We’ll keep him here : then what is that to him?

York. Away, fond woman ! were he twenty

times my son,

I would appeach him.

Duch. Hadst thou groan d for him

As I have done, thou wouldst be more pitiful.

But now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspedt

Enter Bolingbroke, Percy, and other Lc

Boling. Can no man tell me of my unth

son?
# . n -i

’Tis full three months since I did see him la:

If any plague hang over us, ’tis lie.

I would to God, my lords, he might be foun<

Inquire at London, ’mongst the taverns ther

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent,

With unrestrained loose companions,

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lain

And beat our watch, and rob our passengers

Which he, young wanton and effeminate bo}

Takes on the point of honour to support

So dissolute a crew.

Percy. My lord, some two days since I

the prince,

And told him of those triumphs held at Oxfc,

Boling. And what said the gallant?

Percy. His answer was, he would untc

stews, . . M
And from the common’st creature pluck a gl

And wear it as a favour ;
and with that

He would unhorse the lustiest challenger.

Boling. As dissolute as desperate
;
yet thr;

both
I see some sparks of better hope, which

years
May happily bring forth. But who comes 1

Enter Aumerle.

Aum. Where is the king?

Boling. What means our cousin, that he s

and looks

So wildly? ,

Aum. God save your grace! I do bes

your majesty,

To have some conference with your grace al

Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and lea\

here alone. [Exeunt Percy and L<

What is the matter with our cousin now?

Aum. For ever may my knees grow t<

earth,

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mo

Unless a pardon ere I rise or speak.

Boling. Intended or committed was this f

If on the first, how heinous e’er it be,

To win thy after-love I pardon thee.

Aum. Then give me leave that I may

the key,



no man enter till my tale be done.
ling. Have thy desire.

rk . [ Withiri\ My liege, beware ; look to
thyself

;

hast a traitor in thy presence there. 40
ling. Villain, I’ll make thee safe.

[Drawing.

Stay thy revengeful hand ; thou hast
no cause to fear.

rk. [ Within\ Open the door, secure, fool-

hardy king

:

I for love speak treason to thy face ?

the door, or I will break it open.

Enter York.

'ing. What is the matter, uncle? speak

;

/er breath ; tell us how near is danger,
we may arm us to encounter it.

k. Peruse this writing here, and thou
shalt know
reason that my haste forbids me show. 50

Remember, as thou read’st, thy pro-
mise pass’d

:

epent me ; read not my name there ;

sart is not confederate with my hand.
-k. It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it

iown.

it from the traitor’s bosom, king

;

and not love, begets his penitence

:

t to pity him, lest thy pity prove
Dent that will sting thee to the heart.

O heinous, strong and bold conspi-
racy !

il father of a treacherous son ! 60
sheer, immaculate and silver fountain,
whence this stream through muddy pas-
sages

held his current and defiled himself!
verflow of good converts to bad,
iy abundant goodness shall excuse
leadly blot in thy digressing son.
k. So shall my virtue be his vice’s bawd ;

e shall spend mine honour with his shame,
iftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold,
honour lives when his dishonour dies, 70
' shamed life in his dishonour lies

:

kill’st me in his life
;
giving him breath,

aitor lives, the true man ’s put to death.
h.

,

[Within~\ What ho, my liege ! for
:od’s sake, let me in.

ng. What shrill-voiced suppliant makes
his eager cry?
h. A woman, and thy aunt, great king;
is I.

with me, pity me, open the door

:

;ar begs that never begg’d before.
ng> Our scene is alter’d from a serious thing,
dw changed to ‘The Beggar and the King.’
ngemus cousin, let your mother in : 81
r she is come to pray for your foul sin.

If thou do pardon, whosoever pray,
ins for this forgiveness prosper may.
ster’d joint cut off, the rest rest sound;
t alone will all the rest confound.

Enter Duchess.
t. O king, believe not this hard-hearted
Lan!

Dving not itself none other can.

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou
make here?

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 90
Duck. Sweet York, be patient. Hear me,

gentle liege. [Kneels.
Boling. Rise up, good aunt.
Duck.

*
Not yet, I thee beseech

:

For ever will I walk upon my knees,
And never see day that the happy sees,
Till thou give joy

; until thou bid me joy,
By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy.
Aum. Unto my mother’s prayers I bend my

knee.
York. Against them both my true joints

bended be.

Ill mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace !

Duck. Pleads he in earnest? look upon, his
face; 1QO

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest;
His words come from his mouth, ours from our

breast

:

He prays but faintly and would be denied
;We pray with heart and soul and all beside :

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know;
Our knees shall kneel till to the ground theygrow

;

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy;
Ours of true zeal and deep integrity.
Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them have
That mercy which true prayer ought to have, no
Boling. Good aunt, stand up.
Duck. Nay, do not say, ‘stand up;’

Say ‘pardon’ first, and afterwards ‘stand up.’
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach,
‘ Pardon’ should be the first word of thy speech.
I never long’d to hear a word till now

;

"

Say ‘pardon,’ king; let pity teach thee how

:

The word is short, but not so short as sweet

;

No word like ‘pardon’ forkings’ mouths so meet.
York. Speak it in French, king; say, ‘par-

donne moi.’

Duck. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to
destroy? I20

Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord.
That set’st the word itself against the word !

Speak ‘pardon’ as ’tis current in our land;
The chopping French we do not understand.
Thine eye begins to speak ; set thy tongue there ;

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ;

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do
pierce.

Pity may move thee ‘pardon’ to rehearse.
Boling. Good aunt, stand up.
Duck. I do not sue to stand

;

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 130
Boling. I pardon him, as God shall pardon me.
Duck. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee !

Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again

;

Twice saying ‘pardon’ doth not pardon twain.
But makes one pardon strong.
Boling. With all my heart

I pardon him.
Duck. A god on earth thou art.
Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law and

the abbot,
With all the rest of that consorted crew,
Destruaion straight shall dog them at the heels.
Good uncle, help to order several powers 140
To Oxford, or where’er these traitors are :

They shall not live within this world, I swear,
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But I will have them, if I once know where.

Uncle, farewell : and, cousin too, adieu

:

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true.

Dzich. Come, my old son : I pray God make

thee new. [Exeunt

.

Scene IV. The same.

Enter Exton and Servant.

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what

words he spake,
t

‘ Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear?

Was it not so?

Ser. These were his very words.

Exton. ‘Have I no friend?’ quoth he: he

spake it twice,

And urged it twice together, did he not?

Serv. He did.

Exton. And speaking it, he wistly look d

on me

;

As who should say, ‘ I would thou wert the man
That would divorce this terror from my heart;’

Meaning the king at Pomfret.. Come, let’s go : 10

I am the king’s friend, and will rid his foe.

[Exeunt.

Scene V. Pomfret castle•

Enter King Richard.

K. Rich. I have been studying how I may
compare

This prison where I live unto the world

:

And for because the world is populous

And here is not a creature but myself,

I cannot do it
;
yet I '11 hammer it out.

My brain I'll prove the female to my soul.

My soul the father ;
and these two beget

A generation of still-breeding thoughts,

And these same thoughts people this little world,

In humours like the people of this world, 10

For no thought is contented. The better sort.

As thoughts of things divine, are intermix’d

With scruples and do set the word itself

Against the word

:

With nothing shall be pleased, till he be east

With being nothing. Music do I hear ? [M
Ha, ha ! keep time : how sour sweet music i

When time is broke and no proportion kept

So is it in the music of men’s lives.

And here have I the daintiness of ear

To check time broke in a disorder’d string;

But for the concord of my state and time

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke.

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me
For now hath time made me his numb

clock

:

My thoughts are minutes ; and with sighs

jar
.

Their watches on unto mine eyes, the

watch,
Whereto my finger, like a dial’s point,

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from teai

Now sir, the sound that tells what hour it is

Are clamorous groans, which strike upoi

heart,

Which is the bell : so sighs and tears and gi

Show minutes, times, and hours : but my ti

Runs posting on in Bolingbroke’s proud joy

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o’ the 1

This music mads me ; let it sound no more

For though it have holp madmen to their w

In me it seems it will make wise men mad.

Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me

!

For ’tis a sign of love ;
and love to Richard

Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world.

Enter a Groom of the Stable.

Against, uic wuiu.

As thus, ‘ Come, little ones,’ and then again,

‘ It is as hard to come as for a camelit is as naxu x o

To thread the postern of a small needle’s eye.

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot

Unlikely wonders ;
how these vain weak nails

May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 20

Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls,

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride.

Thoughts tending to content flatter ihemselves

That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves,

Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars

Who sitting in the stocks refuge their shame,

That many have and others must. sit there

;

And in this thought they find a kind of ease,

Bearing their own misfortunes on the back

Of such as have before endured the like. 3°

Thus play I in one person many people,.

And none contented : sometimes am I king

;

Then treasons make me wish myself a beggar,

And so I am : then crushing penury

.

Persuades me I was better when a king;

Then am I king’d again : and by and by
Think that I am unking’d by Bolingbroke,

And straight am nothing : but wh.ate er I be,

Nor I nor any man that but man is

Groom. Hail, royal prince !

K. Rich. Thanks, noble

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear.

What art thou ? and how comest thou hithu

Where no man never comes but that sad dc

That brings me food to make misfortune lh

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable.

When thou wert king ; who, travelling to

York,
With much ado at length have gotten leavt

To look upon my sometimes royal master’s

O, how it yearn’d my heart when I behetd

In London streets, that coronation-day,

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary,

That horse that thou so often hast bestnd.

That horse that I so carefully have dress’d

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Te.

gentle friend,

How went he under him?
.

.

Groom. So proudly as if he disdain

ground.

K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke v

his back

!

That jade hath eat bread from my royal iu

This hand hath made him proud with els

him. .

Would he not stumble? would he not fall c

Since pride must have a fall, and break th

Of that proud man that did usurp his back

Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee,

Since thou, created to be awed by man,

Wast born to bear? I was not made a hoi

And yet I bear a burthen like an. ass,.

Spurr’d, gall’d and tired by jauncing J

broke.
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Enter Keeper, with a dish

.

iep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer

stay.

Rich. If thou love me, ’tis time thou wert
away.
oovi. What my tongue dares not, that my
heart shall say. [Exit.

>ep. My lord, will’t please you to fall to?

Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont
to do.

_ _
99

>ep. My lord, I dare not : Sir Pierce of Ex-
who lately came from the king, commands
ontrary.

Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster
and thee

!

nee is stale, and I am weary of it.

[Beats the keeper.

cp. Help, help, help

!

Enter Exton and Servants, armed.

Rich. How now! what means death in

this rude assault?

n, thy own hand yields thy death’s instru-

ment.
Hatching an axefrom a Servant and kill-

ing him.
iou, and fill another room in hell.

He kills another. Then Exton strikes him
down.

hand shall burn in never-quenching fire

staggers thus my person. Exton, thy fierce

hand 1 10
with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s own
land.

it, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high

;

st my gross flesh sinks downward, here to

die. [Dies,
ton. As full of valour as of royal blood

:

have I spill’d; O would the deed were
good!
ow the devil, that told me I did well,
that this deed is chronicled in hell,

dead king to the living king I’ll bear

:

hence the rest, and give them burial here.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI. Windsor castle.

rish. Enter Bolingbroice, York, with
other Lords, arid Attendants.

ing. Kind uncle York, the latest news we
lear

t the rebels have consumed with fire

Dwn of Cicester in Gloucestershire

;

hether they be ta’en or slain we hear not.

Enter Northumberland. *

•me, my lord : what is the news ?

'th. First, to thy sacred state wish I all

lappiness.

The next news is, I have to London sent
The heads of Oxford, Salisbury, Blunt, and Kent

:

The manner of their taking may appear
At large discoursed in this paper here. 10

Boling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy
pains

;

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains.

Enter Fitzwater.

Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to

London
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely,
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow.

Boling. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be
forgot

;

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot.

Enter Percy, and the Bishop of Carlisle.

Percy. The grand conspirator, Abbot of West-
minster,

With clog of conscience and sour melancholy 20
Hath yielded up his body to the grave

;

But here is Carlisle living, to abide
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride.

Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom :

Choose out some secret place, some reverend
room.

More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life

;

So as thou livest in peace, die free from strife :

For though mine enemy thou hast ever been,
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen.

Enter Exton, with persons bearing a coffin.

Exton. Great king, within this coffin I pre-
sent 30

Thy buried fear : herein all breathless lies

The mightiest of thy greatest enemies,
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought.
Boling. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou

hast wrought
A deed of slander with thy fatal hand
Upon my head and all this famous land.
Exton.' From your own mouth, my lord, did

I this deed.
Boling. They love not poison that do poison

need,
Nor do I thee : though I did wish him dead,
I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 40
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour,
But neither my good word nor princely favour

:

With Cain go wander thorough shades of night.
And never show thy head by day nor light.

Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe.
That blood should sprinkle me to make me grow

;

Come, mourn with me for that I do lament,
And put on sullen black incontinent

:

I ’ll make a voyage to the Holy Land,
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand

: 50
March sadly after

;
grace my mournings here

;

In weeping after this untimely bier. [Exeunt.
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ACT I.

Scene I. London. The jbalace.

Enter King Henry, Lord John of Lancas-
ter, the Earl of Westmoreland, Sir Wal-
ter Blunt, and others

.

King. So shaken as we are, so wan with care,

Find we a time for frighted peace to pant,

And breathe short-winded accents of new broils

To be commenced in strands afar remote,

fNo more the thirsty entrance of this soil

Shall daub her lips with her own children’s blood

;

No more shall trenching war channel her fields.

Nor bruise her flowerets with the armed hoofs

Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes.

Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven, io

All of one nature, of one substance bred,

Did lately meet in the intestine shock

And furious close of civil butchery

Shall now, in mutual well-beseeming ranks,

March all one way and be no more opposed

Against acquaintance, kindred and allies :

The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife,

No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends,

As far as to the sepulchre of Christ,

.

Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 20

We are impressed and engaged to fight,

Forthwith a power of English shall we levy

;

Whose arms were moulded in their mothers’womb
To chase these pagans in those holy fields

Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet
^

Which fourteen hundred years ago were nail’d

For our advantage, on the bitter cross.

But this our purpose now is twelve month old,

And bootless ’tis to tell you we will go

:

Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear 30

Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland,
What yesternight our council did decree

In forwarding this dear expedience.

West. My liege, this haste was hot in que:

And many limits of the charge set down
But yesternight : when all athwart there cai

A post from Wales loaden with heavy news

Whose worst was, that the noble Mortimer,

Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight

Against the irregular and wild Glendower,

Was by the rude hands of that Welshman ta

A thousand of his people butchered

;

Upon whose dead corpse there was such mis

Such beastly shameless transformation,

By those Welshwomen done as may not be

Without much shame retold or spoken of.

King. It seems then that the tidings 0

broil

Brake off our business for the Holy Land.

West. This match’d with other did, my
cious lord

;

For more uneven and unwelcome news
Came from the north and thus it did import:

On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur the.

Young Harry Percy and brave Archibald,

That ever-valiant and approved Scot,

At Holmedon met,
Where they did spend a sad and bloody hot

As by discharge of their artillery,

And shape of likelihood, the news was told;

For he that brought them, in the very heat

And pride of their contention did take horse

Uncertain of the issue any way.
King. Here is a dear, a true industrious fi

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his hors

Stain’d with the variation of each soil

Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of oui

And he hath brought us smooth and welcome

The Earl of Douglas is discomfited

:

Ten thousand bold Scots, two and twenty kn

Balk’d in their own blood did Sir Walter see
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Holmedon’s plains. Of prisoners, Hotspur
took 70
dake the Earl of Fife, and eldest son
^eaten Douglas ; and the Earl of Athol,
durray, Angus, and Menteith

:

is not this an honourable spoil ?

illant prize ? ha, cousin, is it not ?

'est. In faith,

a conquest for a prince to boast of.

•ng. Yea, there thou makest me sad and
makest me sin

ivy that my Lord Northumberland
Id be the father to so blest a son, 80
a who is the theme of honour’s tongue ;

ngst a grove, the very straightest plant

;

is sweet Fortune’s minion and her pride:
st I, by looking on the praise of him,
•iot and dishonour stain the brow
ly young Harry. O that it could be proved
some night-tripping fairy had exchanged
adle-clothes our children where they lay,

call’d mine Percy, his Plantagenet

!

I would I have his Harry, and he mine, go
et him from my thoughts. What think you,
coz,

lis young Percy’s pride? the prisoners,
:h he in this adventure hath surprised,
is own use he keeps ; and sends me word,
II have none but Mordake Earl of Fife.

est. This is his uncle’s teaching: this is

Worcester,
volent to you in all aspedls

;

h makes him prifne himself, and bristle up
:rest of youth against your dignity.
ng. But I have sent for him to answer this ;
:

or this cause awhile we must negledt 101
loly purpose to Jerusalem,
n, on Wednesday next our council we
hold at Windsor

; so inform the lords :

ome yourself with speed to us again

;

lore is to be said and to be done
out of anger can be uttered.
’st. I will, my liege. [Exeunt.

ne II. London. An apartment of the
Prince’s.

‘er the Prince of Wales and Falstaff.
•• Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad?
nee. Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking
sack and unbuttoning thee after supper

leeping upon benches after noon, that thou
orgotten to demand that truly which thou
st truly know. What a devil hast thou to
:h the time of the day? Unless hours were
>f sack and minutes capons and clocks the
es of bawds and dials the signs of leaping-
s and the blessed sun himself a fair hot
1 in flame-coloured taffeta, I see no reason
shou shouldst be so superfluous to demand
jne of the day.

I* Indeed, you come near me now, Hal;
that take purses go by the moon and the

{ stars, and not by Phoebus, he, ‘ that wan-

1

; knight so fair.’ And, I prithee, sweet
when thou art king, as, God save thy
—majesty I should say, for grace thou wilt
lone,— 20
nee. What, none?

Fat. No, by my troth, not so much as will
serve Jo be prologue to an egg and butter.
Prince. Well, how then? come, roundly,

roundly.
Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art

king, let not us that are squires of the night’s
body be called thieves of the day’s beauty : let
us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the shade,
mmions of the moon

; and let men say we be men
of good government, being governed, as the sea
is, by our noble and chaste mistress the moon,
under whose countenance we steal.

Prince. Thou sayest well, and it holds well
too ; for the fortune of us that are the moon’s
men doth ebb and flow like the sea, being govern-
ed, as the sea is, by the moon. As, for proof,
now: a purse of gold most resolutely snatched
on Monday night and most dissolutely spent on
Tuesday morning; got with swearing ‘Lay by’
and spent with crying * Bring in ;’ now in as low
an ebb as the foot of the ladder and by and by
in as high a flow as the ridge of the gallows.
Fal. By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad.

And is not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet
wench ?

Prince. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad
of the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most
sweet robe of durance ? 4g
Fal.

.

How now, how now, mad wag ! what, in
thy quips and thy quiddities? what a plague
have I to do with a buffjerkin?

Prince. Why, what a pox have I to do with
my hostess of the tavern ?

Fal. Well, thou hast called her to a reckoning
many a time and oft.

Prince. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy
part?
Fal. No; I’ll give thee thy due, thou hast

paid all there. 60
Prince. Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin

would stretch
; and where it would not, I have

used my credit.

Fal. Yea, and so used it that, were it not
here apparent that thou art heir apparent—But,
I prithee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows stand-
ing in England when thou art king? and resolu-
tion thus fobbed as it is with the rusty curb of
old father antic the law? Do not thou, when
thou art king, hang a thief. 70
Prince. No ; thou shalt.

Fal. . Shall I? O rare ! By the Lord, I’ll be
a brave judge.
Prince. Thou judgest false already : I mean,

thou shalt have the hanging of the thieves and so
become a rare hangman.
Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in some sort it

jumps with my humour as well as waiting in the
court, I can tell you.
Prince. For obtaining of suits? 80
Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof the

;

hangman hath no lean wardrobe. ’Sblood, I am
as melancholy as a gib cat or a lugged bear.

Prince. Or an old lion, or a lover’s lute.
Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire

bag-pipe.

Prince. What sayest thou to a hare, or the
melancholy of Moor-ditch?
Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similes

and art indeed the most comparative, rascalliest,
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sweet young prince. But, Hal, I prithee,

ble me no more with vanity. I would to God .

thou and I knew where a commodity of good

names were to be bought. An old lord of the

council rated me the other day in the street

about you, sir, but I marked him not, and yet

he talked very wisely, but I regarded him not

;

and yet he talked wisely, and in the street too.

Prince. Thou didst well; for wisdom cries

out in the streets, and no man regards it. IO°

Fal. O, thou hast damnable iteration and art

indeed able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done

much harm upon me, Hal; God forgive thee

for it! Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew

nothing ; and now am I, if a man should speak

truly, little better than one of the
.

wicked. 1

must give over this life, and I will give it over:

by the Lord, an I do not, I am a villain . 1 11

be damned for never a king’s son in Christendom.

Prince. Where shall we take a purse to-mor-

row, Jack? ,, . , t,h V 1

Fal. ’Zounds, where thou wilt, lad ; I 11 make

one; an I do not, call me villain and baffle me.

Prince. I see a good amendment of lile in

thee ;
from praying to purse-taking.

Fal. Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal; tis

no sin for a man to labour in his vocation.

Enter Poins.

Poins! Now shall we know if Gadshill have

set a match. O, if men were to be saved by

merit, what hole in hell were hot enough for

him? This is the most omnipotent villain that

ever cried ‘ Stand’ to a true man.

Prince. Good morrow, Ned.

Poins. Good morrow, sweet Hal. What says

Monsieur Remorse? what says Sir John back

and Sugar? Jack! how agrees the devil and

thee about thy soul, that thou soldest him on

Good-Friday last for a cup of Madeira and a cold

capon’s leg? ,

Prince. Sir John stands to his word, the

devil shall have his bargain ;
for he was never

yet a breaker of proverbs : he will give the devil

hl
/W/zj. Then art thou damned for keeping thy

word with the devil.

Prince. Else he had been damned for cozening

the devil. , ,

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow

morning, by four o’clock, early at Gadshill

!

there are pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich

offerings, and traders riding to London with lat

purses : I have vizards for you all
;
you have

horses for yourselves: Gadshill lies to-night in

Rochester: I have bespoke supper to-morrow

night in Eastcheap : we may do it as secure as

skep. If you will go, I will stuff your purses

full of crowns ;
if you will not, tarry at home and

Falf Hear ye, Yedward; if I tarry at home

and go not, I ’ll hang you for going. i5c

Poins. You will, chops?

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ?

Prince. Who, I rob? Ia thief? not I, by my

^Fal. There’s neither honesty, manhood, noi

good fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not ol

the blood royal, if thou darest not stand for

shillings. »
.

Prince. Well then, once in my days I 11

madcap.
Fal. Why, that’s well said.

Prince. Well, come what will, l 11 tarr

h
°Fal. By the Lord, I’ll be a traitor then, v

thou art king.

Prince. I care not.

Poms. Sir John, I prithee, leave the pr

and me alone : I will lay him down such rea

for this adventure that he shall go.
_ # .

Fal. Well, God give thee the spirit of

suasion and him the ears of profiting, that a

thou speakest may move and what he hears

be believed, that the true prince may, tor ret

tion sake, prove a false thief; for the poor at

of the time want countenance, farewell:

shall find me in Eastcheap.
.

Prince. Farewell, thou latter spring! fare

All-hallown summer !
{Exit r als

Poins. Now, my good sweet noney lord,

with us to-morrow : I have a jest to execute

I cannot manage alone. balstaff, Bard<

Peto and Gadshill shall rob those men tha

have already waylaid; yourself and I will

be there; and when they have the booty, if

and I do not rob them, cut this head off Iron

shoulders. . . .

Prince. How shall we part with them ir

ting forth ? .

Poins. Why, we will sot forth before or

them, and appoint them a place of mee

wherein it is at our pleasure to fail, and tner

they adventure upon the exploit themse

which they shall have no sooner achieved

we’ll set upon them. .

Prince. Yea, but ’tis like that thev will 1

us by our horses, by our habits and by t

other appointment, to be ourselves.

Poins. Tut! our horses they shall not

I’ll tie them in the wood; our vizards we

change after we leave them : and, sirrah, 1

cases of buckram for the nonce, to lmmasl

noted outward garments. ... ,

Prince. Yea, but I doubt they will be

hard for us. _ , T , .>,

Poins . Well, for two of them, I know the

be as true-bred cowards as ever turned back

for the third, if he fight longer than he see.

son, I’ll forswear arms. The virtue of thi

will be, the incomprehensible lies that this

fat rogue will tell us when we meet at su]

how thirty, at least, he fought with; what
j

what blows, what extremities he endured

in the reproof of this lies the jest.

Prince. Well, I’ll go with thee: provu

all things necessary and meet me to-morrow

in Eastcheap; there I’ll sup. harewell.

Poins. Farewell, my lord. V

Prince. I know you all, and will awful

The unyoked humour of your idleness

:

Yet herein will I imitate the sun,
.

r who doth permit the base contagious cloud

To smother up his beauty from the world,

- That, when he please again to be himselt,

f Being wanted, he may be more wonder d ai
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t breaking through the foul and ugly mists

'vapours that did seem to strangle him.

all the year were playing holidays,

> sport would be as tedious as to work

;

it when they seldom come, they wish’d for

come, 230

id nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.

,
when this loose behaviour I throw off

id pay the debt I never promised,
• how much better than my word I am,
f so much shall I falsify men’s hopes

;

id like bright metal on a sullen ground,

y reformation, glittering o’er my fault,

all show more goodly and attradl more eyes
lan that which hath no foil to set it off.

I so offend, to make offence a skill ; 240
ideeming time when men think least I will.

{Exit.

Scene III. London. The palace.

iter the King, Northumberland, Worces-
ter, Hotspur, Sir Walter Blunt, with
ithers.

King. My blood hath been too cold and
temperate,

lapt to stir at these indignities,

d you have found me ; for accordingly
II tread upon my patience : but be sure
rill from henceforth rather be myself,

ghty and to be fear’d, than my condition

;

hich bath been smooth as oil, soft as young
down,

id therefore lost that title of respedt
lich the proud soul ne’er pays but to the proud.
Wor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little

deserves 10
e scourge of greatness to be used on it;

d that same greatness too which our own
hands

tve holp to make so portly.

Worth. My lord,

—

King* Worcester, get thee gone; for I do
see

nger and disobedience in thine eye

:

sir, your presence is too bold and peremptory,
d majesty might never yet endure
e moody frontier of a servant brow,
u have good leave to leave us : when we need
ur use and counsel, we shall send for you. 21

{Exit IVor.
u were about to speak. {To North.
Worth. Yea, my good lord,

ose prisoners in your highness* name de-
manded,

lich Harry Percy here at Holnaedon took,
;re, as he says, not with such strength denied
is deliver’d to your majesty:
her envy, therefore, or misprision
guilty of this fault and not my son.
dot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners,
t I remember, when the fight was done, 30
len I was dry with rage and extreme toil,

:athless and faint, leaning upon my sword,
'me there a certain lord, neat, and trimly

dress’d,

:sh as a bridegroom; and his chin new reap’d
• w’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home ;

was perfumed like a milliner

;

And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon
He gave his nose and took’t away again

; 39
Who therewith angry, when it next came there,

Took it in snuff ; and still he smiled and talk’d,

And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,

He call’d them untaught knaves, unmannerly,
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse

Betwixt the wind and his nobility.

With many holiday and lady terms
He question’d me ; amongst the rest, demanded
My prisoners in your majesty’s behalf.

I then, all smarting with my wounds being cold.

To be so pester’d with a popinjay, 50
Out of my grief and my impatience,
Answer’d negledlingly I know not what,
He should, or he should not ; for he made me

mad
To see him shine so brisk and smell so sweet
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman
Of guns and drums and wounds,—God save the

mark !

—

And telling me the sovereign’st thing on earth
Was parmaceti for an inward bruise

;

And that it was great pity, so it was,
This villanous salt-petre should be digg’d 60
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth,

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d
So cowardly ;

and but for. these vile guns,
He would himself have been a soldier.

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,

I answer’d indire(5tly, as I said

;

And I beseech you, let not his report

Come current for an accusation
Betwixt my love and your high majesty.
Blunt. The circumstance consider’d, good my

lord, 70
Whate’er Lord Harry Percy then had said

To such a person and in such a place,

At such a time, with all the rest retold,

May reasonably die and never rise

To do him wrong or any way impeach
What then he said, so he unsay it now.
King. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners,

But with proviso and exception,

That we at our own charge shall ransom straight

His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer
; 80

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d
The lives of those that he did lead to fight

Against that great magician, damn’d Glendower.
Whose daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers, then,

Be emptied to redeem a traitor home ?

Shall we buy treason? and indent with fears,

When they have lost and forfeited themselves?
No, on the barren mountains let him starve

;

For I shall never hold that man my friend 90
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost

To ransom home revolted Mortimer.
Hot. Revolted Mortimer !

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege,

But by the chance of war : to prove that true
Needs no more but one tongue for all those

wounds,
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took,

When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank,
1 n single opposition, hand to hand,
He did confound the best part of an hour 100
In changing hardiment with great Glendower

:

25
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Three times they breathed and three times did

they drink,

Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood ;

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks,

Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds,

And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank
Bloodstained with these valiant combatants.

Never did base and rotten policy

Colour her working with such deadly wounds

;

Nor never could the noble Mortimer no
Receive so many, and all willingly:

Then let not him be slander’d with revolt.

King. Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost

belie him;
He never did encounter with Glendower

:

I tell thee.

He durst as well have met the devil alone

As Owen Glendower for an enemy.
Art thou not ashamed? But, sirrah, henceforth

Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer:
Send me your prisoners with the speediest means,

Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 12

1

As will displease you. My Lord Northumber-
land,

We license your departure with your son.

Send us your prisoners, or you will hear of it.

[Exeunt King Henry, Blunt
,
and train.

Hot. An if the devil come and roar for them,

I will not send them : I will after straight

And tell him so ; for I will ease my heart,

Albeit I make a hazard of my head.

North

.

What, drunk with choler? stay and
pause awhile:

Here comes your uncle.

Re-enter Worcester.

Hot. Speak of Mortimer ! 130
’Zounds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul

Want mercy, if I do not join with him :

Yea, on his part I’ll empty all these veins,

And shed my dear blood drop by drop in the dust,

But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer
As high in the air as this unthankful king.

As this ingrate and canker’d Bolingbroke.

North. Brother, the king hath made your
nephew mad.

Wor. Who struck this heat up after I was
gone ?

Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my pri-

soners ;
140

And when I urged the ransom once again

Of my wife’s brother, then his cheek look’d pale,

And on my face he turn’d an eye of death.

Trembling even at the name of Mortimer.

Wor. I cannot blame him : was not he pro-

claim’d

By Richard that dead is the next of blood?
_

North. He was ; I heard the proclamation :

And then it was when the unhappy king,

—

Whose wrongs in us God pardon !—did set forth

Upon his Irish expedition ;
150

From whence he intercepted did return

To be deposed and shortly murdered.
Wor. And for whose death we in the world's

wide mouth
Live scandalized and foully spoken of.

Hot. But, soft, I pray you
;
did King Richard

then
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer

Heir to the crown?
North. He did ; myself did hear it

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his cou

That wish’d him on the barren mountains star

But shall it be, that you, that set the crown :

Upon the head of this forgetful man
And for his sake Wear the detested blot

Of murderous subornation, shall it be,

That you a world of curses undergo.

Being the agents, of base second means,

The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather:

O, pardon me that I descend so low,

To show the line and the predicament
Wherein you range under this subtle king

;

Shall it for shame be spoken in these days, 1

Or fill Up chronicles in time to come,

That men of your nobility and power
Did gage them both in an unjust behalf,

As both of you—God pardon it !—have done.

To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose,

And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke

And shall it in more shame be further spoken,

That you are fool’d, discarded and shook off

By him for whom these shames ye underwent!

No
;
yet time serves wherein you may redeem is

Your banish’d honours and restore yourselves

Into the good thoughts of the world again,

Revenge the jeering and disdain’d contempt

Of this proud king, who studies day and night

To answer all the debt he owes to you
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths

Therefore, I say,

—

Wor. Peace, cousin, say no more

And now I will unclasp a secret book,

And to your quick-conceiving discontents

I’ll read you matter deep and dangerous, 1

As full of peril and adventurous spirit

As to o’er-walk' a current roaring loud

On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. ^
Hot. If he fall in, good night! or sink

swim

:

Send danger from the east unto the west, •

So honour cross it from the north to south,

And let them grapple : O, the blood more stirs

To rouse a lion than to start a hare ! ?

North. Imagination of some great exploit

Drives him beyond the bounds of patience., 2

Hot. By heaven, methinks it were an es

leap,

To pluck bright honour from the pale-faced-pmc

Or dive into the bottom of the deep,

Where fathom-line could never touch the grour

And pluck up drowned honour by the. locks

;

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear

Without corrival all her dignities

:

But out upon this half-faced fellowship

!

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures he:

But not the form of what he should attend. 2

Good cousin, give me audience for a while.

Hot. I cry you mercy.
Wor. Those same noble So

That are your prisoners,

—

Hot. I ’ll keep them all

;

By God, he shall not have a Scot of them

;

No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not

I ’ll keep them, by this hand.

Wor. You start away

1 And lend no ear unto my purposes.
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ose prisoners you shall keep.

lot. Nay, I will
; that's flat:

• said he would not ransom Mortimer

;

rbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer; 220
t I will find him when he lies asleep,

d in his ear I’ll holla ‘ Mortimer 1’

have a starling shall be taught to speak
thing but ‘ Mortimer,’ and give it him,
keep his anger still in motion.
'For. Hear you, cousin

; a word.
lot. All studies here I solemnly defy,
/e how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke

:

d that same sword-and-buckler Prince of
Wales, 230

t that I think his father loves him not
d would be glad he met with some mis-

chance,
rculd have him poison’d with a pot of ale.

Vor. Farewell, kinsman: I’ll talk to you
len you are better temper’d to attend.
forth. Why, what a wasp-stung and impa-

tient fool

: thou to break into this woman’s mood,
ing thine ear to no tongue but thine own !

lot. Why, look you, I am whipp’d and
scourged with rods,

ttled and stung with pismires, when I hear
this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 241
Richard’s time,—what do you call the place ?

—

>lague upon it, it is in Gloucestershire ;

fas where the madcap duke his uncle kept,
> uncle York; where I first bow’d my knee
to this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke,

—

lood !—
en you and he came back from Ravenspurgh.
forth. At Berkley castle.

Jot. You say true: 250
y, what a candy deal of courtesy
s fawning greyhound then did proffer me !

>k, ‘when his infant fortune came to age,’
I ‘gentle Harry Percy,’ and ‘kind cousin ;’

he devil take such cozeners ! God forgive me !

>d uncle, tell your tale
; I have done.

Vor. Nay, if you have not, to it again

;

will stay your leisure.

Jot. I have done, i’ faith.
For. Then once more to your Scottish pri-
soners.

iver them up without their ransom straight,
1 'make the Douglas’ son your only mean 261
powers in Scotland ; wnich, for divers rea-

_

sons
ich I shall send you written, be assured,
I easily be granted. You, my lord,

[ To Northumberla7id.
ir son in Scotland being thus employ’d,
II secretly into the bosom creep
:hat same noble prelate, well beloved,
: archbishop.
Tot. Of York, is it not?
yor. True

; who bears hard 270
brother’s death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop,
eak not this in estimation,
vhat I think might be, but what I know
uminated, plotted and set down,
i only stays but to behold the face
hat occasion that shall bring it on.
T
ot. I smell it : upon my life, it will do well.

North. Before the game is afoot, thou still

let’st slip.

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble
plot

:

And then the power of Scotland and ofYork, 2S0
To join with Mortimer, ha?Wor.

*
And so they shall.

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim’d.Wor. And ’tis no little reason bids us speed,
To save our heads by raising of a head

;

For, bear ourselves as even as we can,
The king will always think him in our debt,
And think we think ourselves unsatisfied,
Till he hath found a time to pay us home :

And see already how he doth begin
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 290
Hot. He does, he does : we’ll be revenged on

him.
Wor. Cousin, farewell : no further go in this

Than I by letters shall diredl your course.
When time is ripe, which will be suddenly,
I’ll steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer;
Where you and Douglas and our powers at once,
As I will fashion it, shall happily meet,
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms,
Which now we hold at much uncertainty.
North. Farewell, good brother: we shall

thrive, I trust. 300
Hot. Uncle, adieu : O, let the hours be short

Till fields and blows and groans applaud our
sport

!
{.Exeunt.

.

ACT II.

Scene I. Rochester. An inn yard.

Enter a Carrier with a lantern in his hand.

First Car. Heigh-ho ! an it be not four by 1

the day, I’ll be hanged: Charles’ wain is over
!

the new chimney, and yet our horse not packed.
What, ostler ! -

!

Ost. [ Within] Anon, anon.
First Car. I prithee, Tom, beat Cut’s saddle,

(

put a few flocks in the point
;
poor jade, is wrung

in the withers out of all cess.

Enter another Carrier.

Sec. Car. Peas and beans are as dank here
j

as a dog, and that is the next way to give poor
jades the bots: this house is turned upside down i

since Robin Ostler died.
First Car. Poor fellow, never joyed since the

price of oats rose ; it was the death of him.
Sec.

*

Car. I think this be the most villanous
j

house in all London road for fleas : I am stung
j

like a tench.
First Car. Like a tench ! by the mass,. there

is ne’er a king christen could be better bit’ than I

have been since the first cock. 20
I

Sec. Car. Why, they will allow us ne’er a
jordan, and then we leak in your chimney; and
your chamber-lie breeds fleas like a loach.
First Car. What, ostler ! come away and be

hanged 1 come away.
Sec. Car. I have a gammon of bacon and two

razes of ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing-
cross.

First Car. God’s body! the turkeys in my
pannier are quite starved. What, ostler ! A

25—2



plague on thee ! hast thou never an eye in thy

head? canst not hear? An ’twere not as good

deed as drink, to break the pate on thee, I am a

very villain. Come, and be hanged 1 hast no

faith in thee?

Enter Gadshill.

Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What ’s o’clock ?

First Car. I think it be two o’clock.

Gads. I prithee, lend me thy lantern, to see

mv gelding in the stable.

'First Car. Nay, by God, soft; I know a

trick worth two of that, i’ taith.
.

41

Gads. I pray thee, lend me thine.

Sec. Car. Ay, when? canst tell? Lend me
thy lantern, quoth he ? marry, I ’ll see thee hanged

first.

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean
to come to London ?

Sec. Car. Time enough to go to bed with a

candle, I warrant thee. Come, neighbour Mugs,

we’ll call up the gentlemen : they will along with

company, for they have great charge.
_

5 1

[Exeunt Carriers.

Gads

.

What, ho ! chamberlain !

Cham. [ Within] At hand, quoth pick-purse.

Gads

.

That’s even as fair as—at hand, quoth

the chamberlain ; for thou variest no more from

picking of purses than giving direction doth from

labouring ;
thou layest the plot how.

Enter Chamberlain.

Cham. Good morrow, Master Gadshill. It

holds current that I told you yesternight : there ’s

a franklin in the wild of Kent hath brought three

hundred marks with him in gold : I heard him
tell it to one of his company last night at supper ;

a kind of auditor; one that hath abundance of

charge too, God knows what. They are up

already, and call for eggs and butter ; they will

away presently.

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with Saint

Nicholas’ clerks, I ’ll give thee this neck.

Cham. No, I ’ll none of it : I pray thee, keep
that for the hangman ;

for I know thou worship-

pest Saint Nicholas as truly as a man of falsehood

may.
Gads. What talkest thou to me. of the hang-

man? if I hang. I’ll make a fat pair of gallows;

for if I hang, old Sir John hangs with me, and

thou knowest he is no starveling. Tut! there

are other Trojans that thou dreamest not of, the

which for sport sake are content to do the pro-

fession some grace ;
that would, if matters should

be looked into, for their own credit sake, make
all whole. I am joined with no foot-land rakers,

no long-staff sixpenny strikers, none of these mad
mustachio purple-hued malt-worms; but with

nobility and tranquillity, burgomasters and great

oneyers, such as can hold in, such as will strike

sooner than speak, and speak sooner than drink,

and drink sooner than pray : and yet, ’zounds, I

lie ;
for they pray continually to their saint, the

commonwealth ; or rather, not pray to her, but

prey on her, for they ride up and down on her

and make her their boots.
.

91

Cham. What, the' commonwealth their boots ?

will she hold out water in foul way ?

Gads. She will, she will
;
justice hath liquored

her. We steal as in a castle, cock-sure ; we Ik

the receipt of fern-seed, we walk invisible.

Cham. Nay, by my faith, I think you .

more beholding to the night than to fern-seed

your walking invisible.

Gads. Give me thy hand : thou shalt hav

share in our purchase, as I am a true man.

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you
a false thief.

Gads. Goto; ‘homo’ is a common name
all men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out

the stable. Farewell, you muddy knave.
[Exeu

Scene II. The highway
,
near Gadshill.

Enter Prince PIenry and Poins,

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter : I have remm
Fal staff’s horse, and he frets like a gummed veh

Prince. Stand close.

Enter Falstaff.

Fal. Poins ! Poins, and be hanged ! Poins

Prince. Peace, ye fat-kidneyed rascal ! w
a brawling dost thou keep !

Fal. Where ’s Poins, Hal?
Prince. He is walked up to the top of

hill: I’ll go seek him.
Fal. I am accursed to rob in that thiefs c<

pany : the rascal hath removed my horse,

tied him I know not where. If I travel but

foot by the squier further afoot, I shall break

wind. Well, I doubt not but to die a fair de

for all this, if I ’scape hanging for killing t

rogue. I have forsworn his company hourly

time this two and twenty years, and yet I

bewitched with the rogue’s company. If

rascal have not given me medicines to make
love him, I ’ll be hanged ; it could not be else

have drunk medicines. Poins ! Hal ! a pla.

upon you both! Bardolph ! Peto ! I’ll sta

ere I ’ll rob a foot further. An ’twere not as g
a deed as drink, to turn true man and to le

these rogues,- I am the veriest varlet that

chewed with a tooth. Eight
,

yards of une

ground is threescore and ten miles afoot with

'

and the stony-hearted villains know it

enough : a plague upon it when thieves canno'

true one to another! [They whistle.] Win

A plague upon you all ! Give me my horse,

;

rogues ;
give me my horse, and be hanged !

Prince. Peace, ye fat-guts ! lie down

;

thine ear close to the ground and list it thou c£

hear the tread of travellers.

Fal. Have you any levers to lift me up ag;

being down? ’Sblood, I’ll not bear mine own til

so far afoot again for all the coin in thy fath-

exchequer. What a plague mean ye to colt:

thus? :

Prince. Thou best; thou art not colted, tl

art uncolted.
Fal. I prithee, good Prince Hal, help mt

my horse, good king’s son.

Prince. Out, ye rogue ! shall I be your ost

Fal. Go, hang thyself in thine own heir !

parent garters! if I be ta’en, I’ll peach for t

An I have not ballads made on you all and si

to filthy tunes, let a cup of sack be my poi?

when a jest is so forward, and afoot too ! I hat
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iter Gadshill, Bardolph and Peto with
him.

lads. Stand.
va l. So I do, against my will.

voins. 0, ’tis our setter: I know his voice.

rdolph, what news ?

Bard. Case ye, case ye ; on with your vizards

:

:re’s money of the king’s coming down the

1 ;
’tis going to the king’s exchequer.

Fal. You lie, ye rogue ; ’tis going to the king’s

'ern.

lads. There’s enough to make us all. 60

Fal. To be hanged.
Prince. Sirs, you fouy shall front them in the

rrow lane; Ned Poins and I will walk lower:

they ’scape from your encounter,- then they

Poins. Villains ! 1 10

[As they are sharing,
the Prince and

Poins set upon them ; they all run
away ; and Falstaff, after a blo7v

or two
,
runs away too

,
leaving'the

booty behind them .]

Prince. Got with much ease. Now merrily

to horse

:

The thieves are all scatter’d and possess’d with

fear

So strongly that they dare not meet each other

;

Each takes his fellow for an officer.

Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death,

And lards the lean earth as he walks along:
Were ’t not for laughing, I should pity him.

Poins. How the rogue roar’d
!

[Exeunt.

ht on us.

Peto. How many be there of them?
Gads. Some eight or ten.

Fal. ’Zounds, will they not rob us?

Prince. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch?
Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your

mdfather; but yet no coward, Hal. 71

Prince. Well, we leave that to the proof.

Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind
» hedge : when thou needest him, there thou

alt find him. Farewell, and stand fast.

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should be

nged.
Prince. Ned, where are our disguises ?

Poins. Here, hard by : stand close.

[Exeunt Prince and Poins.

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man be his

le, say I : every man to his business.

Enter the Travellers.

First Trav. Come, neighbour : the boy shall

id our horses down the hill ; we ’ll walk afoot

/hile, and ease our legs.

Thieves. Stand

!

Travellers. Jesus bless us !

Fal. Strike ;
down with them ; cut the vil-

ns’ throats : ah ! whoreson caterpillars ! bacon-
i knaves ! they hate us youth : down with them :

:ece them. 90
Travellers. O, we are undone, both we and
irs for ever

!

Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are ye un-
>ne? No, ye fat chuffs; I would your store

ire here ! On, bacons, on ! What, ye knaves !

mng men must live. You are grandjurors, are
• ? we’ll jure ye, ’faith.

[Here they rob them and bind them. Exemit.

Re-enter Prince Henry and Poins.

Prince. The thieves have bound the true men.
ow could thou and I rob the thieves and go
errily to London, it would be argument for a
eek, laughter for a month and a good jest for

>er.

Poins. Stand close ; I hear them coming.

Enter the Thieves again.

Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then

horse before day. An the Prince and Poins
i not two arrant cowards, there’s no equity stir-

ng : there’s no more valour in that Poins than
i a wild-duck.
Prince. Your money

!

Scene III. IVarkworth castle.

Enter Hotspur, solus
,
reading a letter.

Hot. ‘ But, for mine own part, my lord, I could

be well contented to be there, in respect of the

love I bear your house.’ He could be contented

:

why is he not, then? In respedt of the love he
bears our house : he shows in this, he loves his

own barn better than he loves our house. Let me
see some more. ‘ The purpose you undertake is

dangerous;’—why, that’s certain ; ’tis dangerous
to take a cold, to sleep, to drink ; but I tell you,

my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck

this flower, safety.
* The purpose you undertake

is dangerous; the friends you have named un-

certain ; the time itself unsorted ; and your whole
plot too light for the counterpoise of so great an
opposition.’ Say you so, say you so? I say unto

you again, you are a shallow cowardly hind, and
you lie. What a lack-brain is this ! By the Lord,

our plot is a good plot as ever was laid; our

friends true and constant: a good plot, good
friends, and full of expectation ; an excellent plot,

very good friends. What a frosty-spirited rogue
is this! Why, my lord, of York commends the

plot and the general course of the adtion. ’Zounds,

an I were now by this rascal, I could brain him
with his lady’s fan. Is there not my father, my
uncle and myself? lord Edmund Mortimer, my
lord of York and Owen Glendower? is there not

besides the Douglas? have I not all their letters

to meet me in arms by the ninth of the next
month? and are they not some of them set for-

ward already? What a pagan rascal is this ! an
infidel ! Ha

!
you shall see now in very sincerity

of fear and cold heart, will he to the king and
|

lay open all our proceedings. O, I could divide 1

myself and go to buffets, for moving such a dish

of skim milk with so honourable an adlion ! Hang
|

him ! let him tell the king : we are prepared. I
j

will set forward to-night.

Enter Lady Percy.

How now, Kate ! I must leave you within these

two hours.

Lady. O, my good lord, why are you thus
alone ? 40

For what offence have I this fortnight been
A banish’d woman from my Harry’s bed?
Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t that takes from thee
Thy stomach, pleasure and thy golden sleep?
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth.
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And start so often when thou sit’st alone ?

Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks

;

And given my treasures and my rights of thee
To thick-eyed musing and cursed melancholy?
In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watch’d, 50
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars ;

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ;

Cry ‘ Courage ! to the field !’ And thou hast talk’d
Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents,

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets.
Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin,
Of prisoners’ ransom and of soldiers slain.
And all the currents of a heady fight.

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war
And thus hath so bestirr’d thee in thy sleep, 60
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow.
Like bubbles in a late-disturbed stream

;

And in thy face strange motions have appear’d.
Such as we see when men restrain their breath
On some great sudden hest. O, what portents

are these?
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand,
And I must know it, else he loves me not.
Hot

.

What, ho!

Enter Servant.

Is Gilliams with the packet gone ?

Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago.
Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses from

the sheriff? 70
Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even

now.
Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not?
Serv. It is, my lord.

Hot. That roan shall be my throne.
Well, I will back him straight: O esperance!
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park.

[Exit Servant.
Lady. But hear you, my lord.

Hot. What say’st thou, my lady?
Lady. What is it carries you away?
Hot. Why, my horse, my love, my horse.
Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape ! 80

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen
As you are toss’d with. In faith,

I ’ll know your business, Harry, that I will.

I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir

About his title, and hath sent for you
To line his enterprize : but if you go,

—

i
Hot. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love.
Lady. Come, come, you paraquito, answer me

j

Diredlly unto this question that I ask :

In faith, I ’ll break thy little finger, Harry, 90
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true.

Hot. Away,
Away, you trifler ! Love ! I love thee not,
I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world
To play with mammets and to tilt with lips

:

We must have bloody noses and crack’d crowns,
And pass them current too. God’s me, my horse !

What say’st thou, Kate ? what would’st thou have
with me?

Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed ?

Well, do not then ; for since you love me not, 100
I will not love myself. Do you not love me ?

Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no.
Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride ?

And when I am 0’ horseback, I will swear
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate

;

I must not have you henceforth question me
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout

:

Whither I must, I must; and, to conclude.
This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate.
I know you wise, but yet no farther wise
Than Harry Percy’s wife : constant you are,
But yet a woman : and for secrecy,
No lady closer; for I well believe
Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know;
And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate.
Lady. How! so far?
Hot. Not an inch further. But hark yet

Kate :

Whither I go, thither shall you go too

;

To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you.
Will this content you, Kate?
Lady. It must of force. [Exeunt. 1

Scene IV. The Boads-Head Tavern,

EastcJieap.

Enter the Prince, and Poins.

Prince. Ned, prithee, come out of that 1

room, and lend me thy hand to laugh a little.

Poins. Where hast been, Hal?
Prince. With three or four loggerhea

amongst three or four score hogsheads. I ha
sounded the very base-string of Lumihty. Sirra
I am sworn brother to a leash of drawers; ai

can call them all by their christen names,
Tom, Dick, and Francis. They take it alreac
upon their salvation, that though I be but Prin
of Wales, yet I am the king of courtesy

; ai

tell me flatly I am no proud Jack, like Falsta
but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy, 1

the Lord, so they call me, and when I am kiii

of England, I shall command all the good lads
Eastcheap. They call drinking deep, dyeir
scarlet ; and when you breathe in your waterin
they cry ‘ hem !

’ and bid you play it off. T
conclude, I am so good a proficient in one quart
of an hour, that I can drink with any tinker :

his own language during my life. I tell the
Ned, thou hast lost much honour, that thou we
not with me in this adlion. But, sweet Ned,—

1

sweeten which name of Ned, I give thee th

pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now into m
hand by an under-skinker, one that never spak

other English in his life than ‘ Eight shilling

and sixpence,’ and ‘ You are welcome,’ with th

shrill addition, ‘ Anon, anon, sir ! Score a pir

of bastard in the Half-moon,’ or so. But, Nec
to drive away the time till Falstafif come,

.

prithee, do thou stand in some by-room, whil

I question my puny drawer to what end he gav

me the sugar ; and do thou never leave callin

‘ Francis,’ that his tale to me may be nothin

but ‘Anon.’ Step aside, and I’ll show thee

precedent.
Poins. Francis!
Prince. Thou art perfect.

Poins. Francis! [Exit Poins.

Enter Francis.

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. Look down into th;

Pomgarnet, Ralph.
Prince. Come hither, Francis.
Fran. My lord?

Prince. How long hast thou to serve, Francis}
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'ran. Forsooth, five years, and as much

to

—

'oins. [ Within] Francis!

Wan. Anon, anon, sir. 49
Wince. Five year! by’r lady, a long lease

the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, darest

li be so valiant as to play the coward with thy

;nture and show it a fair pair of heels and run

n it?

'ran. O Lord, sir, I’ll be sworn upon all

books in England, I could find in my heart.

’oins. [ Within\ Francis!

'ran. Anon, sir.

Wince. How old art thou, Francis?

'ran. Let me see—about Michaelmas next I

11 be— 61

'oins. [ Within] Francis!

ran. Anon, sir. Pray stay a little, my lord.

Wince. Nay, but hark you, Francis: for the

ar thou gavest me, ’twas a pennyworth,

t’t not?
Wan. O Lord, I would it had been two !

Wince. I will give thee for it a thousand

nd: ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt

e it. 7°

'oins. [ Within] Francis!

'ran. Anon, anon.

'rince. Anon, Francis? No, Francis; but to-

row, Francis; or Francis, o’ Thursday ;-or

ied, Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis !

'ran. My lord?

'rince. Wilt thou rob this leathern jerkin,

itaLbutton, not-pated, agate-ring, puke-stock-

caddis-garter, smooth-tongue, Spanish-

ch,— 80

'ran. O Lord, sir, who do you mean?.
Wince. Why, then, your brown bastard is your

r drink; for look you, Francis, your white

vas doublet will sully: in Barbary, sir, it

not come to so much.
'ran. What, sir?

'oins. [ Within\ Francis!

'rince. Away, you rogue ! dost thou not hear

n call ? \_Here they both callhim ; the drawer
ands amazed,

not knowing which way to go.

Enier Vintner.

T
int. What, standest thou still, and hearest

1 a calling? Look to the guests within,

r.it Francis.] My lord, old Sir John, with

-a-dozen more, are at the door : shall I let

n in?

'rince. Let them alone awhile, and then

n the door. [Exit Vintner. ] Poins !

Re-enter Poins.

'oins. Anon, anon, sir.

'rince. Sirrah, Falstaff and the test of the

:ves are at the door : shall we be merry ? 99
'oins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But
k ye ;

what cunning match have you made
1 this jest of the drdwer? come, what’s the

e?
'rince. I am now of all humours that have
wed themselves humours since the old days
ioodman Adam to the pupil age of this present
lve o’clock at midnight.

Re-enter Francis.
What’s o’clock, Francis?
Fran. Anon, anon, sir. [Exit. 109

Prince. That ever this fellow should have
fewer words than a parrot, and yet the son of

a woman ! His industry is up-stairs and down-
stairs ; his eloquence the parcel of a reckoning.

I am not yet of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur of

the north ; he that kills me some six or seven

dozen of Scots at a breakfast, washes his hands,

and says to his wife
£ Fie upon this quiet life ! I

want work.’ ‘ O my sweet Harry,’ says she,
‘ how many hast thou killed to-day?’ ‘ Give my
rogn horse a drench,’ says he ; and answers
‘ Some fourteen,’ an hour after ;

‘ a trifle, a

trifle.’ I prithee, call in Falstaff: I’ll play

Percy, and that damned brawn shall play Dame
Mortimer his wife. ‘ Rivo !’ says the drunkard.
Call in ribs, call in tallow.

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bardolph, and
Peto ; Francisfollowing with wine.

Poins. Welcome, Jack : where hast thou been?
Fal. A plague of all cowards, I say, and

a vengeance too ! marry, and amen ! Give me
a cup of sack, boy. Ere I lead this life long,

I’ll sew nether stocks and mend them and foot

them too. A plague of all cowards ! Give me a
cup of sack, rogue. Is there no virtue extant?

[He drinks.

Prince. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a
dish of butter? pitiful-hearted Titan, that melted

at the sweet tale of the sun’s ! if thou didst, then

behold that compound.
Fal. You rogue, here’s lime in this sack too:

there is nothing but roguery to be found in vil-

lainous man
:
yet a coward is worse than a cup of

sack with lime in it. A villanous coward ! Go
thy ways, old Jack; die when thou wilt, if man-
hood, good manhood, be not forgot upon the face

of the earth, then am I a shotten herring. There
five not three good men unhanged in England

;

and one of them is fat and grows old : God help

the while ! a bad world, I say. I would I were
a weaver ; I could sing psalms or any thing. A
plague of all cowards, I say still.

Prince. How now, wool-sack! what mutter
you ? 149

Fal. A king’s son ! If I do not beat thee out

of thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive

all thy sqbjedls afore thee like a flock of wild-

geese, I ’ll never wear hair on my face more.

You Prince of Wales !

Prince. Why, you whoreson round man, what’s

the matter?
Fal. Ate not you a coward? answer me to

that: and Poins there?

Poins. ’Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me
coward, by the Lord, I’ll stab thee. 160

Fal. I call thee coward ! I ’ll see thee damned
ere I call thee coward : but I would give a thou-

sand pound I could run as fast as thou canst.

You are straight enough in the shoulders, you
care not who sees your back : call you that

backing of your friends? A plague upon such
backing

!
give me them that will face me. Give

me a cup of sack: I am a rogue, if I drunk
to-day.
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Prince. O villain! thy lips are scarce wiped
since thou drunkest last. 17

1

Fal. All’s one for that. [He drinks. ] A
plague of all cowards, still say I.

Prince. What ’s the matter ?

Fal. What’s the matter ! there be four of us

here have ta’en a thousand pound this day morn-
ing.

Prince. Where is it, Jack? where is it?

Fal. Where is it ! taken from us it is : a hun-
dred upon poor four of us. 180

Prince. What, a hufidred, man?
Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword

with a dozen of them two hours together. I have

S
’scaped by miracle. I am eight times thrust

i through the doublet, four through the hose ; my
I

buckler cut through and through; my sword
I hacked like a hand-saw—ecce signum ! I never

I

dealt better since I was a man : all would not do.

|

A plague of all cowards ! Let them speak : if

:

they speak more or less than truth, they are

|

villains and the sons of darkness.
.

191
1 Prince. Speak, sirs

;
how was it?

I Gads. We four set upon some dozen

—

Fal. Sixteen at least, my lord,

i Gads. And bound them.

|

Peto. No, no, they were not bound.

I
Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man

!' of them ;
or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew.

Gads. As we were sharing, some six or seven

j
fresh men set upon us— 200

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then come in

the other.

Prince. What, fought you with them all?

Fal. All ! I know not what you call all ; but

if I fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch
of radish: if there were not two or three and
fifty upon poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged

creature.

Prbice. Pray God you have not murdered
some of them.

4
210

Fal. Nay, that’s past praying for: I have

j

peppered two of them; two I am sure I have

!
paid, two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee

! what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie, spit in my face,

call me horse. Thou knowest my old ward
;
here

I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four rogues

in buckram let drive at me

—

Prince. What, four? thou saidst but two even

now.
Fal. Four, Hal ; I told thee four. 220

Poms. Ay, ay, he said four.

Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly

thrust at me. I made me no more ado but took

! all their seven points in my target, thus.

! Prince. Seven? why, there were but four even

I

now.
Fal. In buckram?

|

Poins. Ay, four, in buckram suits.

I Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain

j

else. 230

j

Prince. Prithee, let him alone ; we shall have

|

more anon.
Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal?
Prince. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack.

.

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to.

These nine in buckram that I told thee of

—

Prince. So, two more already.

Fal. Their points being broken,

—

Poins. Down fell their hose. 2

Fal. Began to give me ground: but I follow*

me close, came in foot and hand; and with

thought seven of the eleven I paid.

Prince. O monstrous! eleven buckram m<
grown out of two !

Fal. But, as the devil would have it, thr*

misbegotten knaves in Kendal green came at n

back and let drive at me ; for it was so dark, Ha
that thou couldst not see thy hand.

.

Prvice. These lies are like their father tha

begets them
;
gross as a mountain, open, palp

ble. Why, thou clay-brained guts, thou knottji

pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy tallovB

catch,

—

Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad?
not the truth the truth?

Prince. Why, how couldst thou know the'

men in Kendal green, when it was so dark the

couldst not see thy hand? come, tell us yoi

reason : what sayest thou to this? 25

Poins. Come, your reason, Jack, your reasoi

Fal. What, upon compulsion? ’Zounds, a

I were at the strappado, or all the racks in tl

world, I would not tell you on compulsion. Giv

you a reason on compulsion ! if reasons were 1

plentiful, as blackberries, I would give no man
reason upon compulsion, I.

Prince. I ’ll be no longer guilty of this sin

this sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this hors*

back-breaker, this huge hill of flesh,— 26

Fal. ’Sblood, you starveling, you elf-skin, yo

dried neat’s tongue, you bull’s pizzle, you stocl

fish ! O for breath to utter what is like thee ! yo

tailor’s-yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you vi

standing-tuck,

—

Pri?ice. Well, breathe awhile, and then to

again : and when thou hast tired thyself in has

comparisons, hear me speak but this.

Poins. Mark, Jack.
Prince. We two saw you four set on four an|

bound them, and were masters of their wealth

Mark now, how a plain tale shall put you dowr
Then did we two set on you four; and, with

word, out-faced you from your prize, and have it?

yea, and can show it you here in the house : anc

Falstaff, you carried your guts away as nimbly

with as quick dexterity, and roared for mere
and still run and roared, as ever I heard bull

calf. What a slave art thou, to hack thy swor

as thou hast done, and then say it was in fight

What trick, what device, what starting-holei

canst thou now find out to hide thee from thi

open and apparent shame ?

Poins. Come, let’s hear, Jack; what trie!

hast thou now?
Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as h

that made ye. Why, hear you, my masters : wa
it for me to kill the heir-apparent? should I tunj

upon the true prince ? why, thou knowest I an

as valiant as Hercules : but beware instindl ; th

lion will not touch the true prince. Instind: is ;

great matter; I was now a coward on instimfl

I shall think the better of myself and thee durinj

my life ; I for a valiant lion, and thou for a tru

prince. But, by the Lord, lads, I am glad yoi

have the money. Hostess, clap to the doors

watch to-night, pray to-morrow. Gallants, lads

boys, hearts of gold, all the titles of good feflow
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i come to you ! What, shall we be merry ?

1 we have a play extempore?
'rince. Content ; and the argument shall be
running away. 3 1

1

al. Ah, no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest

Enter Hostess.
T
ost. O Jesu, my lord the prince

!

rince. How now, my lady the hostess ! what
;st thou to me ?
r

ost. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of
court at door would speak with you : he says
omes from your father. 319
rince. Give him as much as will make him
iyal man, and send him back again to my
her.

al. What manner of man is he ?

ost. An old man.
al. What doth gravity out of his bed at mid-
t? Shall I give him his answer?
rince. Prithee, do, Jack.
al. 'Faith, and I'll send him packing. [Exit,
rince. Now, sirs : by’r lady, you fought fair

;

id you, Peto ; so did you, Bardolph
:
you are

> too, you ran away upon instindl, you will

:ouch the true prince
;
no, fie !

%rd. ’Faith, I ran when I saw others run.

nnce. 'Faith, tell me now in earnest, how
2 Falstaff's sword so hacked?
’to. Why, he hacked it with his dagger, and
he would swear truth out of England but he
Id make you believe it was done in fight, and
.laded us to do the like. 339
ird. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-
; to make them bleed, and then to beslubber
garments with it and swear it was the blood
ie men. I did that I did not this seven year
e, I blushed to hear his monstrous devices.
'ince. O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack
:een years ago, and wert taken with the
ter, and ever since thou hast blushed extem-
Thou hadst fire and sword on thy side,

yet thou rannest away: what instindt hadst
for it? 350
rd. My lord, do you see these meteors?
m behold these exhalations ?

ince. I do.
rd. What think you they portend?
'ince. Hot livers and cold purses.
rd. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken.
ince. No, if rightly taken, halter.

Re-enter Falstaff.

comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone.
now, my sweet creature of bombast ! How
is ’t ago, Jack, since thou sawest thine own
• 361
l. My own knee ! when I was about thy
1, Hal, I was not an eagle’s talon in the
; I could have crept into any alderman’s
b-ring: a plague of sighing and grief! it

. a man up like a bladder. There’s villanous
abroad : here was Sir John Bracy from your
r; you must to the court in the morning,
same mad fellow of the north, Percy, and

’ Wales, that gave Amamon the bastinado
made Luc'fer cuckold and swore the devil

his true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh
hook—what a plague call you him?

Poins. O, Glendower.
Fal. Owen, Owen, the same; and his son-in-

law Mortimer, and old Northumberland, and that
sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs
o’ horseback up a hill perpendicular,

—

Prince. He that rides at high speed and with
his pistol kills a sparrow flying. 380
Fal. You have hit it.

Prince. So did he never the sparrow.
Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in

him
; he will not run.

Prince. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to
praise him so for running !

Fal. O’ horseback, ye cuckoo
; but afoot he

will not budge a foot.

Prince. Yes, Jack, upon instindl. 389
Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is

there too, and one Mordake, and a thousand
blue-caps more: Worcester is stolen away to-
night ; thy father’s beard is turned white with the
news

:
you may buy land now as cheap as stinking

mackerel.
Prmce. Why, then, it is like, if there come a

hot June and this civil buffeting hold, vre shall
buy maidenheads as they buy hob-nails, by the
hundreds. 399
Fal. By the mass, lad, thou sayest true ; it is

like we shall have good trading that way. But
tell me, Hal, art not thou horrible afeard? thou
being heir-apparent, could the world pick thee
out three such enemies again as that fiend Dou-
glas, that spirit Percy, and that devil Glendower?
Art thou not horribly afraid? doth not thy blood
thrill at it?

Prmce. Not a whit, i’ faith; I lack some of
thy instinct. 409
Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-mor-

row when thou comest to thy father : if thou love
me, practise an answer.
Prmce. Do thou stand for my father, and ex-

amine me upon the particulars of my life.

Fal. Shall I ? content : this chair shall be my
state, this dagger my sceptre, and this cushion
my crown.
Prince. Thy state is taken for a joined-stool,

thy golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy
precious rich crown for a pitiful bald crown

! 420
Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite

out of thee, now shalt thou be moved. Give me
a cup of sack to make my eyes look red, that it

niay be. thought I have wept ; for 1 must speak
in passion, and I will do it in King Cambyses’
vein.

Prmce. Well, here is my leg.

Fal. And here is my speech. Stand aside,
nobility. 42g
Host. O Jesu, this is excellent sport, i’ faith !

Fal. Weep not, sweet queen; for trickling
tears are vain.

Host. O, the father, how he holds his counte-
nance !

Fal. For God’s sake, lords, convey my tristful
queen

;

For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes.
Host. O Jesu, he doth it as like one of these

harlotry players as ever I see !

Fal. Peace, good pint-pot
;
peace, good tickle-



brain Harry, I do not only marvel where thou

spendest thy time, but also how thou art accom-

panied: for though the camomile, the more it is

trodden on the faster it grows, yet youth, the

more it is wasted the sooner it wears. 1 hat thou

art my son, I have partly thy mother s word,

partly my own opinion, but chiefly a villanous

trick of thine eye and a foolish hanging of thy

nether lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou

be son to me, here lies the point ;
why being son

to me, art thou so pointed at? Shall the blessed sun

of heaven prove a micher and eat blackberries? a

question not to be asked. Shall the son of England

prove a thief and take purses? a question to be

asked. There is a thing, Harry, which thou hast

often heard of and it is known to many in our land

by the name of pitch : this pitch, as ancient writers

do report, doth defile ; so doth the company thou

keepest : for, Harry, now I do not speak to thee

in drink but in tears, not in pleasure but in pasr

sion, not in words only, but in woes also : and yet

there is a virtuous man whom I have often noted

in thy company, but I know not his name. 461

Prince. What manner of man, an it like your

majesty? .

Fal. A goodly portly man, 1 faith, and a cor-

pulent ;
of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye and a

most noble carriage ; and, as I think, his age

some fifty, Or, by’r lady, inclining to three score ;

and now I remember me, his name is Falstaff: if

that man should be lewdly given, he deceiveth

me ;
for, Harry, I see virtue in his looks. If then

the tree may be known by the fruit, as the fruit

by the tree, then, peremptorily I speak it, there

is virtue in that Falstaff: him keep with, the rest

banish. And tell me now, thou naughty varlet,

tell me, where hast thou been this month ?

Prince. Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou

stand for me, and I ’ll play my father.

Fal. Depose me ? if thou dost it half so gravely,

so majestically, both in word and matter, hang

me up by the heels for a rabbit-sucker or a poulter’s

hare. T
Prince. Well, here I am set.

Fal And here I stand
:
judge, my masters.

Prince. Now, Harry, whence come you?

Fal Mv noble lord, from Eastcheap.

Prince. The complaints I hear of thee are

grievous. . . tmi
Fal. ’Sblood, my lord, they are false: nay, I 11

tickle ye for a young prince, i’ faith. 489

Prince. Swearest thou, ungracious boy? hence-

forth ne’er look on me. Thou art violently car-

ried away from grace : there is a devil haunts

thee in the likeness of an old fat man ; a tun ol

man is thy companion. Why dost thou converse

with that trunk of humours, that bolting-hutch of

beastliness, that swollen parcel of dropsies, that

huge bombard of sack, that stuffed cloak-bag of

guts, that roasted Manningtree ox with the pud-

ding in his belly, that reverend vice, that grey

iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in years

.

Wherein is he good, but to taste sack and drink

it? wherein neat and cleanly, but to carve a capon

and eat it? wherein cunning, but in craft? wherein

crafty, but in villany ? wherein villanous, but in

all things? wherein worthy, but in nothing?
<

Fal. I would your grace would take me with

you : whom means your grace ?

Prince. That villanous abominable mislei—

of youth, Falstaff, that old white-bearded Sat

Fal. My lord, the man I know.
Prince. I know thou dost.

Fal. But to say I know more harm in

than in myself, were to say more than I kr/.

That he is old, the more the pity, his white h

do witness it ;
but that he is, saving your re

ence, a whoremaster, that I utterly deny. If <

and sugar be a fault, God help the wicked ! i

be old and merry be a sin, then many an old

that I know is damned : if to be fat be to be ha

then Pharaoh’s lean kine are to be loved. No,

good lord ;
banish Peto, banish Bardolph, ba

Poins: but for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind J

Falstaff, true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Fals

and therefore more valiant, being, as he is,

Jack Falstaff, banish not him thy Harry’s c

pany, banish not him thy Harry’s comp:

banish plump Jack, and banish all the world.

Prince . I do, I will. [A knocking het

[Exeunt Hostess, Francis,
and Bardo

Re-enter Bardolph, running.

Bard. O, my lord, my lord ! the sheriff

a most monstrous watch is at the door.luunouu^ vrcivwA

Fal. Out, ye rogue ! Play out the play : I

much to say in the behalf of that Falstaff.

Re-enter the Hostess.

Host. O Jesu, my lord, my lord

!

Prince. Heigh, heigh! the devil rides

a fiddlestick : what’s the matter ?

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at

door : they are come to search the house.
"

I let them in?

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a

piece of gold a counterfeit : thou art essent

mad, without seeming so.

Prince. And thou a natural coward, wit

instindl.

Fal. I deny your major : if you will deny

sheriff, so ;
if not, let him enter : if I become

a cart as well as another man, a plague on

bringing up ! I hope I shall as soon be stran

with a halter as another.

Prince. Go, hide thee behind the arras:

rest walk up above. Now, my masters, for a

face and good conscience.

Fal. Both which I have had ; hut their

is out, and therefore I’ll hide me.

Prince. Call in the sheriff.

[Exeunt all except the Prince and 1

Enter Sheriff and the Carrier.

Now, master sheriff, what is your will with r.

Sher. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue

Hath follow’d certain men unto this house.

Prince. What men?
Sher. One of them is well known, my grac

lord,

A gross fat man.
Car. As fat as butter.

#
.

Prince. The man, I do assure you, is not 1

For I myself at this time have employ d him

And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee

That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time,

Send him to answer thee, or any man,
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any thing he shall be charged withal

:

l so let me entreat you leave the house.

her. I will, my lord. There are two gentle-

men
re in this robbery lost three hundred marks.
rince. It may be so : if he have robb’d these
men, 570

shall be answerable ; and so farewell.

her

.

Good night, my noble lord.

rince. I think it is good morrow, is it not?
her. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’clock.

[Exeunt Sheriff and Carrier,
rince. This oily rascal is known as well as

l’s. Go, call him forth.

<to. Falstaff!—Fast asleep behind the arras,

snorting like a horse.

rince. Hark, how hard he fetches breath,

•ch his pockets. [He searchetfa his pockets
,

findeth certain papers.

\

What hast thou
id?

eto. Nothing but papers, my lord.

rince. Let’s see what they be : read them.
do. [Reads] Item, A capon, , . 2s. 2d.

Item, Sauce, . . 4d.
Item, Sack, two.gallons, 5s. 8d.

I tern, Anchovies and sa.ck

after supper, . 2s. 6d.

Item, Bread, . . ob.
rince. 0 monstrous ! but one half-penny-
h of bread to this intolerable deal of sack !

it there is else, keep close ; we ’ll read it at
; advantage: there let him sleep till day.
:o the court in the morning. We must all to
vars, and thy place shall be honourable. I’ll

ure this fat rogue a charge of foot ; and I

v his death will be a march of twelve-score,
money shall be paid back again with advan-

. Be with me betimes in the morning
; and

;ood morrow, Peto. [Exeunt. 601
’to. Good morrow, good my lord.

ACT III.

ne I. Bangor. The Archdeacon's house.

?r Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and
Glendower.

ort. These promises are fair, the parties sure,
our induction fall of prosperous hope.
ot. Lord Mortimer, and cousin Glendower,
you sit down ?

uncle Worcester: a plague upon it!

ve forgot the map.
end. No, here it. is.

:ousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur,
by that name as oft as Lancaster
1 speak of yon, his cheek looks pale and with
ing sigh he wisheth you in heaven. 10
d. And you in hell, as oft as he hears Owen
dower spoke of.

end. I cannot blame him : at my nativity
front of heaven was full of fiery shapes,
irmng cressets

; and at my birth
frame and huge foundation of the earth
ed like a coward.
d. .Why, so it would have done at the same
>n, if your mother’s cat had but kittened,
Th yourself had never been born. 20

Glend. I say the earth did shake when I was
born.

Hot. And I say the earth was not of my mind,
If you suppose as fearing you it shook.
Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the earth

did tremble.
Hot. O, then the earth shook to see the heavens

on fire,

And not in fear of your nativity.
Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth
In strange eruptions

; oft the teeming earth
Is with a kind of colic pinch’d and vex’d
By the imprisoning of unruly wind 30
Within her womb

; which, forenlargement striving,
Shakes the old beldam earth and topples down
Steeples and moss-grown towers. At your birth
Our grandam earth, having this distemperature,
In passion shook.
Glend. Cousin, of many men

I do not bear these crossings. Give me leave
To tell you once again that at my birth
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes,
I he goats ran from the mountains, and the herds
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields.
1 hese signs have mark’d me extraordinary; 41
And all the courses of my life do show
I am notin the roll of common men.
Where is fie living, clipp’d in with the sea
lhat chides the banks of England, Scotland,

Wales,
Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me?
And bring him out that is but woman’s son
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art
And hold me pace in cfogp experiments.
Hot. I think there’s no man speaks better

Welsh. I ’ll to dinner. 50
Mort. Peace, cousin Percy; you will make

him mad.
Glend. I can call spirits from the vasty deep.Hot. Why, so can I, or so can any man ;

But will they come when you do call for them?
Glend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to

command
The devil.

Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the
devil

By telling truth : tell truth and shame the devil.
If thou have power to raise him, bring him

hither,

And I’ll be sworn I have power to shame him
hence. 61

Q, while you live, tell truth and shame the devil

!

Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofit-
able chat.

Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke
made head

Against my power ; thrice from the banks of Wye
And sandy-bottom’d Severn have I sent him
Bootless home and weather-beaten back.Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather

too

!

How ’scapes he agues, in the devil’s name?
Glend. Come, here’s the map: shall we divide

our right ?Q
According to our threefold order ta’en ?

Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it

Into three limits very equally

:

England, from Trent and Severn hitherto,
By south and east is to my part assign’d

:

I



All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore,

And all the fertile land within that bound,

To Owen Glendower : and, dear coz, to you

The remnant northward, lying off from Trent.

And our indentures tripartite are drawn ;
80

Which being sealed interchangeably,

A business that this night may execute,

To-morrow, cousin Percy, you and I

And my good Lord of Worcester will set forth

To meet your father and the Scottish power,

As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury.

My father Glendower is not ready yet,

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days.

Within that space you may have drawn together

Your tenants, friends and neighbouring gentle-

men.
#

9°

Glend. A shorter time shall send me to you,

lords

:

And in my condu<5l shall your ladies come

;

From whom you now must steal and take no leave,

For there will be a world of water shed

Upon the parting of your wives and you.

Hot. Methinks my moiety, north from Burton

here,

In quantity equals not one of yours :

See how this river comes me cranking in,

And cuts me from the best of all my land

A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out. ioo

I ’ll have the current in this place damm’d up;

And here the smug and silver Trent shall run

In a new channel, fair and evenly

;

I I shall not wind with such a deep indent,

To rob me of so rich a bottom here.

Glend. Not wind? it shall, it must; you see it

doth.

Mort. Yea, but
Mark how he bears his course, and runs me up
With like advantage on the other side ;

Gelding the opposed continent as much no
As on the other side it takes from you.

Wor. Yea, but a little charge will trench him
here

And on this north side win this cape of land

;

And then he runs straight and even.

Hot. I’ll have it so : a little charge will da it

Glend. I ’ll not have it alter’d.

Hot. Will not you?
Glend. No, nor you shall not.

Hot. Who shall say me nay?

Glend. Why, that wil* I.

Hot. Let me not understand you, then ; speak

it in Welsh. 120

|

Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as

you

;

|

For I was train’d up in the English court

;

i Where, being but young, I framed to the harp

|

Many an English ditty lovely well

j

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament,

!
A virtue that was never seen in you.

! Hot. Marry,
And I am glad of it with all my heart

:

I had rather be a kitten and cry mew
Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers;

I had rather hear a brazen canstick turn’d, 13

Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree

;

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge,

Nothing so much as mincing poetry :

’Tis like the forced gait of a shuffling nag.

Glend. Come, you shall have Trent turn’d.

Hot. I do not care ; I’ll give thrice so

land
To any well-deserving friend ;

But in the way of bargain, mark ye me,

I ’ll cavil on the ninth part of a hair.

Are the indentures drawn? shall we be gone

Glend. The moon shines fair
;
you may

by night:

. 11 haste the writer and withal

Break with your wives of your departure h<

I am afraid my daughter will run mad,

So much she doteth on her Mortimer. [

Mort. Fie, cousin Percy ! how you cros

father!

Hot. I cannot choose : sometime he angei

With telling me of the moldwarp and the an

Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies.

And of a dragon and a finless fish,

A clip-wing’d griffin and a moulten raven,

A couching lion and a ramping cat,

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff

As puts me from my faith. I tell you what

He held me last night at least nine hours

I n reckoning up the several devils’ names
That were his lackeys: I cried ‘hum,’ and ‘

go to/

But mark’d him not a word. O, he is as te

As a tired horse, a railing wife ;

Worse than a smoky house : I had rather lr

With cheese and garlic in a windmill, far,

Than feed on cates and have him talk to me
In any summer-house in Christendom.

Mort. Irr faith, he is a worthy gentlema

Exceedingly well read, and profited

In strange concealments, valiant as a lion

And wondrous affable and as bountiful

As mines of India. Shall' I tell you, cousin

He holds your temper in a high respedl

And curbs himself even of his natural scope

When you come ’cross his humour; fait

does

:

I warrant you, that man is not alive

Might so have tempted him as you have do:

Without the taste of danger and reproof :

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you.

Wor. In faith, my lord, you are too v

blame

;

And since your coming hither have done en

To put him quite beside his patience.

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this f

Though sometimes it show greatness, cov

blood,

—

And that’s the dearest grace it renders you
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage,

Defedl of manners, want of government,

Pride, haughtiness, opinion and disdain

:

The least of which haunting a nobleman
Loseth men’s hearts and leaves behind a st;

Upon the beauty of all parts besides,

Beguiling them of commendation.
Hot. Well, I am school’d

:
good manne

your speed

!

Here come our wives, and let us take our 1

I

Re-enter Glendower with the ladies

Mort. This is the deadly spite that anger

My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh

Glend. My daughter weeps : she will nc

with you

;
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’ll be a soldier too, she ’ll to the wars.
rort. Good father, tell her that she and my
aunt Percy

11 follow in your conduct speedily.

[Glendower speaks to her in Welsh, and she
answers him in the same,

lend. She is desperate here ; a peevish self-

d harlotry, one that no persuasion can do
1 upon. [ The lady speaks in Welsh,
fort. I understand thy looks: that pretty

Welsh 201

ich thou pour’st down from these swelling

heavens
i too perfect in; and, but for shame,
uch a parley should I answer thee.

[ The lady speaks again in Welsh.
derstand thy kisses and thou mine,
i that’s a feeling disputation

:

I will never be a truant, love,

I hive learn’d thy language ; for thy tongue
ces Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn’d,

g by a fair queen in a summer’s bower, 210
h ravishing division, to her lute.

lend. Nay, if you melt, then will she run
mad. [The lady speaks again in Welsh.

Tort . O, I am ignorance itself in this !

lend. She bids you on the wanton rushes
lay you down

. rest your gentle head upon her lap,

. she will sing the song that pleaseth you

. on your eyelids crown the god of sleep,

rming your blood with pleasing heaviness,
:ing such difference ’twixt wake and sleep

s the difference betwixt day and night 220
hour before the heavenly-harness’d team
ins his golden progress in the east.
r
ort. With all my heart I ’ll sit and hear her
sing:

hat time will our book, I think, be drawn.
lend. Do so

;

those musicians that shall play to you
1g in the air a thousand leagues from hence,
straight they shall be here : sit. and attend.
ot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying
n: come, quick, quick, that I may lay my

,1 in thy lap. 231
\pdy P. Go, ye giddy goose.

[The music plays,
ot. Now I perceive the devil understands
Welsh

;

’tis no marvel he is so humorous,
lady, he is a good musician.
ady P. Then should you be nothing but
cal, for you are altogether governed by hu-
rs. Lie still, ye thief, and hear the lady
in Welsh.
ot. I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howl

f

ish. 241
idy P. Wouldst thou have thy head broken?
ot. No.
idy P. Then be still.

\ot. Neither; ’tis a woman’s fault.

\ idy P. Now God help thee !

ot. To the Welsh lady’s bed.
xdy P. What’s that?
ot. Peace ! she sings.

[Here the lady sings a Welsh song,
ot. Come, Kate, I’ll have your song too.

UdyP. Not mine, in good sooth. 251

397

Hot. Not yours, in good sooth 1 Heart! you
swear like a comfit-maker’s wife. ‘Not you, in

good sooth,’ and ‘as true as I live,’ and ‘as God
shall mend me,’ and ‘as sure as day,’

And givest such sarcenet surety for thy oaths,

As if thou never walk’st further than Finsbury.
Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art,

A good mouth-filling oath, and leave ‘ in sooth,’

And such protest of pepper-gingerbread, 260
i

To velvet-guards and Sunday-citizens.
Come, sing.

Lady P. I will not sing.

Hot. ’Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be !

red-breast teacher. An the indentures be di^iwr, I

I ’ll away within these two hours ; and so, come !

in when ye will. [Exit.
\

Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer
;
you are

as slow
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go.

By this our book is drawn ; we’ll but seal, 270
And then to horse immediately.
Mort. With all my heart. [Exeunt.

Scene II. London. The palace.

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, and others. '

King. Lords, give us leave; the Prince of
Wales and I

Must have some private conference : but be near
at hand,

For we shall presently have need of you.
[Exeunt Lords. i

I know not whether God will have it so,

For some displeasing service I have done.
That, in his secret doom, out of my blood
He ’ll breed revengement and a scourge for me

;

But thou dost in thy passages of life

Make me believe that thou art only mark’d
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven 10
To punish my mistreadings. Tell me else.

Could such inordinate and low desires,

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean
attempts,

Such barren pleasures, rude society, :

As thou art match’d withal and grafted to.

Accompany the greatness of thy blood
And hold their level with thy princely heart ?

Prince. So please your majesty, I would I i

could
Quit all offences with as clear excuse
As well as I am doubtless I can purge 20

j

Myself of many I am charged withal

:

Yet such extenuation let me beg,
As, in reproof of many tales devised,
Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear,
By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers,
I may, for some things true, wherein my youth

J

Hath faulty wander’d and irregular,

Find pardon on my true submission.
King. God pardon thee ! yet let me wonder,

j

Harry,
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 30 !

Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors.
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost.

Which by thy younger brother is supplied.
And art almost an alien to the hearts
Of all the court and princes of my blood

:

The hope and expectation of thy time
Is ruin’d, and the soul of every man

FIRST PART OF KING HENRY IV.
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Prophetically doth forethink thy fall.

Had I so lavish of my presence been,

So common-hackney’d in the eyes of men, 40

So stale and cheap to vulgar company,
Opinion, that did help me to the crown.

Had still kept loyal to possession

And left me in reputelees banishment,

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood.

By being seldom seen, I could not stir

But like a comet I was wonder’d at

;

That men would tell their children ‘This is he ;’

Others would say ‘ Where, which is Bolingbroke V
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven, 50

And dress’d myself in such humility

That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts,

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths,

Even in the presence of the crowned king.

Thus did I keep my person fresh and new

;

My presence, like a robe pontifical,

Ne’er seen but wonder’d at: and so my state,

Seldom but sumptuous, showed like a feast

And won by rareness such solemnity.

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 60

With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits,

Soon kindled and soon burnt ; carded his state,

Mingled his royalty with capering fools,

Had his great name profaned with their scorns

And gave his countenance, against his name,

To laugh at gibing boys and stand the push

Of every beardless vain comparative,

Grew a companion to the common streets,

Enfeoft’d himself to popularity

;

That, being daily swallow’d by men’s eyes, 70

They surfeited with honey and began
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little

More than a little is by much too much.
So when he had occasion to be seen,

He was but as the cuckoo is in June,

Heard, not regarded ;
seen, but with such eyes

As, sick and blunted with community.
Afford no extraordinary gaze,

.

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty
When it shines seldom in admiring eyes ;

Bo

But rather drowzed and hung their eyelids down,

Slept in his face and render’d such aspedt

As cloudy men use to their adversaries,

Being with his presence glutted, gorged and full.

And in that very line, Harry, standest thou ;

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege

With vile participation : not an eye

But is a-weary of thy common sight,

Save mine, which hath desired to see thee more

;

Which now doth that I would not have it do, 90

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness.

Prince. I shall hereafter, my thrice gracious

lord,

Be more myself.

King. For all the world

As thou art to this hour was Richard then

When I from France set foot at Ravenspurgh,

And even as I was then is Percy now.

Now, by my sceptre and my soul to boot,

He hath more worthy interest to the state

Than thou the shadow of succession

;

For of no right, nor colour like to right, 100

He doth fill fields with harness in the realm,

Turns head against the lion’s armed jaws,

And, being no more in debt to years than thou,
1 Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on

To bloody battles and to bruising arms.

What never-dying honour hath he got

Against renowned Douglas ! whose high de«

Whose hot incursions and great name in arn

Holds from all soldiers chief majority

And military title capital

Through all the kingdoms that acknowl
Christ

:

Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swat;

clothes,

This infant warrior, in his enterprizes

Discomfited great Douglas, ta’en him once,

Enlarged him and made a friend of him,

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up
And shake the peace and safety of our thror

And what say you to this? Percy, Northui

land*

The Archbishop’s grace of York, Douglas,

timer,

Capitulate against us and are up.

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee?

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes,

Which art my near’st and dearest enemy?
Thou that art like enough, through vassal f

Base inclination and the start of spleen,

To fight against me under Percy’s pay.

To dog his heels and curtsy at his frowns,

To show how much thou art degenerate.

Prince. Do not think so; you shall not

it so

:

And God forgive them that so much have sv

Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me
I will redeem all this on Percy’s head
And in the closing of some glorious day
Be bold to tell you that I am your son

;

When I will wear a garment all of blood

And stain my favours in a bloody mask,

Which, wash’d away, shall scour my shame
it:

And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights

That this same child of honour and renown,

This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight

And your unthought-of Harry chance to me

For every honour sitting on his helm,

Would they were multitudes, and on my he

My shames redoubled ! for the time will coi

That I shall make this northern youth exch

His glorious deeds for my indignities.

Percy is but my fadlor, good my lord,

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf;

And I will call him to so stridt account.

That he shall render every glory up.

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time,

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart.

This, in the name of God, I promise here

:

The which if He be pleased I shall perform)

I do beseech your majesty may salve

The long-grown wounds of my mtemperanc
If not, the end of life cancels all bands

;

And I will die a hundred thousand deaths

Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow..

King. A hundred thousand rebels die in

Thou shalt have charge and soyereign

herein.

Enter Blunt.

How now, good Blunt? thy looks are fi

speed.
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lunt. So hath the business that I come to

speak of.

i Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word
t Douglas and the English rebels met
eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury

:

ighty and a fearful head they are,

•omises be kept on every hand,
ver offer'd foul play in a state.

ing. The Earl of Westmoreland set forth

to-day; 170
a him my son. Lord John of Lancaster;
this advertisement is five days old :

Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set for-

ward ;

'hursdaywe ourselves willmarch : our meeting
ridgenorth : and, Harry, you shall march
>ugh Gloucestershire ; by which account,
business valued, some twelve days hence
general forces at Bridgenorth shall meet,
hands are full of business : let’s away

;

mtage feeds him fat, while men delay. 180
[Exeunt.

2NE III. Eastcheap. The Boar’s-Head
Tavern.

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph.

Bardolph, am I not fallen a\Vay vilely

this last adfcion? do I not bate? do I not
die? Why, my skin hangs about me like an
idy’s loose gown ; I am withered like an old

:-john. Well, I ’ll repent, and that suddenly,
: I am in some liking ; I shall be out of heart
ly, and then I shall have no strength to

it. An I have not forgotten what the inside

church is made of, I am a peppercorn, a
2r’s horse : the inside of a church ! Com-
, villanous company, hath been the spoil of

rd. Sir John, you are so fretful, you can-
ve long.

1. Why, there is it : come sing me a bawdy
make me merry. I was as virtuously given
gentleman need to be ;

virtuous enough

;

little
; diced not above seven times aweek ;

to a bawdy-house not above once in a
er—of an hour; paid money that I bor-
l, three or four times ;

lived well and in

compass : and now I live out of all order,
all compass.

'd. Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that
lust needs be out of all compass, out of all

lable compass, Sir John.
•• Do thou amend thy face, and I’ll amend
e : thou art our admiral, thou bearest the
n in the poop, but ’tis in the nose of thee

;

irt the Knight of the Burning Lamp. 30
'd

.

Why, Sir John, my face does you no

• No, I’ll be sworn ; I make as good use
s many a man doth of a Death’s-head or a
nto mori : I never see thy face but I think
hell-fire and Dives that lived in purple ;

:re he is in his robes, burning, burning. If
7ert any way given to virtue, I would swear
r face

; my oath should be ‘ By this fire,

God’s angel but thou art altogether given
and wert indeed, but for the light in thy
the son of utter darkness. When thou

rannest up Gadshill in the night to catch my
horse, if I did not think thou hadst been an
ignis fatuus or a ball of wildfire, there’s no pur-
chase in money. O, thou art a perpetual tri-

umph, an everlasting bonfire-light ! Thou hast
saved me a thousand marks in links and torches,
walking with thee in the night betwixt tavern
and tavern ; but the sack that thou hast drunk
me would have bought me lights as good cheap
at the

_

dearest chandler’s in Europe. I have
maintained that salamander of yours with fire

any time this two and thirty years
; God reward

me for it

!

Bard. ’Sblood, I would my face were in your
belly

!

Fal. God-a-mercy ! so should I be sure to be
heart-burned.

Enter Hostess.

How now, Dame Partlet the hen! have you
inquired yet who picked my pocket? 61
Host. Why, Sir John, what do you think,

Sir John? do you think I keep thieves in my
house? I have searched, I have inquired, so
has my husband, man by man, boy by boy,
servant by servant : the tithe of a hair was never
lost in my house before.

Fal. Ye lie, hostess: Bardolph was shaved
and lost many a hair; and I’ll be sworn my
pocket was picked. Go to, you are a woman, go.
Host. Who, I ? no

; I defy thee : God’s light,
I was never called so in mine own house before.
Fal. Go to, I know you well enough.
Host. No, Sir John; you do not know me,

Sir John. I know you, Sir John; you owe me
money, Sir John ; and now you pick a quarrel to
beguile me of it : I bought you a dozen of shirts
to your back.
Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given

them away to bakers’ wives, and they have made
bolters of them. 81
Host. Now, as I am a true woman, holland

of eight shillings an ell. You owe money here
besides, Sir John, for your diet and by-drink-
ings, and money lent you, four and twenty *

pound.
Fal. He had his part of it

; let him pay.
Host. He ? alas, he is poor ; he hath nothing.
Fal. How! poor? look upon his face; what

call you rich? let them coin his nose, let them
coin his cheeks : I ’ll not pay a denier. What,
will you make a younker of me ? shall I not take
mine ease in mine inn but I shall have my pocket
picked? I have lost a seal-ring of my grand-
fathers worth forty mark.
Host. O Jesu, I have heard the prince tell

him, I know not how oft, that that ring was
copper

!

Fal. How ! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup

:

’sblood, an he were here, I would cudgel him
like a dog, if he would say so. IO i

Enter the Prince and Peto, marching, and
Falstaff meets themplayin,gon his truncheon
like afife.

How now, lad ! is the wind in that door, i’ faith?
must we all march?
Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate fashion.
Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me.
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Prince What sayest thou, Mistress Quickly? c

How doth thy husband? I love him well; he is <

! an honest man. ]

Host. Good my lord, hear me. 1

Fal. Prithee, let her alone, and list to me. i

Prince. What sayest thou, Jack? in <

Fal. The other night I fell, asleep here be-

hind the arras and had my pocket picked : this

house is turned bawdy-house ;
they pick pockets.

Prince. What didst thou lose, Jack?

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or

four bonds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal-ring

of my grandfather’s.

Prince. A trifle, some eight-penny matter.

Host. So I told him, my lord; and I said

I heard your grace say so: and, my lord, he

speaks most vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed

man as he is ;
and said he would cudgel you.

Prince. What ! he did not?

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor woman-

hood in me else.
. . ,

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee than in a

stewed prune ; nor no more truth in thee than in

a drawn fox ;
and for womanhood, Maid Marian

may be the deputy’s wife of the ward to thee.

Go, you thing, go.
.

131

Host. Say, what thing? what thing?

Fal. What thing! why, a thing to thank

God on.
, , _ , T

Host. I am no thing to thank God on, 1

would thou shouldst know it ;
I am an honest

man’s wife : and, setting thy knighthood aside,

thou art a knave to call me so.

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a

beast to say otherwise.
, .

140

Host. Say, what beast, thou knave, thou?

Fal. What beast ! why, an otter.

Prmce. An otter, Sir John ! why an otter?

Fal. Why, she’s neither fish nor flesh; a man

knows not where to have her.

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so

:

thou or any man knows where to have me, thou

knave, thou ! , ,

Prince. Thou sayest true, hostess; and he

slanders thee most grossly.
,

Host. So he doth you, my lord; and said

this other day you ought him a thousand pound.

Prmce. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand

^°Fal.’ A thousand pound, Hal ! a million

:

thy love is worth a million : thou owest me

^Ilost. * Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and

said he would cudgel you.

Fal. Did I, Bardolph?
.

160

Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so.

Fal. Yea, if he said my ring was copper.

Prince. I say ’tis copper; darest thou be as

good as thy word now?
Fal Why, Plal, thou knowest, as thou art

but man, I dare: but as thou art prince, I

fear thee as I fear the roaring of the lion s whelp.

Prince. And why not as the lion?

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the

lion: dost thou think I’ll fear thee as I fear th>

* father? nay, an I do, I pray God my girdle break

1 Prince. O, if it should, how would thy
?

gut;

fall about thy knees! But, sirrah, there’s nc

|
room for faith, truth, nor honesty in this boson

if thine ; it is all filled up with guts and m
Charge an honest woman with picking thy p<

vhy, thou whoreson, impudent, embossed 1

if there were anything in thy pocket but t;

reckonings, memorandums of bawdy-house

one poor penny-worth of sugar-candy to

thee long-winded, if thy pocket were en

with any other injuries but these, I am a v

and yet you will stand to it
;
you will not

]

up wrong : art thou not ashamed ?

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? thou know

the state of innocency Adam fell ;
and what

:

poor Jack Falstaff do in the days of vi

Thou seest I have more flesh than anothe)

and therefore more frailty. You confess

you picked my pocket ?

Prince. It appears so by the story.

Fal. Hostess, I forgive thee
:
go, make

breakfast ; love thy husband, look to thy sei

cherish thy guests : thou shalt find me tr;

to any honest reason : thou seest I am p
still. Nay, prithee, be gone. [Exit Hi

Now, Hal, to the news at court: for the ro

lad, how is that answered ?

Prince. O, my sweet beef, I must still b

angel to thee : the money is paid back aga

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back

double labour.

Prince. I am good friends with my
and may do any thing.

Fal. Rob me the exchequer the first

thou doest, and do it with unwashed hands

Bard. Do, my lord.

Prince. I have procured thee, Jack, a

of foot.

Fal. I would it had been of horse,

shall I find one that can steal well? O fo;

thief, of the age of two and twenty or

abouts ! I am heinously unprovided. We
be thanked for these rebels, they offend nc

the virtuous : I laud them, I praise them.

Prmce. Bardolph

!

Bard. My lord ?

Prince. Go bear this letter to Lord j

Lancaster, to my brother John ;
this to m

of Westmoreland. [Exit Bardolph.} Gc

to horse, to horse ;
for thou and I have

miles to ride yet ere dinner time. [Exii

Jack, meet me to-morrow in the temple

two o’clock in the afternoon.

There shalt thou know thy charge; am

receive

Money and order for their furniture.

The land is burning ;
Percy stands on hig

And either we or they must lower lie.

Fal. Rare words ! brave world ! Host

breakfast, come ! <

, 0,

1

could wish this tavern weremy drum

!

ACT IV.

Scene I. The rebel camp near Shrew,

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, and Doi

r Hot. Well said, my noble Scot : if s]

truth

5 In this fine age were not thought flatter}'.

) Such attribution should the Douglas have

1 As not a soldier of this season’s stamp
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ould go so general current through the world.

God, I cannot flatter ; I do defy

e tongues of soothers ; but a braver place

my heart’s love hath no man than yourself

:

y, task me to my word ; approve me, lord.

')oug. Thou art the king of honour : 10

man so potent breathes upon the ground
1 1 will beard him.

lot. Do so, and * tis well.

Enter a Messenger with letters.

lat letters hast thou there ?—I can but thank you.
Mess. These letters come from your father.

lot. Letters from him! why comes he not
himself?

!less. He cannot come, my lord ; he is griev-

ous sick.

lot. ’Zounds ! how has he the leisure to be sick

such a justling time? Who leads his power?
der whose government come they along? 19
Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my lord.

Vor. I prithee, tell me, doth he keep his bed ?

Iless. He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth

;

d at the time of my departure thence
was much fear’d by his physicians.

Vor. I would the state of time had first been
whole

; he by sickness had been visited

:

; health was never better worth than now.
lot. Sick now ! droop now ! this sickness doth

infedl

i very life-blood of our enterprise ;

> catching hither, even to our camp. 30
e writes me here, that inward sickness

—

i that his friends by deputation could not
soon be drawn, nor did he think it meet
lay so dangerous and dear a trust

any soul removed but on his own.
doth he give us bold advertisement,

it with our small conjundtion we should on,
see how fortune is disposed to us

;

,
as he writes, there is no quailing now,

:ause the king is certainly possess’d 40
all our purposes. What say you to it?

Mor. Your father’s sickness is a maim to us.
Tot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp’d off

:

1 yet, in faith, it is not ; his present want
ms more than we shall find it : were it good
set the exadt wealth of all our states
at one cast? to set so rich a main
the nice hazard of one doubtful hour?
rere not good

; ffor therein should we read
: very bottom and the soul of hope, 50
very list, the very utmost bound

ill our fortunes.
oug. ’Faith, and so we should

;

ere now remains a sweet reversion :

may boldly spend upon the hope of what
) come in

:

)mfort of retirement lives in this.
ot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto,
lat the devil and mischance look big
n the maidenhead of our affairs.
r
or. But yet I would your father had been
here. 60
quality and hair of our attempt
>ks no division: it will be thought
>ome, that know not why he is away,
t wisdom, loyalty and mere dislike

Of our proceedings kept the earl from hence

:

And think how such an apprehension
May turn the tide of fearful fadtion

And breed a kind of question in our cause ;

For well you know we of the offering side
Must keep aloof from stridl arbitrement, 70
And stop all sight-holes, every loop from whence
The eye of reason may pry in upon us

:

This absence of your father’s draws a curtain,
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear
Before not dreamt of.

Hot. You strain too far.

I rather of his absence make this use :

It lends a lustre and more great opinion,
A larger dare to our great enterprise.

Than if the earl were here
;
for men must think,

If we without his help can make a head 80
To push against a kingdom, with his help
We shall o’erturn it topsy-turvy down.
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole.
Doug. As heart can think : there is not such

a word
Spoke of in Scotland as this term of fear.

Enter Sir Richard Vernon.
Hot. My cousin Vernon ! welcome, by my soul.

Ver. Pray God my news be worth a welcome,
lord.

The Earl ofWestmoreland, seven thousand strong,
Is marching hitherwards; with him Prince John.
Hot. N o harm : what more ?

Ver. And further, I have learn’d, 90
The king himself in person is set forth,

Or hitherwards intended speedily,
With strong and mighty preparation.
Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is his son,

The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales,
And his comrades, that daff ’d the world aside,
And bid it pass?

Ver. All furnish’d, all in arms ;

tAll plumed like estridges that with the wind
Baited like eagles having lately bathed

;

Glittering in golden coats, like images ; 100
As full of spirit as the month of May,
And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer

;

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls.
I saw young Harry, with his beaver on,
His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm’d,
Rise from the ground like feather’d Mercury,
And vaulted with such ease into his seat,

As if an angel dropp’d dawn from the clouds.
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus
And witch the world with noble horsemanship.
Hot. No more, no more : worse than the sun

in March, m
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come

;

They come like sacrifices in their trim,
And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war
All hot and bleeding will we offer them

:

The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh
And yet not ours. Come, let me taste my horse,
Who is to bear me like a thunderbolt 120
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales :

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse,
Meet and ne’er part till one drop down a corse.
O that Glendower were come !

Ver. There is more news : !

26
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I learn’d in Worcester, as I rode along,

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days.

Doug. That’s the worst tidings that 1 hear

Wor.
Y
Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty

Hot. What may the king’s whole battle reach

unto?
Ver. To thirty thousand.

. ,

Hot. Forty let it be : 130

My father and Glendower being both away.

The powers of us may serve so great a day.

Come, let us take a muster speedily :

Doomsday is near ;
die all, die merrily.

Doug. Talk not of dying: I am out of fear

Of death or death’s hand for this one-half year.

[Exeunt.

Scene IT. A public road near Coventry.

coat without sleeves; and the shirt, to1 say

truth, stolen from my host at Saint Albany

the red-nose innkeeper of Daventry. But th

all one ;
they’ll find linen enough on every h<

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph.

Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry

;

. t /• i » ^1 /-I < c' h oil m q rp njc clL. x>cirQOiprij get Liicc

fill me a bottle of sack : our soldiers shall march

through; we’ll to Sutton Co’fil’ to-night.

Bard. Will you give me money, captain?

Fal. Lay out, lay out.

Bard. This bottle makes an angel.

Fal. An if it do, take it for thy labour ; and

if it make twenty, take them all ; I’ll answer the

coinage. Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at

town’s end.
r tt

Bard. I will, captain : farewell. [Exit.

Fal. If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, 1 am

a soused gurnet. I have misused the king s press

damnably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred

and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds.

I press me none but good householders, yeoman s

sons ;
inquire me out contradled bachelors, such

as had been asked twice on the banns; such a

commodity of warm slaves, as had as lieve hear

the devil as a drum ;
such as fear the report of a

caliver worse than a struck fowl or a hurt wild-

duck I pressed me none but such toasts-and-

butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger than

pins’ heads, and they have bought out their ser-

vices ;
and now my whole charge consists of

ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of

companies, slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the

painted cloth, where the glutton’s dogs licked his

sores ;
and such as indeed were never soldiers,

but discarded unjust serving-men, younger sons

to younger brothers, revolted tapsters and ostlers

trade-fallen, the cankers of a calm world and a

long peace, ten times more dishonourable ragged

than an old faced ancient : and such have 1, to

fill up the rooms of them that have bought out

their services, that you would think that I had a

hundred and fifty tattered prodigals lately come

from swine-keeping, from eating draff and husks.

A mad fellow met me on the way and told me 1

had unloaded all the gibbets and pressed the

dead bodies. No eye hath seen such scarecrows.

I’ll not march through Coventry with them,

that’s flat: nay, and the villains march wide

betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves on ; for

indeed I had the most of them out of prison.

There’s but a shirt and a half in all my company

,

and the half shirt is two napkins tacked together

and thrown over the shoulders like an herald s

Enter the Prince and Westmoreland

Prhice. How now, blown Jack! how i

quilt!
, ,

Fal. What, Hal ! how now, mad wag ! 1

a devil dost thou in Warwickshire? My g

Lord of Westmoreland, I cry you mercy

thought your honour had already been at Shrc

bury. , . ,

West. Faith, Sir John, ’tis more than

that I were there, and you too ;
but my po'

are there already. The king, I can tell

looks for us all : we must away all night.

Fal. Tut, never fear me : I am as vigilan

a cat to steal cream.

Prince. I think, to steal cream indeed, tor

theft hath already made thee butter. But

me, Jack, whose fellows are these that come a

Fal. Mine, Hal, mine.

Prince. I did never see such pitiful rasca

Fal. Tut, tut
;
good enough to toss ;

foo

powder, food for powder ;
they’ll fill a pit as

as better : tush, man, mortal men, mortal me

West. Ay, but, Sir John, methinks the'

exceeding poor and bare, too beggarly.

Fal. ’Faith, for their poverty, 1 know

where they had that; and for their barene

am sure they never learned that of me.

Prince. No, I’ll be sworn; unless you

three fingers on the ribs bare. But, sirrah, n

haste : Percy is already in the field.

Fal. What, is the king encamped?

West. He is, Sir John: I fear we shall

too long.

Fal. Well,

To the latter end of a fray and the beginning

feast
, r r

Fits a dull fighter and a keen guest. [hxe

Scene III. The rebel camp near Shrcwsb

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Douglas,
Vernon

Hot We ’ll fight with him to-mgat

Wor. lt maV 1101

Doug. You give him then advantage.

Ver.
Notav

Hot. Why say you so ? looks he not for sup

Ver. So do we.
. . , ,

Hot. His is certain, ours is douc

Wor. Good cousin, be advised; stir no

night.

Ver. Do not, my lord.

Doug. You do not counsel \

You speak it out of fear and cold heart.

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas : by my

And I dare well maintain it with my life,

If well-respe<5ted honour bid me on,

I hold as little counsel with weak fear

As you, my lord, or any Scot that this day 1

Let it be seen to-morrow in the battle

Which of us fears.
.

Doug. Yea, or to-night.

Ver.
Content.

Hot. To-night, say I.
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Ver. Come, come, it may not be. I wonder
much,

:ing men of such great leading as you are,
lat you foresee not what impediments
•ag back our expedition : certain horse
my cousin Vernon’s are not yet come up : 20

air uncle Worcester’s horse came but to-day
;

id now their pride and mettle is asleep,
eir courage with hard labour tame and dull,
at not a horse is half the half of himself.
Hot. So are the horses of the enemy
general, journey-bated and brought low:
e better part of ours are full of rest.
’Vor. The number of the king exceedeth ours

:

r God’s sake, cousin, stay till all come in.

[The trumpet sounds a parley.

Enter Sir Walter Blunt.
Ihmt. I come with gracious offers from the
king,

3o
'ou vouchsafe me hearing and respedl.
lot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt

; and would
to God

1 were of our determination

!

;ie of us love you well ; and even those some
/y your great deservings and good name,
:ause you are not of our quality,
stand against us like an enemy.

'hint. And God defend but still I should
stand so,

ong as out of limit and true rule
1 stand against anointed majesty. 40
to my charge. The king hath sent to know

: nature of your griefs, and whereupon
conjure from the breast of civil peace

h bold hostility, teaching his duteous land
acious cruelty. If that the king
'e any way your good deserts forgot,
ch he confesseth to be manifold,
bids you name your griefs ; and with all speed
shall have your desires with interest
pardon absolute for yourself and these 50
ein misled by your suggestion.
ot. The king is kind

; and well we know the
king
ws at what time to promise, when to pay.
father and my uncle and myself
give him that same royalty he wears

;

when he was not six and twenty strong,
in the world’s regard, wretched and low,
or unminded outlaw sneaking home,
ather gave him welcome to the shore :

when he heard him swear and vow to God 60
ame but to be Duke of Lancaster,
ue his livery and beg his peace,

i
tears of innocency and terms of zeal,
ather, in kind heart and pity moved,
e him assistance and perform’d it too.
when the lords and barons of the realm
sived Northumberland did lean to him,
more and less came in with cap and knee

;

him in boroughs, cities, villages,
ided him on bridges, stood in lanes, 70
gifts before him, proffer’d him their oaths,
him their heirs, as pages follow’d him
at the heels in golden multitudes,
resently, as greatness knows itself,
me a little higher than his vow

: t0 my father, while his blood was poor,

Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurgh
;And now, forsooth, takes on him to reform

Some certain edidts and some strait decrees
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth, 80
Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep
Over his country’s wrongs ; and by this face,
1 his seeming brow ofjustice, did he win
I he hearts of all that he did angle for;
Proceeded further ; cut me off the heads
Of all the favourites that the absent king
In deputation left behind him here,
When he was personal in the Irish war.
Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this.

t
H?*'

.
Then to the point.

In short time after, he deposed the king
; QO

Soon after that, deprived him of his life
;And in the neck of that, task’d the whole state

;

Axri.
m^ke

-

t^iat worse
> suffer’d his kinsman March,Who is, if every owner were well placed.

Indeed his king, to be engaged in Wales,
I here without ransom to lie forfeited

;

Disgraced me in my happy victories/
Sought to entrap me by intelligence

;

Rated mine uncle from the council-board •

In rage dismiss’d my father from the court ; too
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong
And in conclusion drove us to seek out
This head of safety; and withal to pry
Into his title, the which we find
T.oo indirect for long continuance.
Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the kin^’
Hot. Not so, Sir Walter; we’ll withdraw

awhile.
Go to the king

; and let there be impawn’d
Some surety for a safe return again,
And in the morping early shall my uncle no
Bring him our purposes: and so farewell.
Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and

love.

Hot. And may be so we shall.
Blunt- Pray God you do.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. York. The Archbishop’s palace.

Enter the Archbishop of York attd Sir
Michael.

A rch. Hie, good Sir Michael
; bear this sealed

brief
With winged haste to the lord marshal

;

1 his to my cousin Scroop, and all the rest
To whom they are directed. If you knew
How much they do import, you would make haste.^ir M. My good lord,
I guess their tenour.
Arch. Like enough you do.

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men
Must bide the touch

; for, sir, at Shrewsbury, 10
As I am truly given to understand,
The king with mighty and quick-raised power
Meets with Lord Harry : and, I fear, Sir Michael,
What with the sickness of Northumberland,
Whose power was in the first proportion.
And what with Owen Glendower’s absence

thence,
Who with them was a rated sinew too
And comes not in, o’er-ruled by prophecies,
I fear the power of Percy is too weak

26—
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To wage an instant trial with the king. 20

Sir M. Why, my good lord, you need not

fear;
,

There is Douglas and Lord Mortimer.

Arch. No, Mortimer is not there.

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord

Harry Percy, _ , , ,

And there is my Lord of Worcester and a head

Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen.

Arch. And so there is : but yet the king hath

drawn
,

The special head of all the land together

:

The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster,

The noble Westmoreland and warlike Blunt ; 30

And many moe corrivals and dear men
Of estimation and command in arms.

SirM. Doubt not, my lord, they shall be well

opposed. '

, , . ^ r
Arch. I hope no less, yet needful tis to tear ,

And, to prevent the worst, Sir Michael, speed

.

For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the king

Dismiss his power, he means to visit us.

For he hath heard of our confederacy,
<

And ’tis but wisdom to make strong against him:

Therefore make haste. I must go write again

To other friends; and so farewell, Sir Michael.
[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. The Kind’s camp near Shrewsbtiry.

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord John

of Lancaster, Earl of Westmoreland,

Sir Walter Blunt, and Falstaff.

Kina’ How bloodily the sun begins to peer

Above yon busky hill ! the day looks pale

At his distemperature. .

Prince. The southern wind

Doth play the trumpet to his purposes,

And by his hollow whistling in the leaves

Foretells a tempest and a blustering day.

King. Then with the losers let it sympathise,

For nothing can seem foul to those that win.

[The trumpet sounds.

Enter Worcester and Vernon.

How now, my Lord of Worcester! ’tis not well

That you and I should meet upon such terms 10

As now we meet. You have deceived our trust,

And made us doff our easy robes of peace,

To crush our old limbs in ungentle stee :

This is not well, my lord, this is not well.

What say you to it? will you again unkmt

This churlish knot of all-abhorred war?

And move in that obedient orb again

Where you did give a fair and natural light,

And be no more an exhaled meteor,
i-Y.UU. UC IIW muiv
A prodigy of fear and a portent

#

Of broached mischief to the unborn times?

IVor. Hear me, my liege :

For mine own part, I could be well content

To entertain the lag-end of my life

With quiet hours ;
for I do protest,

,

I have not sought the day of this dislike.

King. You have not sought it ! how comes it,

/^Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it

Prince. Peace, chewet, peace !

IVor. It pleased your majesty to turn yoi

Of favour from myself and all our house;

And vet I must remember you, my lord, H

We were the first and dearest of your friends.

For you my staff of office did 1 break
_

In Richard’s time ;
and posted day and night

To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand,

When yet you were in place and in account

Nothing so strong and fortunate as I.

It was myself, my brother^and his son.

That brought you home and boldly did outdar<

The dangers of the time, You swore to us

And you did swear that oath at Doncaster,

That you did nothing purpose ’gainst the state

Nor claim no further than your new-falin nghi

The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster

:

To this we swore our aid. But in short space

It rain’d down fortune showering on your head

And such a flood of greatness fell on you.

What with our help, what with the absent king

What with the injuries of n wanton time,

The seeming sufferances that you had borne,

And the contrarious winds that held the king

So long in his unlucky Irish wars

That all in England did repute him dead : I

And from this swarm of fair advantages

You took occasion to be quickly wood

To gripe the general sway into your hand; -

Forgot your oath to us at Doncaster

,

And being fed by us you used us so

As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo s bird,

Useth the sparrow ;
did oppress our nest

; |
Grew by our feeding to sq great a bulk

That even our love durst not come near yc

For feL^oV swallowing; but with nimble wing

We were enforced, for safety sake, to fly

Out of your sight and raise this present head;

Whereby we stand opposed by such means

As you yourself have forged against yourself

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance.

And violation of all faith and troth
.

Sworn to us in your younger enterprise.

King. These things indeed you have arti

Proclaim’d at market-crosses, read in churche

To face the garment of rebellion

With some fine colour that may please the ey

Of fickle changelings and poor discontents,

Which gape and rub the elbow at the news

Of hurlyburly innovation

:

And never yet did insurrection want

Such water-colours to impaint his cause
; J

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time

Of pellmell havoc and confusion.
.

Prince. In both your armies there is manj

soul

Shall pay full dearly for this encounter

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew

The Prince of Wales doth join with all

world , ,

In praise of Henry Percy:
,
hoP.es '

This present enterprise set oft his head,

I do not think a braver gentleman,

More aCtive-valiant or more valiant-young,

More daring or more bold, is now ahve

To grace this latter age with noble deeds.

For my part, I may speak it to my shame.
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have a truant been to chivalry
;

nd so I hear he doth account me too;

et this before my father’s majesty—
am content that he shall take the odds
his great name and estimation,

.nd will, to save the blood on either side,

ry fortune With him in a single fight. ioo
King. And, Prince of Wales, so dare we ven-

ture thee,

Jbeit considerations infinite

o make against it. No, good Worcester, no,
'e love our people well

; even those we love
lat are iriisled upon your cousin’s part

;

i, will they take the offer of our grace,
:h he and they and you, yea, every man

hall be my friend again and I ’ll be his;

tell your cousin, and bring me word
iVhat he will do : but if he will npt yield, no
buke and dread corredlion waif on us
nd they shall do their office. Soy be gone

;

*e will not now be troubled with reply

:

e offer fair
; take it advisedly.

- i [Exeunt Worcester and Vernon.
Prhice. It will not be accepted, on my life :

The Douglas and the Hotspur both together
Ire confident against the world in arms.
King. Hence, therefore, every leader to his

charge

;

"or, on their answer, will we sbt on them

:

^.nd God: befriend us, as our ca#se is just ! 120
[Exeunt all but the Prince of Wales and

Falstaff.
Fal. Hal, if thou see me down in the battle

nd bestride me, so ; ’tis a point of friendship.
Prince. Nothing but a colossus can do thee

bat friendship. Say thy prayers, and farewell.

Fal. I would ’twere bed-time, Hal, and all

re11.
_

Prince. Why, thou owest God a death.
[Exit.

Fal. ’Tis not due yet; I would be loath to
ay him before his day. What need I be so
jrward with him that calls not on me? Well,
is no matter; honour pricks me on. Yea, but
ow if honour prick me off when I come on?
owthen? Can honour set to a leg? no: or an
rm? no: or take away the grief of a wound?
0. Honour hath no skill in surgery, then? no.
/hat is honour ? a word. What is in that word
onour? what is that honour? air. A trim reck-
ling! Who hath it? he that died o’ Wednes-
iy.

.

Doth he feel it? no. Doth he hear it? no.
'is insensible, then. Yea, to the dead. But
ill jt not live with the living? no. Why? de-
adlion will not suffer it. Therefore I’ll none of
. Honour is a mere scutcheon: and so ends
y catechism. [Exit.

Scene II. The rebel camp.

Enter Worcester and Vernon.
Wor^ O, no, my nephew must not know. Sir

Richard,
he liberal and kind offer of the king.
Ver. ’Twere best he did.
Wor.

' '

Then are we all undone,
is not possible, it cannot be,
he king should keep his word in loving us;
e will suspedt us still and find a time

To punish this offence in other faults

:

Suspicion all our lives shall be stuck full of eyes

;

For treason is but trusted like the fox,

Who, ne’er so tame, so cherish’d and lock’d up, 10
Will have a wild trick of his ancestors.
Look how we can, or sad or merrily,
Interpretation will misquote our looks,
And we shall feed like oxen at a stall,

The better cherish’d, still the nearer death.
My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot;
It hath the excuse of youth and heat of blood,
And an adopted name of privilege,
A hare-brain’d Hotspur, govern’d by a spleen :

All his offencbs live upon my head 20
And on his father’s ; we did train him on,
And, his corruption being ta’en from us,We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all.

Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know,
In any Case, the offer of the king.

Ver. Delive'r what yo£i will
; I ’ll say ’tis so.

Here comes your cotfsin.

Enter Hotspur and Douglas.
Plot. My uncle is return’d

:

Deliver up my Lord of Westmoreland.
Uncle, what news? 30
Wor. The king will bid you battle presently.
Doug. Defy him by the' Lord of Westmore-

land.

Hot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so.

Doug. Marry, and shall, and Very willingly.

[Exit.
Wor. There is no seeming mercy in the king.
Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid

!

Wor. I told him gently of our grievances,
Of his oath-breaking

;
which he mended thus.

By now forswearing that he is forsworn :

He calls us rebels, traitors*; and will scourge 40
With haughty arms this hateful name in us.

Re-enter Douglas.
Doug. Arm, gentlemen ; to arms ! for I have

thrown
A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth,
And Westmoreland, that was engaged, did

bear it

;

Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on.
Wor. The Prince of Wales stepp’d forth

before the king,
And, nephew, challenged you to single fight.
Hot. O, would the quarrel lay upon our

heads,
And that no man might draw short breath to-day
But I and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me, co
How show’d his tasking? seem’d it in contempt?

Ver. No, by my soul ; I never in my life

Did hear a challenge urged more modestly,
Unless a brother should a brother dare
To gentle exercise and proof of arms.
He gave you all the duties of a man ;

Trimm’d up your praises with a princely tongue,
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle,
Making you ever better than his praise
By still dispraising praise valued with you ;

60”
And, which became him like a prinoe indeed,
He made a blushing cital of himself

;

And chid his truant youth with such a grace
As if he master’d there a double spirit

Of teaching and of learning instantly.
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There did he pause : but let me tell the world,

If he outlive the envy of this day,

England did never owe so sweet a hope,

So much misconstrued in his wantonness.

Hot. Cousin, I think thou art enamoured 70
On his follies : never did I hear
Of any prince so wild a libertine.

But be he as he will, yet once ere night

I will embrace him with a soldier’s arm,
That he shall shrink under my courtesy.

Arm, arm with speed: and, fellows, soldiers,

friends,

Better consider what you have to do
Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue.

Can lift your blood up with persuasion.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, here are letters for you. 80

Hot. I cannot read them now.
O gentlemen, the time of life is short

!

To spend that shortness basely were too long,

If life did ride upon a dial’s point,

Still ending at the arrival of an hour.

An if we live, we live to tread on kings

:

If die, brave death, when princes die with us !

Now, for our consciences, the arms are fair.

When the intent of bearing them is just.

Enter another Messenger.

Mess. My lord, prepare ;
the king comes on

apace. 90
Hot. I thank him, that he cuts me from my

tale,

For I profess not talking: only this

—

Let each man do his best : and here draw I

A sword, whose temper I intend to stain

With the best blood that I can meet withal

In the adventure of this perilous day.

Now, Esperance !' Percy! and set on.

Sound all the lofty instruments of war.

And by that music let us all embrace ;

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 100

A second time do such a courtesy.

[ The trumpets sound. They embrace, aridexeun t.

Scene III. Plain between the camps.

The King enters with his power. Alarum to

the battle. Then enter Douglas and Sir
Walter Blunt.

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle

thus
Thou crossest me ? what honour dost thou seek

Upon my head?
Doug . Know then, my name is Douglas ;

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus

.

Because some tell me that thou art a king.

Blunt. They tell thee true.

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath

bought
Thy likeness, for instead of thee, King Harry,

This sword hath ended him : so shall it thee,

Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 10

Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud
Scot ;

And thou shalt find a king that will revenge
i Lord Stafford’s death. [ Theyfight. Douglas

kills Blunt.

Enter Hotspur.

Hot. O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holi

don thus,

I never had triumph’d upon a Scot.

Doug. All’s done, all’s won; here breathl

lies the king.

Hot. Where ?

Doug. Here.
Hot. This, Douglas? no: I know this f:

full well :

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt;

Semblably furnish’d like the king himself.

Doug. A fool go with thy soul, whither
goes’

A borrow’d title hast thou bought too dear :

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king}

Hot. The king hath many marching in

coats.

Doug. Now, by my sword, I will kill all

coats ;

I ’ll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece,

Until I meet the king.

Hot. Up, and away

!

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day.
[Exeu

Alarum. Enter Falstaff, solus.

Fal. Though I could ’scape shot-free at L
don, I fear the shot here; here’s no scoring

upon the pate. Soft! who are you? Sir Wal
Blunt: there’s honour for you ! here’s no vani

I am as hot as molten lead, and as heavy t-

God keep lead out of me ! I need no more weij

than mine own bowels. I have led my ra

muffins where they are peppered: there’s

three of my hundred and fifty left alive; j

they are for the town’s end, to beg during lj

But who comes here?

Enter the Prince.

Prince. What, stand’st thou idle here? It

me thy sword :

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff

Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies,

Whose deaths are yet unrevenged: I prith

lend me thy sword.
Fal. O Hal, I prithee, give me leave

breathe awhile. Turk Gregory never did si

deeds in arms as I have done this day. I h;

paid Percy, I have made him sure.

Prince. He is, indeed ;
and living to kill th

I prithee, lend me thy sword.
Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy

alive, thou get’st not my sword; but take

pistol, if thou wilt.

Prince. Give it me : what, is it in the case

Fal. Ay, Hal; ’tis hot, ’tis hot; there’s t'

will sack a city. [ The Prince draws it out,
a

finds it to be a bottle ofsa

Prince. What, is it a time to jest and do

now? \Hc throws the bottle at hint. Eo.

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive, I’ll pierce h

If he do come in my way, so : if he do not, i

come in his willingly, let him make a carbon:

of me. I like not such grinning honour as

Walter hath: give me life: which if I can sa

so ; if not, honour comes unlooked for, and ther

an end.
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Scene IV. Anotherpart of thefield.

ilarum. Excursions. E?iter the King, the

Prince, Lord John of Lancaster, and
Earl of Westmoreland,
King. I prithee,

larry, withdraw thyself; thou bleed’st too much.
,ord John of Lancaster, go you with him.
Lan. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed too.

Prince. I beseech your majesty, make up,
,est your retirement do amaze your friends.

King. I will do so.

ly Lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent.

West. Come, my lord, I’ll lead you to your
tent.

Prince. Lead me, my lord? I do not need
your help : io

md God forbid a shallow scratch should drive
'he Prince of Wales from such a field as this,

Vhere stain’d nobility lies trodden on,

Old rebels’ arms triumph in massacres

!

Lan. We breathe too long; come, cousin
Westmoreland,

)ur duty this way lies ; for God’s sake, come.
[Exeunt Prince John and IVestmoreland.

Prince. By God, thou hast deceived me, Lan-
caster ;

did not think thee lord of such a spirit

:

;efore, I loved thee as a brother, John

;

iut now, I do respedl thee as my soul. 20
King. I saw him hold Lord Percy at the

point

/Ith lustier maintenance than I did look for
>f such an ungrown warrior.
Prince. O, this boy
ends mettle to us all

! {Exit.

Enter Douglas.
Doug. • Another king ! they grow like Hydra’s

heads

:

am the Douglas, fatal to all those
hat wear those colours on them : what art thou,
hat counterfeit’st the person of a king?
King. The king himself; who, Douglas,

grieves at heart
> many of his shadows thou hast met 3c
id not the very king. I have two boys
:ek Percy and thyself about the field

:

it, seeing thou fall’st on me so luckily,
vvill assay thee : so, defend thyself.
Doug.

*

I fear thou art another counterfeit
;

'

id yet, in faith, thou bear’st thee like a king

:

it mine I am sure thou art, whoe’er thou be,
id thus I win thee. [ Theyfight; the King

being in danger
,
re-enter Prmce of Wales.

Prince. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou
art like

'ver to hold it up again ! the spirits 40
valiant Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my
arms

:

is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee;
10 never promiseth but he means to pay.

{Theyfight : Douglasflies.
eerly, my lord : how fares your grace ?

Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent,
cl so hath Clifton : I’ll to Clifton straight.

Stay, and breathe awhile :

ou hast redeem’d thy lost opinion,
d show d thou makest some tender of my life,

In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 50
Prince. O God ! they did me too much injury

That ever said l hearken’d for your death.
If it were so, I might have let alone
The insulting hand of Douglas over you,
Which would have been as speedy in your end
As all the poisonous potions in the world
And saved the treacherous labour of your son.
King. Make up to Clifton ; I ’ll to Sir Nicholas

Gawsey. {Exit.

Enter Hotspur.
Hot. If I mistake not, thou art Harry Mon-

mouth.
Prince. Thou speak’st as if I would deny my

name. 60
Hot. My name is Harry Percy.
Pnnce.

.
Why, then I see

A very valiant rebel of the name,
lam the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy,
To share with me in glory any more :

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere;
Nor can one England brook a double reign.
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales.
Hot. Nor shall it, Harry; for the hour is

come
To end the one of us ; and would to God
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine !

Prince. I ’ll make it greater ere I part from
thee; 71

And all the budding honours on thy crest
I ’ll crop, to make a garland for my head.
Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities.

{Theyfight.

Enter Falstaff.

Fal. Well said, Hal ! to it, Hal ! Nay, you
shall find no boy’s play here, I can tell you.

Re-enter Douglas; he fights with Falstaff,
who falls dow7i as if he were dead, and exi t

Douglas. Hotspur is wounded, andfalls.
Hot. O, Harry, thou hast robb’d me of my

youth !

I better brook the loss of brittle life

Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ;

They wound my thoughts worse than thy sword
my flesh : 80

But thought ’s the slave of life, and life time’s fool

;

And time, that takes survey of all the world.
Must have a stop. O, I could prophesy,
But that the earthy and cold hand of death
Lies on my tongue ; no, Percy, thou art dust,
And food for—

- fDies.
Prince. For worms, brave Percy; fare thee

j

well, great heart

!

Ill-weaved ambition, how much art thou shrunk !

When that this body did contain a spirit,

A kingdom for it was too small a bound
; 90

But now two paces of the vilest earth
Is room enough : this earth that bears thee dead
Bears not alive so stout a gentleman.
If thou wert sensible of courtesy,
I should not make so dear a show of zeal

;

But let my favours hide thy mangled face

;

And, even in thy behalf, I’ll thank myself
For doing these fair rites of tenderness.
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven ! 1

Thy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave, 100
]
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But not remember’d i.i thy epitaph !
^

lHe spieth Falstaffon the ground

.

What, old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh

Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell!

I could have better spared a better man

:

O, I should have a heavy miss of thee,

If I were much in love with vanity !

Death hath not struck so fat a deer to-day,

Though many dearer, in this bloody fray.

Embcwell’d will I see thee by and by

:

Till then in blood by noble Percy he. {Exit. no
Fal. {Rising up] Embowelled ! if thou em-

bowel me to-day, I’ll give you leave to powder

me and eat me too to-morrow. ’Sblood, twas

time to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot

had paid me scot and lot too. Counterfeit? I lie,

I am no counterfeit : to die, is to be a counter-

feit • for he is but the counterfeit of a man who

hath not the life of a man : but to counterfeit

dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be no

counterfeit, but the true and perfedt image of

life indeed. The better part of valour is discre-

tion; in the which better part I have saved my
life. ’Zounds, I am afraid of this gunpowder

Percy, though he be dead : how, if he should

counterfeit too and rise ? by my faith, i am
afraid he would prove the better counterfeit.

Therefore I’ll make him sure ;
yea, and I 11swear

I killed him. Why may not he rise as well as 1 ?

Nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody sees

me*. Therefore, sirrah {stabbing him), with a

new wound in your thigh, come you along with

[ Takes tip Hotspur on his back.

For my part, if a lie may do thee grace,

I ’ll gild it with the happiest terms I have.

{A retreat is soundt

The trumpet sounds retreat; the day is ours.

Come, brother, let hs to the highest of the hel<

To see what friends are living, who are dead.

{E xeunt Prince of Wales and Lancast 1

Fal. I’ll follow, as they say, for reward. 1

that rewards me, God reward him ! If I do gr

great, I’ll grow less; for I’ll purge, and les

sack and live cleanly as a nobleman should do

{Ex

Scene V. A notherpart of thefield.

Re-enter the Prince of Wales and Lord John
of Lancaster.

Prince. Come, brother John; full bravely hast

thou flesh’d

Thy maiden sword.

Lan. But, soft ! whom have we here ?

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead?

Prince. I did ; I saw him dead,

Breathless and bleeding on the ground. Art thou

alive? .

Or is it fantasy that plays upon our eyesight t

I prithee, speak ;
we will not trust our eyes 139

Without our ears; thou art not what thou seem’ st.

Fal. No, that’s certain; I am not a double

man : but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am l a

Jack. There is Percy {throwing the body downJ

:

if your father will do me any honour, so ;
if not,

let him kill the next Percy himself. I look to be

either earl or duke, I can assure you.

Prince. Why, Percy I killed myself and saw

thee dead.

Fal. Didst thou? Lord, Lord, how this world

is given to lying ! I grant you I was down and

out of breath ;
and so was he ; but we rose both

at an instant and fought a long hour by Shrews-

bury clock. If I may be believed, so ;
if not, let

them that should reward valour bear the sin upon

their own heads. I’ll take it upon my death, 1

gave him this wound in the thigh: if the man

were alive and would deny it, zounds, I would

make him eat a piece of my sword.

Lan. This is the strangest tale that ever I heard.

Prince. This is the strangest fellow, brother

John. , ,
1S9

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back

:

The trumpets sound. Enter the King, Prik

of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, Ea

of Westmoreland, with Worcester
Vernon prisoners.

King Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke.

Ill-spirited Worcester ! did not we send grace

Pardon and terms of love to all of you ?

And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary?

Misuse the tenour of thy kinsman’s trust?

Three knights upon our party slam to-day,

A noble earl and many a creature else

Had been alive this hour,

If like a Christian thou hadst truly borne

Betwixt our armies true intelligence.

Wor. What I have done my safety urged me

And I embrace this fortune patiently,

Since not to be avoided it falls on me.

King. BearWorcester to the death and Veri

too

:

Other offenders we will pause upon.

{Exeunt Worcester and Vernon, guaro

How goes the field?
,
_ .

Prince. The noble Scot, Lord Douglas, wl

he saw , .

The fortune of the day quite turn d from him,

The noble Percy slain, and all his men
Upon the foot of fear, fled with the rest;

And falling from a hill, he was so bruised

That the pursuers took him. At my tent

The Douglas is ;
and- 1 beseech your grace

I may dispose of him.

King. With all my heart.

Prince. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to

This honourable bounty shall belong

:

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him

Up to his pleasure, ransomless and free

:

His valour shown upon our crests to-day

Hath taught us how to cherish such high deec

Even in the bosom of our adversaries.

Lan. I thank your grace for this high courte

Which I shall give away immediately.

King. Then this remains, that we divide

Vou, ?on John, and my cousin Westmoreland

Towards York shall bend you with your deaf

To meet Northumberland and the prelate Scrci

Who, as we hear, are busily in arms

:

Myself and you, son Harry, will towards

To fight with Glendower and the Earl of Ma
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway,

Meeting the check of such another day

.

And since this business so fair is done,

Let us not leave till all our own be won. {Rxet
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DRAMATIS PERSONS.

Rumour, the Presenter.

King Henry the Fourth.

Henry, Prince of Wales, after-^

wards King Henry V.,
j

Thomas, Duke of Clarence, V his sons.

Prince John of Lancaster,
PrinceHumphreyoE Gloucester,//
Earl of Warwick.
Earl of Westmoreland.
Earl of Surrey.
GoweR.
HarCourt.
Blunt.
Lord Chief-Justice of the King’s Bench.

A. Servant of the Chief-Justice.

Earl of Northumberland.
Scroop, Archbishop of York.

Lord Mowbray.
Lord Hastings.
Lord Bardolph.
Sir John Colevile.
Travers and Morton, retainers of Northum-
berland.

INDUCTION.
Warkworth. Before the castle

.

Enter Rumour, paintedfull of tongties.

Rum. Open your ears; for which of you will

stop

le vent of hearing when loud Rumour speaks?

from the orient to the drooping west,

iking the wind my post-horse, still unfold

ie adts commenced on this ball of earth

:

)on my tongues continual slanders ride,

it which in every language I pronounce,

iffing the ears of men with false reports.

peak of peace, while covert enmity
ider the smile of safety wounds the world : io

id who but Rumour, who but only I,

ike fearful musters and prepared defence,

biles the big year, swoln with some other grief,

thought with child by the stern tyrant war,

id no such matter ? Rumour is a pipe

iwn by surmises, jealousies, conjectures,

id of so easy and so plain a stop

lat the blunt monster with uncounted heads,
12 still-discordant wavering multitude,

n play upon it. But what need I thus 20

y well-known body to anatomize
nong my household? Why is Rumour here ?

un before King Harry’s vidlory

;

Bo in a bloody field by Shrewsbury
xth beaten down young Hotspur and his troops,

lenching the flame of bold rebellion

'en with the rebel’s blood. But what mean I

Sir John Falstaff.
His Page.
Bardolph.
Pistol.
Poins.
Peto.

Davy, Servant to Shallow.
Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and
Bullcalf, recruits.

Fang and Snare, sheriff’s officers.

Lady Northumberland.
Lady Percy.
Mistress Quickly, hostess of a tavern in

Eastcheap.
Doll Tearsheet.

Lords andAttendants ;
Porter, Drawers, Beadles,

Grooms, &c.

A Dancer, speaker of the epilogue.

Scene; England.

To speak so true at first? my office is

To noise abroad th^t Harry Monmouth fell

Under the wrath of noble Hotspur’s sword, 30
And .that the king before the Douglas’ rage
Stoop’d his anointed head as low as death.

This have I rumour’d through the peasant towns
Between that royal field of Shrewsbury
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone,

Where Hotspur’s father, old Northumberland,
Lies crafty-sick : the posts come tiring on,

And not a man of them brings other news
Than they have learn’d of me : from Rumour’s

tongues
They bring smooth comforts false, worse than

true wrongs. {Exit. 40

ACT I.

Scene I. The same.

Enter Lord Bardolph.

L . Bard. Who keeps the gate here, ho?

The Porter opens the gate.

Where is the earl ?

Pori. What shall I say you are ?

L. Bard. Tell thou the earl

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here.
Port. His lordship is walk’d forth into the

orchard

:

Please it your honour, knock but at the gate,
And he himself will answer.
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Enter Northumberland.

L. Bard. Here comes the earl.

[Exit Porter.

j North. What news, Lord Bardolph? every

minute now

|

Should be the father of some stratagem :

i

The times are wild ; contention, like a horse

|

Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loose io

|

And bears down all before him.

!
L. Bard. Noble earl,

! I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury,

j

North. Good, an God will

!

L. Bard. As good as heart can wish

:

! The king is almost wounded to the death

;

And, in the fortune of my lord your son,

Prince Harry slain outright ;
and both the Blunts

Kill’d by the hand of Douglas; young Prince

;
John

And Westmoreland and Stafford fled the field

;

And Harry Monmouth’s brawn, the hulk Sir John,

|

Is prisoner to your son : O, such a day, 20

,

So fought, so follow’d and so fairly won,

i Came not till now to dignify the times,

Since Caesar’s fortunes

!

North. How is this derived?

Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury?
L. Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that

came from thence,

A gentleman well bred and of good name,

j

That freely render’d me these news for true.

North. Here comes my servant Travers,

whom I sent

|
On Tuesday last to listen after news.

Etiter Travers.

! L. Bard. My lord, I over-rode him on the

way ;
3°

1 And he is furnish’d with no certainties

; More than he haply may retail from me.
i North. Now, Travers, what good tidings

comes with you ?

Tra. My lord, Sir John Umfrevile turn’d me
back

j With joyful tidings; and, being better horsed,

! Out-rode me. After him came spurring hard

J
A gentleman, almost forspent with speedy

|

That stopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied horse.

He ask’d the way to Chester; and of him
' I did demand what news from Shrev/sbury

: 40

He told me that rebellion had bad luck

i And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold.

With that, he gave his able horse the head,

1 And bending forward struck his armed heels

;

Against the panting sides of his poor jade

i Up to the rowel-head, and starting so

He seem’d in running to devour the way.

Staying no longer question.

North. Ha! Again:

i

Said he young Harry Percy’s spur was cold?

Of Hotspur Coldspur ? that rebellion 50

Had met ill luck ?

L. Bard. My lord, I ’ll tell you what

;

: Tf my young lord your son have not the day,

Upon mine honour, for a silken point

i I ’ll give my barony : never talk of it.

North. Why should that gentleman that rode

by Travers
Give then such instances of loss?

KING HENRY IV. [Ac

L. Bard. Who, he?
He was some hilding fellow that had stolen

The horse he rode on, and, upon my life.

Spoke at a venture. Look, here comes more ne

Enter Morton.

North. Yea, this man’s brow, like to a ti

leaf,

Foretells the nature of a tragic volume :

So looks the strand whereon the imperious floe

Hath left a witness’d usurpation.

Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbu:
Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury, my noble loi

Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask
To fright our party.

North. How doth my son and broth

Thou tremblest ; and the whiteness in thy che

Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand.

Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless,

So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone,
Drew Priam’s curtain in the dead of night,

And would have told him half his Troy was buri

But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue,
And I my Percy’s death ere thou report’st it.

This thou wouldst say, ‘Your son did thus a

thus

;

Your brother thus : so fought the noble Dougla
Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds
But in the end, to stop my ear indeed, 'm
Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise, a
Ending with ‘Brother, son, and all are dead.’

Mor. Douglas is living, and your brother, y
But, for my lord your son,

—

North. Why, he is dead.

See what a ready tongue suspicion hath !

He that but fears the thing he would not kno\

Hath by instindl knowledge from others’ eyes

That what he fear’d is chanced. Yet spe:

Morton

;

Tell thou an carl his divination lies,

And I will take it as a sweet disgrace

And make thee rich for doing me such wrong.

Mor. You are too great to be by me gainsai

Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. *

North. Yet, for all this, say not that Perc

dead.
I see a strange confession in thine eye

:

Thou shakest thy head and hold’st it fear or si

To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so

;

The tongue offends not that reports his death:

And he doth sin that doth belie the dead.

Not he which says the dead is not alive.

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news :

Hath but a losing office, and his tongue
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell,

Remember’d tolling a departing friend.

L. Bard. I cannot think, my lord, your s

is dead.
Mor. I am sorry I should force you to belie

That which I would to God I had not seen

;

But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state,

Rendering faint quittance, wearied and 0

breathed,
To Harry Monmouth ; whose swift wrath b(

down
The never-daunted Percy to the earth,

From whence with life he never more sprung t

In few, his death, whose spirit lent a fire

Even to the dullest peasant in his camp,
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ing bruited once, took fire and heat away
)m the best-temper’d courage in his troops

;

• from his metal was his party steel’d

;

lich once in him abated, all the rest

rn’d on themselves, like dull and heavy lead

:

d as the thing that’s heavy in itself,

on enforcement flies with greatest speed, 120
did our men, heavy in Hotspur’s loss,

id to this weight such lightness with their fear

it arrows fled not swifter toward their aim
in did our soldiers, aiming at their safety,

from the field. Then was that noble Wor-
cester

> soon ta’en prisoner ; and that furious Scot,
i bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring sword
d three times slain the appearance of the king,

n vail his stomach and did grace the shame
those that turn’d their backs, and in his

flight,. 130
mbling in fear, was took. The sum of all

hat the king hath won, and hath sent out
peedy power to encounter you, my lord,

ier the conduct of young Lancaster m
[ Westmoreland. This is the news at full.
r
orth. For this I shall have time enough
to mourn.

>oison there is physic ;
and these news,

ring been well, that would have made me sick,

lg sick, have in some measure made me well

:

l as the wretch, whose fever-weaken’d joints,

i strengthless hinges, buckle under life, 141
atient of his fit, breaks like a fire

of his keeper’s arms, even so my limbs,
iken’d with grief, being now enraged with
grief,

thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou
nice crutch

!

:aly gauntlet now with joints of steel

t glove this hand: and hence, thou sickly
quoif

!

u art a guard too wanton for the head
ch princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit.
r bind my brows with iron ; and approach 150
ragged’st hour that time and spite dare bring
rown upon the enraged Northumberland!
heaven kiss earth! now let not Nature’s
hand

p the wild flood confined ! let order die I

let this world no longer be a stage
~ed contention in a lingering adt;
let one spirit of the first-born Cain
;n in all bosoms, that, each heart being set
body courses, the rude scene may end,
darkness be the burier of the dead ! 160
'a. This strained passion doth you wrong,
my lord.

Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom
from your honour.
or. The lives of all your loving complices
1 on your health

; the which, if you give o’er
:ormy passion, must perforce decay,
cast the event of war, my noble lord,
summ’d the account of chance, before you
said

us make head.’ It was your presurmise,
, in the dole of blows, your son might drop :

knew he walk’d o’er perils, on an edge, 170
; likely to fall in than to get o’er

;

were advised his flesh was capable

Of wounds and scars and that his forward spirit

Would lift him where most trade of danger
ranged

:

Yet did you say * Go forth ;’ and none of this,

Though strongly apprehended, could restrain
The stiff-borne adfcion : what hath then befallen,
Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth,
More than that being which was like to be ?

L. Bard, We all that are engaged to this
loss 180

Knew that we ventured on such dangerous seas
That if we wrought our life ’twas ten to one

;

And yet we ventured, for the gain proposed
Choked the respedl of likely peril fear’d

;

And since we are o’erset, venture again.
Come, we will all put forth, body and goods.
Mor. ’Tis more than time: and, my most

'

noble lord,

I hear for certain, and do speak the truth,
The gentle Archbishop of York is up
With well-appointed powers : he is a man 190
Who with a double surety binds his followers.

jMy lord your son had only but the corpse,
But shadows and the shows of men, to fight

;
I

For that same word, rebellion, did divide
The adtion of their bodies from their souls

;

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain’d,
jAs men drink potions, that their weapons only

Seem’d on our side; but, for their spirits and
souls,

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up,
As fish are in a pond. But now the bishop 200
Turns insurredtion to religion

:

Supposed sincere and holy in his thoughts,
He’s followed both with body and with mind;

j

And doth enlarge his rising with the blood
Of fair King Richard, scraped from Pomfret

stones

;

Derives from heaven his quarrel and his cause

;

Tells,them he doth bestride a bleeding land,
Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke

;

And more and less do flock to follow him.
North. I knew of this before ; but, to speak

truth, 2IO
This present grief had wiped it from my mind.
Go in with me ; and counsel every man
The aptest way for safety and revenge

:

Get posts and letters, and make friends with
speed

:

Never so few, and never yet more need.- {Exeunt.

Scene II. London. A street.

Enter Falstaff, •with his Page hearing his
sword and buckler.

Fal. Sirrah, you giant, what says the dodtor
to my water ?

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a I

good healthy water; but, for the party that
j

owed it, he might have more diseases than he i

knew for.
;

Fal. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at
|

me : the brain of this foolish-compounded clay,
man, is not able to invent any thing that tends to !

laughter, more than I invent or is invented on
me : lam not only witty in myself, but the cause
that wit is in other men. I do here walk before

j

thee like a sow that hath overwhelmed all her I

litter but one. If the prince put thee into my !



service for any other reason than to set me off,

why then I have no judgement. Thou whoreson

mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn in my cap

than to wait at my heels. I was never manned
with an agate till now : but I

#

will inset you

neither ill gold nor silver, but in vile apparel,

and send you back again to your master, for a

jewel,— the jUvenal, the prince your master,

whose chin is not yet fledged. I Will sooner

have a beard grow in the palm of my hand than

he shall get one on his cheek ;
and yet he will

not stick to say his face is a face-royal: God
may finish it when he will, ’tis not a hair amiss

yet: he may keep it still at a face-royal, for a

barber shall never earn sixpence out of it; and

yet he’ll be crowing as if he had writ man ever

since his father was a bachelor. He may keep

his oWn grace, but he’s almost out of mine, I

can assure' him. What said Master Dombledon

about the satin for my short cloak and my slops?

Page. He said, sir, you should procure him

better assurance than Bardolph : he would not

take his band and yours ;
he liked not the

security.
, ,

.

Fal. Let him be damned, like the glutton !

pray God his tongue be hotter! A whoreson

Achitophel ! a rascally yea-forsooth knave ! to

bear a gentleman in hand, and then stand upon

security ! The whoreson smooth-pates do now

wear nothing but high shoes, and bunches of

keys at their girdles; and if a man is through

with them in honest taking up, then they must

stand upon security. I had as lief they would

put ratsbane in my mouth as offer to stop it with

security. I looked a’ should have sent me_ two

and twenty yards of satin, as I am a true knight,

and he sends me security. Well, he may sleep

in security ;
for he hath the horn of abundance,

and the lightness of his wife shines through it

.

and yet cannot he see, though he have his own

lanthorn to light him. Where’s Bardolph?

Page. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy your

worship a horse.

Fal. I bought him in Paul’s, and he’ll buy
1 me a horse in Smithfield : an I could get me but

a wife in the stews, I were manned, horsed, and

wived.
*T

beggi

any thing good. Go, pluck him by the elbow

must speak with him.
Serv. Sir John!
Fal. What! a young knave, and

Is there not wars? is there not employir

doth not the king lack subjects? do not the r^

need soldiers? Though it be a shame to be;

any side but one, it is worse shame to beg t

to be on the worst side, were it worse than

name of rebellion can tell how to make it.

Serv. You mistake me, sir.

Fal. Why, sir,- did I say you were an hoijral. vvny, sir,- uiu jl say yuu wcig hui

irian? setting my knighthood and my soldien

aside, I had lied in my throat, if I had said si

Serv. I pray you, sir, then set your knij

hood and your soldiership aside; and give

leave to tell you, you lie in your throat, if

say I am any other than an honest man.

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so! I

aside that which grows to me ! If thou get
|j

any leave of me', hang me; if thoil takest le;|

thou wert better be hanged. You hunt coun :

hencfe ! avaunt t
#

'4®

Serv. Sir, my lord would speak with you,

Enter the Lord Chief-Justice and Servant.

Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that

committed the prince for striking him about

Bardolph. „ , .

Fal. Wait close ;
I will not see him.

Ch. fust. What’s he that goes there ?
#

Serv. Falstaff, an’t please your lordship.

Ch. 'fust. He that was in Question for the

robbery? •

, . ,
69

SerV. He, my lord : but he hath since done

good service at Shrewsbury ;
and, as I hear, is

now going with some charge to the Lord John of

Ch. fust. What, to York? Call him back

again. ,

Serv. Sir John Falstaff

!

Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf.

Page You must speak louder; my master is

deaf. .
79

Ch. fust. I am sure he is, to the hearing of

Ch. fust.
'

Sir John Falstaff, a word with _

Fal. My good lord ! God give your lord:

good time of day. I am glad to see your 1

ship abroad : I heard say your lordship was s ,

I hope your lordship goes abroad by ad\,i

Your lordship, though not clean past your yo

hath yet some smack of age in you,- some r<

of the saltness of time ; and I most humblyfe

seech your lordship to have a reverent car i

your health.

Ch. fust, Sir John, I sent for you be*

your expedition to Shrewsbury.

FaL An’t please your lordship, I hearp

majesty is returned with some discomfort «

Wales.
Ch. fust. I talk not of his majesty:

would not come when I sent for you.

Fal. And I hear, moreover, his highne:

fallen into this same whoreson apoplexy.

Ch. fust. Well, God mend hint I I pray

let me speak with you.
. .

-1

Fal. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kir

lethargy, an’t please your lordship ;
a kin

sleeping in the blood, a whoreson tingling.

Ch. fust. What tell you me of it? be

it is.

Fal. It hath its original from much
from study and perturbation of the brain : I

read1 the cause of his effects in Galen : it

kind of deafness.

Ch. fust. I think you are fallen into

disease ;
for you hear not what I say to you.

Fal. Very welly my lord, very Well : ra

an’t please you, it is- the disease' of not listei

the malady of not marking, that I am trot

withal.
„ , , , I

Ch. fust. To punish you by the heels w

amend the attention of your ears; and I car

if I do become your physician.
:

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord, bu'

so patient
:
your lordship may minister the p

of imprisonment to me in respedt of poverty

how I should be your patient to follow your

scriptions, the wise may make some dram

scruple, or indeed a scruple itself.
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h. Just. J sent for you, when there were

ters against you for your life, to come speak

1 me,
'a/. As I was then advised fry my learned

usel in the laws of this land-service, I did not

i®.

'ft. Just. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you
in great infamy.

#4 He that Suckles him in iny frelt cannot

in less.

'h. Just. Your means are very slander, and
r waste is great.

.

xfro

?al. I would it were otherwise ; I would rny

ms were greater, and my waist slenderer.

'h. Just. You have misled the youthful prince.
7al. The young prince hath misled me : lam
fellow with the great belly, and he my dog.

'k. Just. Well, I anj loath to gall a new-
led wound :

your day’s service at Shrewsbury
h a little gilded over your night’s exploit on
d’s-hili

:
you may thank the unquiet time for

ir quiet o’er-posting that adlion. 17

1

7al. My lord?
'

h
.
Just. But since all is well, keep it so

:

ce not a sleeping wolf.
7al. To wake a wolf is as bad as to smell a

7i r Just. What
!
you are as a candle, the

ter part burnt out.
7al. A wassail candle, my lord, all tallow:

! did say of wax, my growth would approve
truth, 1 81

'h. Just. There is not a white hair on your
; but should have his effedl of grayity.
7al. His effedl of gravy, gravy, gravy.
'h. Just. You follow the young prince up
: down, like his ill angel.
7nl. Not so, my lord ;

your ill angel is light

;

I hope he that looks upon me will take me
hout weighing: and yet, in some respedts, I

nt, I cannot go : I cannot tell. Virtue is of
ittle regard in these costermonger times that
* valour is turned bear-herd : pregnancy is made
ipster, and hath his quick wit wasted in giving
konings : all the other gifts appertinent to man,
the malice of this age shapes them, are not
'th a gooseberry. You that are old consider
the capacities of us that are young

;
you do

isure the heat of our livers with the bitterness

/our galls : and we that are in the vaward of

youth, I must confess, are wags too. 200
h. Just. Do you set down your name in the
oil of youth, that are written down old with all

characters of age? Have you. not a moist
? a dry hand? a yellow cheek? a white
rd? a decreasing leg? an increasing belly? is

your voice broken? your wind short? your
n double? your wit single? and every part
>ut you blasted with antiquity? and will you
call yourself young? Fie, fie, fie, Sir John !

7al. My lord, I was born about three of the
:k in the afternoon, with a white head and
lething a round belly. For my voice, I have
it with halloing and singing of anthems. To

>rove my youth further, I will not : the truth
am only old in judgement and understanding

;

l he that will caper with me for a thousand
rks, let him lend me the money, and have at
1 ! For the box. of the ear that the prince gave

you, he gave it like a rude prince, and you took
it like a sensible lord. I have checked him for it,

and the young lion repents ;
marry, not in ashes

and sackcloth, but in new silk and old sack.
Ch. Just. Well, God send the prince a better

companion

!

Fal. God send the companion a better prince !

I cannot rid my hands of him.
Ch. Just. Well, the king hath severed you

and Prince Harry: I hear you are going with
Lord John of Lancaster against the Archbishop
and the Earl of Northumberland. 230

Fal. Yea; I thank your pretty sweet wit for

it. But look you pray, all you that kiss my lady
Peace at home, that our armies join not in a hot
day; for, by the Lord, I take but two shirts' out
with me, and I mean not to sweat extraordinarily :

if it be a hot day, and I brandish any thing but a
bottle, I would I might never spit white again.

There is not a dangerous adtion can peep out his

head but I am thrust upon it: well, I cannot
last ever : but it was alway yet the trick of our
English nation, if they have a good thing, to

make it too common. If ye will needs say I am
an old man, you should give me rest. I would to

God my name were not so terrible to the enemy
as it is : I were better to be eaten to death with
a rust than to be scoured to nothing with perpe-
tual motion.

Ch. Just. Well, be honest, be honest; and
God bless your expedition !

Fal. Will your lordship lend me a thousand
pound to furnish me forth ? 251

Ch. Just. Not a penny, not a penny
;
you are

too impatient to bear crosses. Fare you well:

commend me to my cousin Westmoreland.
[Exeunt Chief-Justice and Servant.

Fal. If I do, fillip me with a three-man beetle.

A man can no more separate age and covet-

ousness than a’ can part young limbs and lechery

:

but the gout galls the one, and the pox pinches
the other ; and so both the degrees prevent my
curses. Boy ! 260

Page. Sir?

Fal. What money is in my purse ?

Page. S,even groats and two pence.
Fal. I can get no remedy against this con-

sumption of the purse : borrowing only lingers

and lingers it out, but the disease is incurable.

Go bear this letter to my Lord of Lancaster ; this

to the prince
;
this to the Earl of Westmoreland

;

and this to old Mistress Ursula, whom I have
weekly sworn to marry since I perceived the first

white hair on my chin. About it
:
you know

where to find me. [Exit Page.] A pox of this

gout ! or, a gout of this pox ! for the one or the

other plays the rogue with my great toe. ’Tis no
matter if I do halt ; I have the wars for my colour,

and my pension shall seem the more reasonable.

A good wit will make use of any thing : I will

turn diseases to commodity. [Exit.

Scene III. York. The Archbishop’s palace.

Enter the Archbishop, the Lords Hastings,
Mowbray, and Bardolph.

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause and
known our means

;

And, my most noble friends, I pray you all,
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Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes

:

And first, lord marshal, what say you to it ?

Mowb. I well allow the occasion of our arms

;

But gladly would be better satisfied

How in our means we should advance ourselves
To look with forehead bold and big enough
Upon the power and puissance of the king.

Hast . Our present musters grow upon the file io

To five and twenty thousand men of choice

;

And our supplies live largely in the hope
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns
With an incensed fire of injuries.

L. Bard. The question then, Lord Hastings,
standeth thus;

Whether our present five and twenty thousand
May hold up head without Northumberland?
Hast. With him, we may.
L. Bard

.

Yea, marry, there’s the point

:

But if without him we be thought too feeble,

My judgement is, we should not step too far 20
Till we had his assistance by the hand;
For in a theme so bloody-faced as this

Conjecture, expectation, and surmise
Of aids incertain should not be admitted.
A rch. ’Tis very true, Lord Bardolph

; for indeed
It was young Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury.
L. Bard. It was, my lord; who lined himself

with hope,
Eating the air on promise of supply,
Flattering himself in projeCt of a power
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts:
And so, with great imagination 31
Proper to madmen, led his powers to death
And winking leap’d into destruction.

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hope.

L. Bard. fYes, if this present quality of war,
Indeed the instant action : a cause on foot

Lives so in hope as in an early spring
We see the appearing buds ; which to prove fruit,

Hope gives not so much warrant as despair 40
That frosts will bite them. When we mean to build,

We first survey the plot, then draw the model

;

And when we see the figure of the house,
Then must we rate the cost of the erection

;

Which if we find outweighs ability,

What do we then but draw anew the model
In fewer offices, or at last desist

To build at all? Much more, in this great work,
Which is almost to pluck a kingdom down
And set another up, should we survey 50
The plot of situation and the model.
Consent upon a sure foundation,

Question surveyors, know our own estate.

How able such a work to undergo,
To weigh against his opposite ; or else

We fortify in paper and in figures,

Using the names of men instead of men

:

Like one that draws the model of a house
Beyond his power to build it ; who, half through,
Gives o’er and leaves his part-created cost 60
A naked subjeCt to the weeping clouds
And waste for churlish winter’s tyranny.
Hast. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair

birth,

Should be still-born, and that we now possess’d
The utmost man of expectation,

I think we are a body strong enough,
Even as we are, to equal with the king.

KING HENRY IV. [Act

L.Ba7'd. What, is the king but five and twe
thousand?

Hast. To us no more ; nay, not so much, L
Bardolph.

For his divisions, as the times do brawl,
Are in three heads : one power against the Frer
And one against Glendower

;
perforce a third

Must take up us : so is the unfirm king
I n three divided ; and his coffers sound
With hollow poverty and emptiness.
A rch . That he should draw his several stren^

together
And come against us in full puissance,
Need not be dreaded.
Hast. If he should do so,

He leaves his back unarm’d, the French andWc
Baying him at the heels : never fear that.

L. Bard. Who is it like should lead his foi

hither?

Hast. The Duke of Lancaster and Westmc
land;

Against the Welsh, himselfand Harry Monmot
But who is substituted ’gainst the French, -

I have no certain notice.

Arch. Let us on,
And publish the occasion of our arms.
The commonwealth is sick of their own ckoic
Their over-greedy love hath surfeited

:

An habitation giddy and unsure
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart.

O thou fond many, with what loud applause
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Bolingbrol
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be

And being now trimm’d in thine own desires,

Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him,
That thou provokest thyself to cast him up.
So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard

;

And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up,

And howl’st to find it. What trust is in these tim

They that, when Richard lived, would have 1

die,

Are now become enamour’d on his grave :

'Diou, that threw’st dust upon his goodly head
When through proud London he came sighing

After the admired heels of Bolingbroke,
Criest now * O earth, yield us that king again.

And take thou this !’ O thoughts ofmen accurs
Past and to come seems best; things pres

worst.

Mowb. Shall we go draw our numbers :

set on ?

Hast. We are time’s subjects, and time t
be gone. [Exeunt

.

ACT II.

Scene I. London. A street.

Enter Hostess, Fang and his Boy with kei

and. Snarefollowing.
Host. Master Fang, have you entered

aCtion ?

Fang. It is entered.
Host. Where’s your yeoman? Is’t a lu.

yeoman? will a’ stand to’t?

Fang. Sirrah, where’s Snare?
Host. O Lord, ay ! good Master Snare.
Snare. Here, here.
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<mg. Snare, we must arrest Sir John Falstaff.

ost. Yea, good Master Snare; I have en-

id him and all. n
'iare. It may chance cost some of us our

for he will stab.

ost. Alas the day ! take heed of him ; he
bed me in mine own house, and that most
tly : in good faith, he cares not what mischief

oes, if his weapon be out : he will foin like

devil; he will spare neither man, woman,
I ;hild.

mg. If I can close with him, I care not for

hrust.
_

21

ost. No, nor I neither : I ’ll be at your elbow.

mg. An I but fist him once ; an a’ come but

in my vice,

—

ost. I am undone by his going; I warrant
he’s an infinitive thing upon my score. Good
ter Fang, hold him sure

:
good Master Snare,

ini not ’scape. A’ comes continuantly to Pie-

er—saving your manhoods—to buy a saddle

;

he is indited to dinner to the Lubber’s-head
nmbert street, to Master Smooth’s the silk-

: I pray ye, since my exion is entered and
:ase so openly known to the world, let him
-ought in to his answer. A hundred mark is

g one for a poor lone woman to bear : and
ve borne, and borne, and borne, and have
fubbed off, and fubbed off, and fubbed off,

this day to that day, that it is a shame to

hought on. There is no honesty in such
ng

;
unless a woman should be made an ass

1 beast, to bear every knave’s wrong. Yonder
>mes

;
and that arrant malmsey-nose knave,

olph, with him. Do your offices, do your
:s: Master Fang and Master Snare, do me,
e, do me your offices.

Inter Falstaff, Page, and Bardolph:.

1. How now! whose mare’s dead? what’s
latter?

ng. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of
ress Quickly. 49
l. Away, varlets ! Draw, Bardolph : cut
ff the villain’s head : throw the quean in the
nel.

>st. Throw me in the channel ! I ’ll throw
in the channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou
rdly rogue ! Murder, murder ! Ah, thou
/-suckle villain ! wilt thou kill God’s officers

be king’s? Ah, thou honey-seed rogue ! thou
honey-seed, a man-queller, and a woman-

sr.

1. Keep them off, Bardolph. 60
ng. A rescue ! a rescue !

st. Good people, bring a rescue or two.
wo’t, wo’t thou? thou wo’t, wo’t ta? do, do,
rogue ! do, thou hemp-seed !

1
.

'

Away, you scullion ! you rampallian
!
you

irian ! I ’ll tickle your catastrophe.

'* the Lord Chief-Justice, and his men.

Just. What is the matter? keep the peace
ho

!

st- Good my lord, be good to me. I be-
you, stand to me. 70
Just. How now, Sir John ! what are you

brawling here ?

Doth this become your place, your time and busi-
ness?

You should have been well on your way to York.
Stand from him, fellow: wherefore hang’st upon

him?
Host.

^
O my most worshipful lord, an’t please

your grace, I am a poor widow of Eastcheap, and
he is arrested at my suit.

Ck. Just. For what sum?
Host. It is more than for some, my lord ; it is

for all, all I have. He hath eaten me out of house
and home

; he hath put all my substance into that
fat belly of his : but I will have some of it out
again, or I will ride thee o’ nights like the mare.
Fal. I think I am as like to ride the mare, if

I have any vantage of ground to get up.
Ch. Just. How comes this, Sir John? Fie!

what man of good temper would endure this tem-
pest of exclamation? Are you not ashamed to
enforce a poor widow to so rough a course to come
by her own ? 90
Fal. What is the gross sum that I owe thee?
Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man,

thyself and the money too. Thou didst swear to
me upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my Dol-
phin-chamber, at the round table, by a sea-coal
fire, upon Wednesday in Wheeson week, when
the prince broke thy head for liking his father to
a singing-man of Windsor, thou didst swear to
me then, as I was washing thy wound, to marry
me and make me my lady thy wife. Canst thou
deny it? Did not goodwife Keech, the butcher’s
wife, come in then and call me gossip Quickly?
coming in to borrow a mess of vinegar

; telling us
she had a good dish of prawns

; whereby thou
didst desire to eat some

; whereby I told thee they
were ill for a green wound? And didst thou not,
when she was gone down stairs, desire me to be
no more so familiarity with such poor people;
saying that ere long they should call me madam ?

And didst thou not kiss me and bid me fetch thee
thirty shillings? I put thee now to thy book-
oath : deny it, if thou canst.

Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul; and
she says up and down the town that her eldest
son is like you : she hath been in good case, and
the truth is, poverty hath distradted her. But
for these foolish officers, I beseech you I may
have redress against them.

Ck. Jtist. Sir John, Sir John, I am well
acquainted with your manner of wrenching the
true cause the false way. It is not a confident
brow, nor the throng of words that come with
such more than impudent sauciness from you, can
thrust me from a level consideration

:
you have,

as it appears to me, practised upon the easy-yield-
ing spirit of this woman, and made her serve your
uses both in purse and in person.
Host. Yea, in truth, my lord.

Ch. Just. Pray thee, peace. Pay her the debt
you owe her, and unpay the villany you have done
her : the one you may do with sterling money, and
the other with current repentance.
Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this sneap

without reply. You call honourable boldness
impudent sauciness : if a man will make courtesy
and say nothing, he is virtuous : no, my lord, my
humble duty remembered, I will not be your
suitor. I say to you, I do desire deliverance from



these officers, being upon hasty employment in

the king’s affairs. T40

Ch. Just. You speak ns having power to do

wrong: but answer in the effect of your reputa-

tion, and satisfy the poor woman,
Fal. Come hither, hostess.

Enter Gower.

Ch Just. Now, Master Gower, what news?

Gow. The king, my lord, and Harry Prince of

Wales
Are near at hand : the rest the paper tells.

Fal. As I am a gentleman.

Host. Faith, you said so before.

Fal. As I am a gentleman. Come, no more

words of it.
J 5 *

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on, I

must be fain to pawn both my plate and the

tapestry of my dining-chambers,

Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the 6nly drinking:

and for thy walls, a pretty slight drollery, or the

story of the Prodigal, or the German hunting in

water-work, is worth a thousand of these bed-

hangings and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let it

be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, an ’twere not

for thy humours, there’s not a better wench m
England. Go, wash thy face, and draw the adlion.

Come, thou must not be in this humour with me

;

dost not know me? come, come, I know thou

wast set on to this.
.

Host. Pray thee, Sir John, let it be but twenty

nobles : i’ faith, I am loath to pawn my plate, so

God save me, la!
, ..

Fal. Let it alone ;
I’ll make other shift

:
you 11

be a fool still.
* 7°

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn

my gown. I hope you’ll come to supper. You

pay me all together ? . ,

Fal. Will I live? [To Bardolph] Go, with

her, with her ;
hook on, hook on.

Host. Will you have Doll Tearsheet meet you

at supper?
Fal. No more words ; let’s have her.

[Exetmt Hostess,
Bardolph , Officers ,

and Boy.

Ch. Just. I have heard better news.

Fal. What’s the news, my lord?
>

180

Ch. Just. Where lay the king last night ?

Goiu. At Basingstoke, my lord.
.

Fal. I hope, my lord, all’s well : what is the

news, my lord ?

Ch. Just. Come all his forces back?

Gow. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred

horse,

Are march’d up to my lord of Lancaster,

Against Northumberland and the Archbishop.

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my
noble lord ?

Ch. Just. You shall have letters of me pre

sently :
I9°

Come, go along with me, good Master Gower.

Fal. My lord

!

Ch. Just. What’s the matter?

Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with

me to dinner? T
Gow. I must wait upon my good lord here ; 1

thank you, good Sir John.

Ch. Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long,

being you are to take soldiers up in counties as

i
you go. 200

Fal. Will you sup with me, Master Gow
Ch. Just. What foolish master taught

these manners, Sir John?
Fal. Master Gower, if they become me

he was a fool that taught them me. This i:

right fencing grace, my lord ; tap for tap, a:

part fair.

Ch. Just. Now the Lord lighten thee

!

art a great fool. [Ex<

Scene II. London. Another street.

Enter Prince Henry and Poins.

Prince. Before God, I am exceeding we;

.

Poins. Is ’t come to that? I had the!

weariness durst not have attached one of so
\

blood. - . ,.

Prince. Faith, it does me ;
though it discc |

the complexion of my greatness to acknow
|

it. Doth it not show vilely in me to desire
J

beer? I

Poins. Why, a prince should not be so lo
j

studied as to remember so weak a compositi

Prince. Belike then my appetite wa*

princely got; for, by my troth, I do now re:

3er the poor creature, small beer. But, in

these humble considerations make me out ol

with my greatness. What a disgrace is it 1

to remember thy name ! or to know thy fa<

morrow ! or to take note how many pair o

stockings thou hast, viz. these, and those

were thy peach-coloured ones ! or to bea

inventory of thy shirts, as, one for superfluity

another for use ! But that the tennis-court-k

knows better than I ;
for it is a low ebb of

with thee when thou keepest not racket thei

thou hast not done a great while, becaus

rest of thy low countries have made a shift

up thy holland ; and God knows, whether

that bawl out the ruins of thy linen shall n

his kingdom : but the midwives say the chi

are not in the fault; whereupon the wor

creases, and kindreds are mightily strength

Poms. How ill it follows, after you

laboured so hard, you should talk so idly !

I

me, how many good young princes would *

their fathers being so sick as yours at this tn

Prince. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pom
Poins. Yes, faith; and let it be an exc

good thing. . ,

Prince. It shall serve among wits of no l

breeding than thine.

Poins. Go to ; I stand the push of you

thing that you will tell.
.

Prince. Marry, I tell thee, it is not mee

I should be sad, now my father is sick : al

could tell to thee, as to one it pleases m
fault of a better, to call my friend, I could b

and sad indeed too.

Poins. Very hardly upon such a subject

Prince. By this hand, thou thinkest 1

far in the devil’s book as thou and Falst

obduracy and persistency: let the end tr

man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds mw

that my father is so sick : and keeping sue

company as thou art hath in reason taken

me all ostentation of sorrow.

Poins. The reason ?
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°rince. What wouldst thou think of me, if I

•uld weep ?

Doins

.

I would think thee a most princely
ioerite. 59
J
rinc.e

.

It would be every man’s thought ; and
u art a blessed fellow to think as every man
iks : never a man’s thought in the world keeps
road-way better than thine : every man would
lk me an hypocrite indeed. And what accites
lr most worshipful thought to think so ?

''oins. Why, because you have been so lewd
I so much engraffed to Falstaff.

'rince

.

And to thee.

'oins. By this light, I am well spoke on ; I can
r it with mine own ears : the worst that they
say of me is that I am a second brother and

I I am a proper fellow of my hands ; and those
1 things, I confess, I cannot help. By the mass,
e ccmes Bardolph.

Enter Bardolph and Page.

'rince. And the boy that I gave Falstaff: a’
' him from me Christian ; and look, if the fat
fin have not transformed him ape.
'ard. God save your grace !

'rince. And yours, most noble Bardolph
! 79

'ard. Come, you virtuous as3
,
you bashful

,
must you be blushing? wherefore blush you

r’l What a maidenly man-at-arms are you
ome ! Is’t such a matter to get a pottle-pot’s
denhead ?

'age.
'

A’ calls me e’en now, my lord, through
d lattice, and I could discern no part of his

: from the window : at last I spied his eyes,
methought he had made two holes in the

wife’s new petticoat and so peeped through.
'rince. Has not the boy profited ? 90
ard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit,
yJ
age. Away, you rascally Althaea’s dream,
yj
rince. Instruct us, boy

; what dream, boy ?

age.
_

Marry, my lord, Althaea dreamed she
delivered of a fire-brand; and therefore I
him her dream.
mice. A crown’s worth of good interpreta-
.* there ’tis, boy. IOo
oins. O, that this good blossom could be
: from cankers ! Well, there is sixpence to
erve thee.

ard. An you do not make him hanged
ng you, the gallows shall have wrong.
rince. And how doth thy master, Bardolph?
ard. Well, my lord. He heard of your
e s coming to town : there’s a letter for you.
oins. Delivered with good respedl. And
doth the martlemas, your master? no
ard. In bodily health, sir.

oins. Marry, the immortal part needs a phy-
n

; but that moves not him : though that be
it dies not.
nnce. I do allow this wen to be as familiar
me as my dog; and he holds his place;

3ok you how he writes.
nns.

[Reads] ‘ John Falstaff, knight,’—every
must know that, as oft as he has occasion to

s himself: even like those that are kin to the
e7

" never Prick their finger but they
1 here’s some of the king’s blood spilt.’

‘How comes that?’ says he, that takes upon
him not to conceive. The answer is as ready
as a borrower’s cap, ‘I am the king’s poor
cousin, sir.’

Prince.
.

Nay, they will be kin to us, or they
will fetch it from Japhet. But to the letter:

Poins. [Reads] ‘Sir John Falstaff, knight, to
the son of the king, nearest his father, Harry
Prince of Wales, greeting.’ Why, this is a
certificate.

Prince. Peace

!

Poins. [Reads] ‘ I will imitate the honour-
able Romans in brevity :

’ he sure means brevity
in breath, short-winded. ‘ I commend me to thee,
I commend thee, and I leave thee. Be not too
familiar with Poins

; for he misuses thy favours
so much, that he swears thou art to marry his
sister Nell. Repent at idle times as thou mayest

;

and so, farewell. I^I

’

‘ Thine, by yea and no, which is as much
as to say, as thou usest him, Jack Fal-
staff with my familiars, John with my
brothers and sisters, and Sir John with
all Europe.’

My lord, I’ll steep this letter in sack and make
him eat it.

Prince. That’s to make him eat twenty of his
words. But do you use me thus, Ned? must I
marry your sister ? T 5 z
Poms. God send the wench no worse fortune !

But I never said so.

Prince. Well, thus we play the fools with
the time, and the spirits of the wise sit in the
clouds and mock us. Is your master here in
London?
Bard. Yea, my lord.

Prince. Where sups he? doth the old boar
feed in the old frank ?

Bard. At the old place, my lord, in East-
cheap.
Prince. What company ?

Page. Ephesians, my lord, of the old church.
Prince. Sup an}*- women with him ?

Page. None, my lord, but old Mistress Quickly
and Mistress Doll Tearsheet.
Prince. What pagan may that be ?

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kins-
woman of my master’s. 170

Prince. Even such kin as the parish heifers
are to the town bull. Shall we steal upon them,
Ned, at supper?
Poins. I am your shadow, my lord ; I ’ll follow

you.
Prince. Sirrah, you boy, and Bardolph, no

word to your master that I am yet come to town

:

there’s for your silence.

Bard. I have no tongue, sir.

Page. And for mine, sir, I will govern it. 180
Prince. Fare you well; go. [Exeunt Bar-

dolph and Page.] This Doll Tearsheet should be
some road.

Poins. I warrant you, as common as the way
between Saint Alban’s and London.
Prince. How might we see Falstaff bestow

himself to-night in his true colours, and not our-
selves be seen?

Poins. Put on two leathern jerkins and
aprons, and wait upon him at his table as
drawers. ,OT

27
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Prince. From a God to a bull? a heavy

descension ! it was Jove’s case. From a prince

to a prentice? a low transformation! that shall

be mine ;
for in every thing the purpose must

weigh with the folly. Follow me, Ned^^

Scene III. Warhworth. Before the castle.

Enter Northumberland, Lady Northum
berland, and Lady Percy.

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle

daughter,
. .

Give even way unto my rough altairs

.

Put not you on the visage of the times

And be like them to Percy troublesome.

Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no

more
: . , ,

..

Do what you will; your wisdom be your guide.

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at

pawn
; , .

...
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it.

Lady P. O yet, for Gods sake, go not to

these wars
! , ,

The time was, father, that you broke your word,

When you were more endear’d to it than now ;
n

When your own Percy, when my heart s dear

Threw^many a northward look to see his father

Bring up his powers ;
but he did long in vain.

Who then persuaded you to stay at home l

There were two honours lost, yours and your

son’s.
, . , ...

For yours, the God of heaven brighten it

.

For his, it stuck upon him as the sun

In the grey vault of heaven, and by his light

Did all the chivalry of England move 20

To do brave adts : he was indeed the glass

Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves

:

He had no legs that pra&ised not his gait
; #

And speaking thick, which nature made his

blemish,

Became the accents of the valiant;

For those that could speak low and tardily

Would turn their own perfection to abuse,

To seem like him : so that in speech, in gait,

In diet, in affe&ions of delight.

In military rules, humours of blood, 3°

He was the mark and glass, copy and book,

That fashion’d others. And him, O wondrous

him

!

O miracle of men ! him did you leave.

Second to none, unseconded by you,

To look upon the hideous god of war

In disadvantage ;
to abide a field

,

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur s name

Did seem defensible : so you left him.

Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong.

To hold your honour more precise and nice. 40

With others than with him ! let them alone

:

The marshal and the archbishop are strong:

Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbers,

To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck,

Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave.

North. Beshrew your heart,

Fair daughter, you do draw my spirits from me

With new lamenting ancient oversights.

But I must go and meet with danger there,

Or it will seek me in another place

And find me worse provided.

Lady N. O, fly to Scotland,

Till that the nobles and the armed commons

Have of their puissance made a little taste.

Lady P. If they get ground and vantag

the king, , .

Then join you with them, like a rib of steel.

To make strength stronger ; but, for all our lc

First let them try themselves. So did your

He was so suffer’d : so came I a widow

;

And never shall have length of life enough

To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes,

That it may grow and sprout as high as heav

,

For recordation to my noble husband.

North. Come, come, go in with me.

with my mind
. ,

As with the tide swell’d up unto his height,

That makes a still-stand, running neither wa

Fain whuld I go to meet the archbishop.

But many thousand reasons hold me back.

I will resolve for Scotland : there am 1
,

Till time and vantage crave my company^

Scene IV. London. The BoaPs-head Ta

in Eastcheap.

Enter two Drawers.

First Draw. What the devil hast thou brc

there? apple-johns? thou knowest Sir John

not endure an apple-john.

Sec. Draw. Mass, thou sayest true,

prince once set a dish of apple-johns before

and told him there were five more Sir J

and, putting off his hat, said I will now tali

leave of these six dry, round, old, wit

knights.’ It angered him to the heart, b

hath forgot that.

FirstDraw. Why, then, cover, and set

down: and see if thou canst find out br

noise ;
Mistress Tearsheet would fain hear

music. Dispatch : the room where they «

is too hot; they’ll come in straight.

Sec. Draw. Sirrah, here will be the

and Master Poins anon; and they wiU p

two of our jerkins and aprons; and Sir

must not know of it: Bardolph hath br

First Draw. By the mass, here will 1

Utis: it will be an excellent stratagem.

Sec. Draw. I ’ll see if I can find out bn

Enter Hostess and Doll Tearsheet

Host. I’ faith, sweetheart, methmks no

are in an excellent good temperality :
you

sidge beats as extraordinarily as heart

desire; and your colour, 1 warrant yoi^

red as any rose, in good truth, la ! But, 1

you have drunk too much canaries ;
and

a marvellous searching wine and it pei

the blood ere one can say What s this*

do you now?
Dol. Better than I was : hem

!

Host. Why, that’s well said ;
a good t

worth gold, to, here comes Sir J ohn.

Enter Falstaff.

Pal. [Singing} ‘When Arthur first in
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Impty the jordan. [Exit First Drawer].

—

iging] ‘And was a worthy king.’ How now,
itress Doll

!

lost. Sick of a calm
;
yea, good faith. 40

'at. So is all her sedt ; an they be once in a
n, they are sick.

W. You muddy rascal, is that all the com-
Vou give me ?

'at. You make fat rascals, Mistress Doll.
'ol. I make them! gluttony and diseases
:e them; I make them not.

at. If the cook help to make the gluttony,
help to make the diseases, Doll : we catch
ou, Doll, we catch of you; grant that, my
- virtue, grant that. 5!
ol. Yea, joy, our chains and our jewels.
at. ‘Your brooches, pearls, and ouches:’
0 serve bravely is to, come halting off, you
-v: to come off the breach with his pike bent
ely, and to surgery bravely

; to venture upon
charged chambers bravely,

—

ol. Hang yourself you muddy conger, hang
-self! C9
ost. By my troth, this is the old fashion;
two never meet but you fall to some discord

:

are both, i’ good truth, as rheumatic as two
toasts

;
you cannot one bear with another’s

trinities. What the good-year! one must
,
and that must be you

:
you are the weaker

-1> as they say, the emptier vessel.
ol. Can a weak empty vessel bear such a
: full hogshead ? there’s a whole merchant’s
ure of Bourdeaux stuff in him

; you have not
a hulk better stuffed in the hold. Come,

be friends with thee, Jack: thou art going
e wars

; and whether I shall ever see thee
1 or no, there is nobody cares.

Re-enter First Drawer.

rst Draw. Sir, Ancient Pistol ’s below, and
d speak with you.
I. Hang him, swaggering rascal ! let him
ome hither : it is the foul-mouthed’st rogue in
and.

If he swagger, let him not come here :

y my faith ; I must live among my neigh-
;; I’ll no swaggerers: I am in good name
ame with the very best: shut the door;
comes no swaggerers here: I have not
all this while, to have swaggering now

:

the door, I pray you.
1. Dost thou hear, hostess?
st. Pray ye, pacify yourself, Sir John:
comes no swaggerers here.

1. Dost thou hear? it is mine ancient. 89
st.

*

Tilly-fally, Sir John, ne’er tell me :

ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors.
- before Master Tisick, the debuty, t’other

nr j
as sa^ me >

,twas no longer ago
Wednesday last, ‘I’ good faith, neighbour

,

y> says he
; Master Dumbe, our minister,

i?y then; ‘neighbour Quickly,’ says he,
ive those that are civil ; for,’ said he, ‘ you
1 an ill name :

’ now a’ said so, I can tell
-upon

;
* for,’ says he, ‘ you are an honest

•n
» ana we" thought on ; therefore take

what guests you receive: receive,’ says he,
waggering companions.’ There comes none

here
:
you would bless you to hear what he said

:

no, I ’ll no swaggerers.
AVz/. He’s no swaggerer, hostess; a tame

cheater, i’ faith
;
you may stroke him as gently

as a puppy greyhound : he’ll not swagger with a
Barbary hen, if her feathers turn back in any
show of resistance. Call him up, drawer.

[Exit First Drawer.
Host. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no

honest man my house, nor no cheater : but I do
not love swaggering, by my troth; I am the
worse, when one says swagger: feel, masters,
how I shake

; look you, I warrant you.
Dol. So you do, hostess.

,

Host. Do I? yea, in very truth, do I, an
twere an aspen leaf; I cannot abide swag-
gerers.

Enter Pistol, Bardolph, and Page.
Fist. God save you, Sir John ! ITq
Fal. Welcome, Ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol,

I charge you with a cup ofsack : do you discharge
upon mine hostess.

Pist. I will discharge upon her, Sir John, with
two bullets.

Fal. She is pistol-proof, sir
;
you shall hardly

offend her.
Host., Come, I’ll drink no proofs nor no bul-

lets : I ’ll drink no more than will do me good,
for no man’s pleasure, I.

Pist. Then to you, Mistress Dorothy ; I will
charge you. T3I
Dol. Charge me ! I scorn you, scurvy com-

panion. What
!
you poor, base, rascally, cheat-

ing, lack-linen mate ! Away, you mouldy rogue,
away ! I am meat for your master.

Pist. I know you, Mistress Dorothy.
Dol. Away, you cut-purse rascal

!
you filthy

bung, away ! by this wine, I ’ll thrust my knife in
your mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy cuttle
with me. Away, you bottle-ale rascal

!
you

basket-hilt stale juggler, you ! Since when, I
pray you, sir? God’s light, with two points on
your shoulder? much !

Pist. God let me not live, but I will murder
your ruff for this.

Fal. No more, Pistol; I would not have you
go off here : discharge yourself of our company.
Pistol.

Host. No, good Captain Pistol; not here,
sweet captain. ISo
Dol. Captain ! thou abominable damned

cheater, art thou not ashamed to be called
captain? An captains were of my mind, they
would truncheon you out, for taking their names
upon you before you have earned them. You a
captain * you slave, for what? for tearing a poor
whore’s ruff in a bawdy-house? He a captain!
hang him, rogue ! he lives -upon mouldy stewed
prunes and dried cakes. A captain ! God’s light, 1

these villains will make the word as odious as
the word ‘occupy ;’ which was an excellent good
word before it was ill sorted : therefore captains
had need look to’t.

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient.
Fal. Hark thee hither, Mistress Doll.
Pist. Not I : I tell thee what, Corporal Bar-

dolph, I could tear her: I’ll be revenged of her.
Page. Pray thee, go down.

27—2
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Pist I’ll see her damned first; to Pluto’s

damned lake, by this hand, to the infernal deep,

with Erebus and tortures vile also. Hold hook

and line, say I. Down, down, dogs! down,

faitors ! Have we not Hiren here ?cUlOrS • XJ-dvc wc
« j

•

Host. Good Captain Peesel, be quiet; tis

zery late, i’ faith; I beseek you now, aggravate

Pist. These be good humours, indeed ! Shall

pack-horses

And hollow pamper’d jades of Asia,

Which cannot go but thirty mile a-day

Compare with Csesars, and with Cannibals, 180

And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with

King Cerberus; and let the welkin roar.

Shall we fall foul for toys ?

Host. By my troth, captain, these are very

bitter words.
. , . ...

Bard. Be gone, good ancient; this will grow

to a brawl anon.
.

...

Pist. Die men like dogs! give crowns like

pins ! Have we not Hiren here ? l89

Host. O’ my word, captain, there s none such

here. What the good-year ! do you think I would

deny her? For God’s sake, be quiet.

Pist. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipohs.

Come, give’s some sack.
,

‘ Si fortune me tormente, sperato me contento.

Fear we broadsides? no, let the fiend give fire .

Give me some sack: and, sweetheart, lie thou

there. [.Laying down his sword.

Come we to full points here ;
and are etceteras

nothing?
Fal. Pistol, I would be quiet.

Pist, Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif: what! we

have seen the seven stars.
. .

201

Dol. For God’s sake, thrust him down stairs

:

I cannot endure such a fustian rascal.

Pist. Thrust him down stairs ! know we not

Galloway nags ? ,

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove-

groat shilling : nay, an a’ do nothing but speak

nothing, a’ shall be nothing here.

Bard. Come, get you down stairs.

Pist. What ! shall we have incision? shall we

imbrue ? [Snatching up his sword. 210

Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful

WhyAlien*, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds

Untwine the SistersThree ! Come, Atropos, I say !

Host. Here’s goodly stuff toward

!

Fal. Give me my rapies, boy.

Dol. I pray thee, Jack, I pray thee, do not

draw.
Fal. Get you down stairs.

#

[.Drawing,
and driving Pistol out.

Host. Here ’s a goodly tumult ! I ’ll forswear

keeping house, afore I’ll be in these tirrits and

frights. So; murder, I warrant now. Alas,

alas ! put up your naked weapons, put up your

naked weapons. [.Exeunt Pistol and Bardolph.

Dol. I pray thee, Jack, be quiet; the rascal s

gone. Ah, you whoreson little valiant villain,

y
°Host. Are you not hurt i’ the groin? methought

a’ made a shrewd thrust at your belly.

Bard. Yea, sir. The rascal’s drunk;

have hurt him, sir, i’ the shoulder.

Fal. A rascal ! to brave me !

Dol. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you ! Alas,

ape, how thou sweatest ! come, let me wipe

face ;
come on, you whoreson chops : ah, roj

i’ faith, I love thee: thou art as valorou

Hedtor of Troy, worth five of Agamemnon,
ten times better than the Nine Worthies:

villain

!

Fal. A rascally slave ! I will toss the rogil

a blanket.

Dol. Do, an thou darest for thy hearth

thou dost, I’ll canvass thee between a pa

sheets.

Enter Music.

Page. The music is come, sir.

Fal. Let them play. Play, sirs. Sit 01

knee, Doll. A rascal bragging slave ! the *

fled from me like quicksilver.
# 1

Dol. I’ faith, and thou followedst him 1„
church. Thou whoreson little tidy Bartholdi

boar-pig, when . wilt thou leave fighting 0’

and foining o’ nights, and begin to patch up

old body for heaven ?

Re-enter Bardolph.

Fal. Have you turned him out o’ doors?

Enter
,
behind

,
Prince Henry and Poins

guised.

Fal. Peace, good Doll ! do not speak 1

death’s-head ; do not bid me remember mine

Dol. Sirrah, what humour’s the prince 0

Fal. A good shallow young fellow : d a

have made a good pantler, a’ would ha’ ch

bread well.

Dol. They say Poins has a good wit.

Fal. He a good wit? hang him, baboon

wit’s as thick as Tewksbury mustard ;
tl

no more conceit in him than is in a mallet.

Dol. Why does the prince love him so, t

Fal. Because their legs are both of a bi^

and a’ plays at quoits well, and eats conge

fennel, and drinks off candles’ ends for

dragons, and rides the wild-mare with the

and jumps upon joined-stools, and swears >

good grace, and wears his boots very sn

like unto the sign of the leg,, and breeds n<

with telling of discreet stories ;
and such

gambol faculties a’ has, that show a weak

and an able body, for the which the prince a

him : for the prince himself is such anothei

weight of a hair will turn the scales be

their avoirdupois.

Prince. Would not this nave of a whee

his ears cut off?

Poins. Let ’s beat him before his whore

Prince. Look, whether the withered

hath not his poll clawed like a parrot.

Poins. Is it not strange that desire sho

many years outlive performance?

Fal. Kiss me, Doll.

Prince. Saturn and Venus this year 1

junction ! what says the almanac to that?

Poins. And, look, whether the fiery T
his man, be not lisping to his master’s old 1

his note-book, his counsel-keeper.

Fal. Thou dost give me flattering buss<

Dol. By my troth, I kiss thee with a

constant heart.
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xl. I am old, I am old.

ol. I love thee better than I love e’er a

vy young boy of them all.

xl. What stuff wilt have a kirtle of? I shall

ive money o’ Thursday : shalt have a cap to-

-ow. A merry song, come : it grows late

;

1 to bed. Thou ’It forget me when I am gone.

ol. By my troth, thou ’It set me a-weeping,

iou sayest so
:
prove that ever I dress myself

Isome till thy return: well, hearken at the

xl. Some sack, Francis.

|
Anon, anon, sir. [Comingforward.

il, Ha ! a bastard son of the king’s? And
tot thou Poins his brother ?

Ince. Why, thou globe of sinful continents,

; a life dost thou lead 1 3 10

il. A better than thou : I am a gentleman

;

art a drawer.
Ince. Very true; sir ; and I come to draw
out by the ears.

ost. O, the Lord preserve thy good grace !

ay troth, welcome to London. Now, the

[ bless that sweet face of thine ! O Jesu, are

come from Wales?
il. Thou whoreson mad compound of ma-

,
by this light flesh and corrupt blood, thou

welcome. 321
?/. How, you fat fool ! I scorn you.

Ins. My lord, he will drive you out of your
age and turn all to a merriment, if you take
he heat.

•ince. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how
/ did you speak of me even now before this

st, virtuous, civil gentlewoman !

?st. God’s blessing of your good heart ! and
e is, by my troth. 330
e/. Didst thou hear me ?

'ince. Yea, and you knew me, as you did

l you ran away by Gad’s-hill
:
you knew I

it your back, and spoke it on purpose to try

»atience.

1. No, no, no ; not so ; I did not think thou
within hearing.

'ince. I shall drive you then to confess the
1 abuse ; and then I know how to handle you.
1. No abuse, Hal, o’ mine honour; no abuse.

ince. Not to dispraise me, and call me
er and bread-chipper and I know not what?
1. No abuse, Hal.
ins. No abuse?
1. No abuse, Ned, i’ the world; honest
none. I dispraised him before the wicked,
:he wicked might not fall in love with him

;

lich doing, I have done the part of a careful
i and a true subject, and thy father is to

me thanks for it. No abuse, Hal : none,
none: no, faith, boys, none. 351
ince. See now, whether pure fear and entire

rdice doth not make thee wrong this virtuous

ewoman to close with us? is she of the

;d? is thine hostess here of the wicked? or

y boy of the wicked? or honest Bardolph,
e zeal burns in his nose, of the wicked?
ins. Answer, thou dead .elm, answer.
/. The fiend hath pricked down Bardolph
werable; and his face is Lucifer’s privy-

en, where he doth nothing but roast malt-

worms. For the boy, there is a good angel about
him ; but the devil outbids him too.

Prince. For the women?
Fal. For one of them, she is in hell already,

and burns poor souls. For the other, I owe her
money

; and whether she be damned for that, I

know not.

Host. No, I warrant you.
#

369
Fal. No, I think thou art not; I think thou

art quit for that. Marry, there is another indidl-

ment upon thee, for suffering flesh to be eaten in

thy house, contrary to the law ; for the which I

think thou wilt howl.
Host. All vidluallers do so: what’s a joint of

mutton or two in a whole Lent?
Prince. You, gentlewoman,

—

Dol. What says your grace ?

Fal. His grace says that which his flesh rebels

against. [Knocking within. 380
Host. Who knocks so loud at door? Look to

the door there, Francis.

Enter Peto.

Prince. Peto, how now ! what news ?

Peto. The king your father is at Westminster

;

And there are twenty weak and wearied posts

Come from the north : and, as I came along,

I met and overtook a dozen captains,

Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns.

And asking every one for Sir John Falstaff.

Prince. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to

blame, 390
So idly to profane the precious time,

When tempest of commotion, like the south
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads.

Give me my sword and cloak. Falstaff, good night.

[Exeunt Prince Henry,
Poins

,
Peto

,

and Bardolph.
Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of

the night, and we must hence and leave it un-

picked. [.Knocking within i\ More knocking at

the door

!

Re-enter Bardolph.

How now! what’s the matter? 400
Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently;

A dozen captains stay at door for you.
Fal. [To the Page] Pay the musicians, sirrah.

Farewell, hostess; farewell, Doll. You see, my
good wenches, how men of merit are sought after

:

the undeserver may sleep, when the man of adtion

is called on. Farewell, good wenches : if I be not
sent away post, I will see you again ere I go.

Dol. I cannot speak ;
if my heart be not ready

to burst,—well, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself.

Fal. Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Falstaff
and Bardolph.

Host. Well, fare thee well : I have known thee
these twenty nine years, come peascod-time ; but
an honester and truer-hearted man,—well, fare

thee well.

Bard. [Withhi\ Mistress Tearsheet

!

Host. What’s the matter?
Bard. [Within\ Bid Mistress Tearsheet come

;

to my master. 419
Host. O, run, Doll, run

;
run, good Doll : come.

'

[She comes blubbered.] Yea, will you come, Doll?
i

[Exeunt.
\
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ACT III.

Scene I. Westminster. The palace.

Enter the King in his nightgown, with a Page.

King. Go call the Earls of Surrey and of

Warwick

;

But, ere they come, bid them o’er-read these

letters,

And well consider of them : make good speed.
{Exit Page.

How many thousand of my poorest subjects

Are at this hour asleep ! O sleep, O gentle sleep,

Nature’s soft nurse, how have I frighted thee,

That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down
And steep my senses in forgetfulness?

Why rather, sleep, best thou in smoky cribs,

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee io

And hush’d with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber,

Than in the perfumed chambers of the great,

Under the canopies of costly state,

And lull’d with sound of sweetest melody?

O thou dull god, why best thou with the vile

In loathsome beds, and leavest the kingly couch

A watch-case or a common ’larum-bell?

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast

Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains

In cradle of the rude imperious surge 20

And in the visitation of the winds,

Who take the ruffian billows by the top,

Curling their monstrous heads and hanging them

With deafening clamour in the slippery clouds.

That, with the hurly, death itself awakes?

Canst thou, O partial sleep, give thy repose

To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude,

And in the calmest and most stillest night.

With all appliances and means to boot,

Deny it to a king? Then happy low, be down ! 30

Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown.

Enter Warwick and Surrey.

War. Many good morrows to your majesty

!

King. I s it good morrow, lords ?

War. ’Tis one o’clock, and past.

King. Why, then, good morrow to you all, my
lords.

Have you read o’er the letters that I sent you ?

War. We have, my liege.

King. Then you perceive the body of our

kingdom
How foul it is ; what rank diseases grow,

And with what danger, near the heart of it. 40

War. It is but as a body yet distemper’d ;

Which to his former strength may be restored

With good advice and little medicine

:

My Lord Northumberland will soon be cool’d.

King. O God! that one might read the book

of fate.

And see the revolution of the times
.

Make mountains level, and the continent,

Weary of solid firmness, melt itself

Into the sea ! and, other times, to see

The beachy girdle of the ocean 5°

Too wide for Neptune’s hips ;
how chances mock*

And changes fill the cup of alteration

With divers liquors ! O, if this were seen,

The happiest youth, viewing his progress through,

What perils past, what crosses to ensue,

Would shut the book, and sit him down and die.

KING HENRY IV. [Act

’Tis not ten years gone
Since Richard and Northumberland, greatfrie;

Did feast together, and in two years after

Were they at wars : it is but eight years sinct

This Percy was the man nearest my soul,

Who like a brother toil’d in my affairs

And laid his love and life under my foot,

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richarc

Gave him defiance. But which of you was b)

You, cousin Nevil, as I may remember

—

[ To Waruu
When Richard, with his eye brimful of tears,

Then check’d and rated by Northumberland,

Did speak these words, now proved a prophe
‘ Northumberland, thou ladder by the which

My cousin Bolingbroke ascends my throne

Though then, God knows, I had no such inte

But that necessity so bow’d the state

That I and greatness were compell’d to kiss

:

‘ The time shall come,’ thus did he follow it,

‘The time will come, thatfoul sin, gathering h

Shall break into corruption so went on,

Foretelling this same time’s condition

And the division of our amity.

War. There is a history in all men’s lives

Figuring the nature of the times deceased

;

The which observed, a man may prophesy,

With a near aim, of the main chance of thing

As yet not come to life, which in their seeds

And weak beginnings be intreasured.

Such things become the hatch and brood of ti

And by the necessary form of this

King Richard might create a perfect guess
>

That great Northumberland, then false to hii

Would of that seed grow to a greater falsenes

Which should not find a ground to root upon,

Unless on you.

King. Are these things then necessiti

Then let us meet them like necessities

:

And that same word even now cries out on ui

They say the bishop and Northumberland

Are fifty thousand strong.

War. It cannot be, my lo

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo

The numbers of the fear’d. Please it your g
To go to bed. Upon my soul, my lord,

The powers that you already have sent forth

Shall bring this prize in very easily.
#

To comfort you the more, I have received

A certain instance that Glendower is dead.

Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill,

And these unseason’d hours perforce must ad

Unto your sickness.

King. I will take your counsel:
j

And were these inward wars once out of han

We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land.
{Exe\

Scene II. Gloucestershire. Before Just
Shallow’s house.

Enter Shallow and Silence, meeting; M<

dy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, Bullcal

Servant or two with them.

Shal. Come on, come on, come on, sir

;

me your hand, sir, give me your hand, sit

early stirrer, by the rood ! And how doth

good cousin Silence ? .

Sil. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow.



'hal. And how doth my cousin, your bedfel-

? and your fairest daughter and mine, my
[-daughter Ellen ?

77, Alas, a black ousel, cousin Shallow ! 9
'hal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say my
sin William is become a good scholar : he is at

ford still, is he not?

77. Indeed, sir, to my cost

'hal. A’ must, then, to the inns o’ court shortly,

as once of Clement’s Inn, where I think they
talk of mad Shallow yet.

77. You were called ‘lusty Shallow’ then,

sin.

hal. By the mass, I was called any thing

;

I would have done any thing indeed too, and
ndly too. There was I, and little John Doit
Staffordshire, and black George Barnes, and
ncis Pickbone, and Will Squele, a Cotswold
1

;
you had not four such swinge-bucklers in

the inns o’ court again : and I may say to you,
knew where the bona-robas were and had the

t of them all at commandment. Then was
k Falstaff, now Sir John, a boy, and page to

jmas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk.

77. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither

n about soldiers? 31
hal. The same Sir John, the very same. I

him break Skogan’s head at the court-gate,

:n a’ was a crack not thus high : and the very
:e day did I fight with one Sampson Stockfish,

uiterer, behind Gray’s Inn. Jesu, Jesu, the
1 days that I have spent ! and to see how many
ny old acquaintance are dead

!

il. We shall all follow, cousin. 39
hal. Certain, ’tis certain ; very sure, very
i : death, as the Psalmist saith, is certain to

all shall die. How a good yoke of bullocks
itamford fair?

il. By my troth, I was not there.

hal. Death is certain. Is old Double of your
n living yet?
il. Dead, sir.

hal. Jesu, Jesu, dead ! a’ drew a good bow

;

dead! a’ shot a fine shoot: John a Gaunt
d him well, and betted much money on his

d. Dead ! a’ would have clapped i’ the clout
welve score

; and carried you a forehand shaft
urteen and fourteen and a half, that it would
s done a man’s heart good to see. How a
e of ewes now?
il. Thereafter as they be : a score of good
s may be worth ten pounds.
hal. And is old Double dead?
il. Here come two of Sir John Falstaff’s

:, as I think. 60

Enter Bardolph a,7id one with him.

ard. Good morrow, honest gentlemen: I
:ech you, which is Justice Shallow?
hal. I am Robert Shallow, sir

; a poor esquire
his county, and one of the king’s justices of
peace : what is your good pleasure with me ?

ard. My captain, sir, commends him to you;
captain, Sir John Falstaff, a tall gentleman,
leaven, and a most gallant leader.
hal. He greets me well, sir. I knew him a
d backsword man. How doth the good knight?
r I ask how my lady his wife doth? 71

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accom-
modated than with a wife.

Shal. It is well said, in faith, sir; and it is

well said indeed too. Better accommodated ! it

is good; yea, indeed, is it: good phrases are
surely, and ever were, very commendable. Ac-
commodated ! it comes of ‘accommodo:’ very
good ; a good phrase. 79
Bard. Pardon me, sir; I have heard the word.

Phrase call you it ? by this good day, I know not
the phrase ; but I will maintain the word with
my sword to be a soldier-like word, and a word
of exceeding good command, by heaven. Ac-
commodated ; that is, when a man is, as they say,

accommodated
;
or when a man is, being, where-

by a’ maybe thought to be accommodated; which
is an excellent thing.

Shal. It is very just. 89

Enter Falstaff.

Look, here comes good Sir John. Give me your
good hand, give me your worship’s good hand

:

by my troth, you like well and bear your years
very well: welcome, good Sir John.
Fal. I am glad to see you well, good Master

Robert Shallow : Master Surecard, as I think ?

Shal. No, Sir John; it is my cousin Silence,
in commission with me.
Fal. Good Master Silence, it well befits you

should be of the peace.
Sil. Your good worship is welcome. 100
Fal. Fie ! this is hot weather, gentlemen.

Have you provided me here half a dozen suffi-

cient men?
Shal. Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit?

Fal. Let me see them, I beseech you.
Shal. Where’s the roll? where’s the roll?

where’s the roll? Let me see, let me see, let me
see. So, so, so, so, so, so, so

:
yea, marry, sir

:

Ralph Mouldy ! Let them appear as I call ; let

them do so, let them do so. Let me see
; where

is Mouldy? m
Moul. Here, an’t please you.
Shal. What think you, Sir John? a good-

limbed fellow
;
young, strong, and of good friends.

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy?
Moul. Yea, an’t please you.
Fal. ’Tis the more time thou wert used.
Shal. Ha, ha, ha ! most excellent, i’ faith

!

things that are mouldy lack use : very singular
good! in faith, well said, Sir John, very well said.

Fal. Prick him. 121
Moul. I was pricked well enough before, an

you could have let me alone : my old dame will
be undone now for one to do her husbandry and
her drudgery

:
you need not to have pricked me

;

there are other men fitter to go out than I.

Fal. Go to
:
peace, Mouldy

;
you shall go.

Mouldy, it is time you were spent.
Moul. Spent

! 129
Shal. Peace, fellow, peace

; stand aside : know
you where you are? For the other, Sir John : let
me see : Simon Shadow

!

Fal. Yea, marry, let me have him to sit under

:

he ’s like to be a cold soldier.

Shal. Where’s Shadow?
Shad. Here, sir.

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou?
Shad. My mother’s son, sir.
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Fal. Thy mother’s son ! like enough, and thy

father’s shadow : so the son of the female is the

shadow of the male : it is often so, indeed ; but

much of the father’s substance

!

Shal. Do you like him, Sir John?
Fal. Shadow will serve for summer; prick

him, for we have a number of shadows to fill u£

the muster-book.
Shal. Thomas Wart!
Fal. Where’s he ?

Wart. Here, sir.

Fal. Is thy name Wart? *5°

Wart. Yea, sir.

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart.

Shal. Shall I prick him down, Sir John?

Fal. It were superfluous; for his apparel is

built upon his back and the whole frame stands

upon pins
:
prick him no more.

Shal. Ha, ha, ha !
you can do it, sir

;
you can

do it : I commend you well. Francis Feeble !

Fee. Here, sir.

Fal. What trade art thou, Feeble ? 160

Fee. A woman’s tailor, sir.

Shal. Shall I prick him, sir?

Fal. You may : but if he had been a man s

tailor, he ’Id ha’ pricked you. Wilt thou make as

many holes in an enemy’s battle as thou hast done

in a woman’s petticoat?

Fee. I will do my good will, sir
:
you can have

no more.
Fal. Well said, good woman’s tailor ’ well said,

courageous Feeble ! thou wilt be as valiant as the

wrathful dove or most magnanimous mouse. Prick

the woman’s tailor: well, Master Shallow; deep,

Master Shallow.

Fee. I would Wart might have gone, sir.

Fal. I would thou wert a man’s tailor, that

thou mightst mend him and make him fit to go.

I cannot put him to a private soldier that is the

leader of so many thousands : let that suffice,

most forcible Feeble.

Fee. It shall suffice, sir. i»o

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble.

Who is next?
Shal. Peter Bullcalf o’ the green

!

Fal. Yea, marry, let’s see Bullcalf.

Bull. Here, sir.
.

Fal. ’Fore God, a likely fellow ! Come, prick

me Bullcalf till he roar again.

Bull. O Lord !
good my lord captain,—

Fal. What, dost thou roar before thou art

pricked? I9°

Bull. O Lord, sir ! I am a diseased man.

Fal. What disease hast thou?

Bull. A whoreson cold, sir, a cough, sir, which

I caught with ringing in the king’s affairs upon

his coronation-day, sir.

Fal. Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a

gown ;
we will have away thy cold ;

and I will

take such order that thy .friends shall ring for

thee. Is here all? *99

Shal. Here is two more called than your

number; you must have but four here, sir: and

so, I pray you, go in with me to dinner.

'Fal

.

Come, I will go drink with you, but I

cannot tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, by

my troth, Master Shallow.

Shal. Q, Sir John, do you remember since we

lay all night in the windmill in Saint George’s field ?
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Fal. No more of that, good Master Shallo

no more of that.

Shal. Ha ! ’twas a merry night. Andisja
Nightwork alive ? 2

Fal. She lives, Master Shallow.

Shal. She never could away with me.

Fal. Never, never ;
she would always say s

could not abide Master Shallow.

Shal. By the mass, I could anger her to t

heart. She was then a bona-roba. Doth s

hold her own well ?

Fal. Old, old, Master Shallow. 2

Shal. Nay, she must be old; she cann

choose but be old; certain she’s old; and h

Robin Nightwork by old Nightwork before,

came to Clement’s Inn.

Sil. That’s fifty five year ago.

Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst se

that that this knight and I have seen ! Ha, £ \

John, said I well?

Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnigl

Master Shallow.
Shal. That we have, that we have, that 1

have; in faith, Sir John, we have: our watc

word was ‘Hem boys!’ Come, let’s to dinnt

come, let’s to dinner: Jesus, the days that 1

have seen ! Come, come.
[.Exeunt Falstaffand the Justic.

Bull. Good Master Corporate Bardolph, sta

my friend ; and here ’s four Harry ten shillin

in French crowns for you. In very truth, sir

had as lief be hanged, sir, as go : and yet, 1

mine own part, sir, I do not care; but rath

because I am unwilling, and, for mine own pa

have a desire to stay with my friends ; else, s

I did not care, for mine own part, so much. I

Bard. Go to ;
stand aside.

Moul. And, good master corporal captain, l

my old dame’s sake, stand my friend: she 1

nobody to do any thing about her when I ;

gone ;
and she is old, and cannot help herse

you shall have forty, sir.

Bard. Go to ;
stand aside.

Fee. By my troth, I care not ; a man can c

but once: we owe God a death: I’ll ne’er bea!

base mind: an’t be my destiny, so; an’t ben
so: no man is too good to serve’s prince; a

let it go which way it will, he that dies this yt

is quit for the next.

Bard. Well said ;
thou’rt a good fellow.

Fee. Faith, I’ll bear no base mind.

Re-enter Falstaff and the Justices.

Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have?

Shal. Four of which you please.

Bard. Sir, a word with you : I have thi

pound to free Mouldy and Bullcalf.

Fal. Goto; well.

Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will y

have:
Fal. Do you choose for me.

Shal. Marry, then, Mouldy, Bullcalf, Fee 1

and Shadow.
Fal. Mouldy and Bullcalf: for you, Moult

stay at home till you are past service : and

your part, Bullcalf, grow till you come unto

I will none of you.

Shal. Sir John, Sir John, do not yours
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ig : they are your likeliest men, and I would

; you served with the best.

zl. Will you tell me, Master Shallow, how
loose a man? Care I for the limb, the thewes,

stature, bulk, and big assemblance of a man

!

> me the spirit, Master Shallow. Here’s
t

;
you see what a ragged appearance it is

:

tall charge you and discharge you with the

on of a pewterer’s hammer, come off and on
ter than he that gibbets on the brewer’s

:et. And this same half-faced fellow, Sha-

;
give me this man : he presents no mark to

enemy ; the foeman may with as great aim
1 at the edge of a penknife. And for a re-

t; how swiftly will this Feeble the woman’s
r run off! O, give me the spare men, and
e me the great ones. Put me a caliver into

t’s hand, Bardolph. 290
zrd. Hold, Wart, traverse; thus, thus, thus.

zl. Come, manage me your caliver. So

:

well
:
go to : very good, exceeding good,

ive me always a little, lean, old, chapt, bald
. Well said, i’ faith, Wart; thou'rt a good
: hold, there ’s a tester for thee.

’ml. He is not his craft’s master; he doth
io it right. I remember at Mile-end Green,
ti I lay at Clement’s Inn,—I was then Sir

onet in Arthur’s show,—there was a little

er fellow, and a’ would manage you his piece

; and a’ would about and about, and come
in and come you in :

‘ rah, tah, tah,’ would
y ;

‘ bounce ’ would a’ say ; and away again
Id a’ go, and again would a’ come : I shall
- see such a fellow.

il. These fellows will do well, Master Shal-
God keep you, Master Silence : I will not

many words with you. Fare you well, gen-
en both ; I thank you : I must a dozen mile
ght. Bardolph, give the soldiers coats. 311
ml. Sir John, the Lord bless you ! God
per your affairs! God send us peace! At
return visit our house; let our old acquaint-
be renewed

:
peradventure I will with ye to

:ourt.

il. ’Fore God, I would you would, Master
low.

ml. Go to ; I have spoke at a word. God
• you. 320
il. Fareyouwell, gentle gentlemen. [.Exeunt
Ices.] On, Bardolph; lead the men away.
?unt Bardolph, Recruits, &=c.] As I return,
1 fetch off these justices : I do see the bottom
istice Shallow. Lord, Lord, how subjedt we
men are to this vice of lying ! This same
ed justice hath done nothing but prate to me
ie wildness of his youth, and the feats he
done about Turnbull Street; and every

l word a lie, duer paid to the hearer than ths
:’s tribute. I do remember him at Clement’s
like a man made after supper of a cheese-
ig: when a’ was naked, he was, for all the
d, like a forked radish, with a head fantas-
[Y carved upon it with a knife : a’ was so for-

that his dimensions to any thick sight were
icible : al was the very genius of famine ;

yet
irous as a monkey, and the whores called
mandrake : a’ came ever in the rearward of
fashion, and sung those tunes to the over-
fed huswives that he heard the carmen

whistle, and sware they were his fancies or his
good-nights. And now is this Vice’s dagger be-
come a squire, and talks as familiarly of John a
Gaunt as if he had been sworn brother to him

;

and I ’ll be sworn a’ ne’er saw him but once in the
Tilt-yard; and then he burst his head for crowd-
ing among the marshal’s men. I saw it, and told
John a Gaunt he beat his own name; for you
might have thrust him and all his apparel into an
eel-skin ; the case of a treble hautboy was a man-
sion for him, a court : and now has he land and
beefs. Well, I’ll be acquainted with him, if I

return
; and it shall go hard but I will make him

a philosopher’s two stones to me : if the young
dace be a bait for the old pike, I see no reason in

the law of nature but I may snap at him. Let
time shape, and there an end. [Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Yorkshire. Gaultree Forest.

Enter the Archbishop of York, Mowbray,
Hastings, and others.

A rch. What is this forest call’d ?

Hast. ’Tis Gaultree Forest, an’t shall please
your grace.

Arch. Here stand, my lords; and send disco-
verers forth

To know the numbers of our enemies.
Hast. We have sent forth already.
Arch. ’Tis well done.

My friends and brethren in these great affairs,

I must acquaint you that I have received
New-dated letters from Northumberland;
Their cold intent, tenour and substance, thus

:

Here doth he wish his person, with such powers
As might hold sortance with his quality, 1

1 j

The which he could not levy
; whereupon

He is retired, to ripe his growing fortunes,
To Scotland: and concludes in hearty prayers
That your attempts may overlive the hazard
And fearful meeting of their opposite.

Movub. Thus do the hopes we have in him
touch ground

And dash themselves to pieces.

Enter a Messenger.

Hast. Now, what news?
Mess. West of this forest, scarcely off a mile,

In goodly form comes on the enemy
; 20

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their
number

Upon or near the rate of thirty thousand.
Mozvb. The just proportion that we gave

them out.

Let us sway on and face them in the field.

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us
here?

Enter Westmoreland.
Mowb. I think it is my Lord of Westmoreland.
West. Health and fair greeting from our

general,

The prince, Lord John and Duke of Lancaster.
Arch. Say on, my Lord of Westmoreland, in

peace

:

What doth concern your coming?
West. Then, my lord, 30
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Unto your grace do I in chief address

The substance of my speech. If that rebellion

Came like itself, in base and abjedl routs,

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags,

And countenanced by boys and beggary,

I say, if damn’d commotion so appear’d,

In his true, native and most proper shape,

You, reverend father, and these noble lords

Had not been here, to dress the ugly form

Of base and bloody insurredtion
#

4°
With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop,

Whose see is by a civil peace maintain’d,

Whose beard the silver hand ofpeace hath touch’d,

Whose learning and good letters peace hath

tutor’d,

Whose white investments figure innocence,

The dove and very blessed spirit of peace.

Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself

Out of the speech of peace that bears such grace,

Into the harsh and boisterous tongue of war ;

Turning your books to f graves, your ink to blood,

Your pens to lances and your tongue divine 51

To a loud trumpet and a point of war ?

Arch. Wherefore do I this? so the question

stands.

Briefly to this end : we are all diseased,

And with our surfeiting and wanton hours

Have brought ourselves into a burning fever,

And we must bleed for it ; of which disease

Our late king, Richard, being infedted, died.

But, my most noble Lord of Westmoreland,

I take not on me here as a physician, 60

Nor do I as an enemy to peace

Troop in the throngs of military men;
But rather show awhile like fearful war.

To diet rank minds sick of happiness

And purge the obstrudlions which begin to stop

Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly.

I have in equal balance justly weigh’d

What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we
suffer,

And find our griefs heavier than our offences.

We see which way the stream of time doth run,

And are enforced from our most quiet there 71

By the rough torrent of occasion ;

And have the summary of all our griefs,

When time shall serve, to show in articles

;

Which long ere this we offer’d to the king,

And might by no suit gain our audience :

When we are wrong’d and would unfold our griefs,

We are denied access unto his person

Even by those men that most have done us wrong.

The dangers of the days but newly gone, 80

Whose memory is written on the earth

With yet appearing blood, and the examples

Of every minute’s instance, present now,

Hath put us in these ill-beseeming arms,

Not to break peace or any branch of it,

But to establish here a peace indeed,

Concurring both in name and quality.

West. When ever yet was your appeal denied?

Wherein have you been galled by the king ?

What peer hath been suborn’d to grate on you, 90

That you should seal this lawless bloody book

Of forged rebellion with a seardivine

And consecrate commotion’s bitter edge ?

A rch. t My brother general, the commonwealth.

To brother born an household cruelty,

I make my quarrel in particular.

West. There is no need of any such redre

Or if there were, it not belongs to you.

Mowb. Why not to him in part, and to ut

That feel the bruises of the days before,

And suffer the condition of these times

To lay a heavy and unequal hand
Upon our honours?

West. O, my good Lord Mowbr:
Construe the times to their necessities,

And you shall say indeed, it is the time,

And not the king, that doth you injuries.

Yet for your part, it not appears to me
Either from the king or in the present time

Th'at you should have an inch of any ground

To build a grief on : were you not restored

To all the Duke of Norfolk’s signories,

Your noble and right well remember’d father

Mowb. What thing, in honour, had my fa

lost,

That need to be revived and breathed in me!

The king that loved him, as the state stood t

Was force perforce compell’d to banish him

:

And then that Henry Bolingbroke and he,

Being mounted and both roused in their seat:

Their neighing coursers daring of the spur.

Their armed staves in charge, their beavers d(

Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of <

And the loud trumpet blowing them together

Then, then, when there was nothing could 1

stay’d
My father from the breast of Bolingbroke,

O, when the king did throw his warder down
His own life hung upon the staff he threw

;

Then threw he down- himself and all their liv

That by indidlment and by dint of sword

Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke.

West. You speak, Lord Mowbray, now
know not what.

The Earl of Hereford was reputed then

In England the most valiant gentleman

;

Who knows on whom fortune would then 1

smiled?
But if your father had been vidlor there,

He ne’er had borne it out of Coventry

:

For all the country in a general voice

Cried hate upon him ; and all their prayers

love

Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on

And bless’d and graced indeed, more than the 1<

But this is mere digression from my purpose.

Here come I from our princely general

To know your griefs ;
to tell you from his gr;

That he will give you audience ; and whereii

It shall appear that your demands are just,

You shall enjoy them, every thing set off

That might so much as think you enemies.

Mowb. But he hath forced us to compel

offer

;

And it proceeds from policy, not love.

West. Mowbray, you overween to take il

This offer comes from mercy, not from fear

:

For, lo ! within a ken our army lies,

Upon mine honour, all too confident

To give admittance to a thought ol fear.

Our battle is more full of names than yours,

Our men more perfect in the use of arms,

Our armour all as strong, our cause the best

Then reason will our hearts should be as goc

Say you not then our offer is compell’d.
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fowb. Well, by my will we shall admit no
parley.

7est. That argues but the shame of your
offence

: _
160

)tten case abides no handling.
r
ast. Hath the Prince John a full commission,
'ery ample virtue of his father,

iear and absolutely to determine
vhat conditions we shall stand upon ?

7est. That is intended in the general’s name

:

ase you make so slight a question.

rch. Then take, my Lord of Westmoreland,
this schedule,

this contains our general grievances :

h several article herein redress’d, 170
members of our cause, both here and hence,
t are insinew’d to this adlion,

uitted by a true substantial form
present execution of our wills

is and to our purposes confined,

come within our awful banks again
knit our powers to the arm of peace.
7est. This will I show the general. Please
you, lords,

ight of both our battles we may meet

;

either end in peace, which God so frame ! 180
0 the place of difference call the swords
ch must decide it.

rch. My lord, we will do so. [Exit West.
T

owb. There is a thing within my bosom tells

me
t no conditions of our peace can stand.
ast. Fear you not that : if we can make our
peace
n such large terms and so absolute
ur conditions shall consist upon,
peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains.
owb. Yea, but our valuation shall be such
t every slight and false-derived cause, 190
every idle, nice and wanton reason

1 to the king taste of this adlion ;

t, were our royal faiths martyrs in love,

>hall be winnow’d with so rough a wind
" even our corn shall seem as light as chaff
good from bad find no partition.

rch

.

No, no, my lord. Note this; the king
is weary
ainty and such picking grievances

:

he hath found to end one doubt by death
ves two greater in the heirs of life, 200
therefore will he wipe his tables clean
keep no tell-tale to his memory

: may repeat and history his loss

ew remembrance ; for full well he knows
annot so precisely weed this land
is misdoubts present occasion

:

foes are so enrooted with his friends

,
plucking to unfix an enemy,

loth unfasten so and shake a friend

:

tat this land, like an offensive wife 210
hath enraged him on to offer strokes,
5 is striking, holds his infant up
hangs resolved correction in the arm
was uprear’d to execution.
1st. Besides, the king hath wasted all his
rods
ite offenders, that he now doth lack
very instruments of chastisement

:

iat his power, like to a fangless lion,

May offer, but not hold.
A rch. ’Tis very true :

And therefore be assured, my good lord marshal,
If we do now make our atonement well, 221
Our peace will, like a broken limb united.
Grow stronger for the breaking.
Mowb. Be it so.

Here is return’d my Lord of Westmoreland.

Re-enter Westmoreland.
West. The prince is here at hand: pleaseth

your lordship
To meet his grace just distance ’tween our armies.
Mowb.

^
Your grace of York, in God’s name,

then, set forward.
Arch. Before, and greet his grace : my lord,

we come. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Anotherpart of theforest.

Enter
,
from one side

,
Mowbray, attended

;

afterwards the Archbishop, Hastings, and
others: from the other side, Prince John of
Lancaster, and Westmoreland

; Officers,

and others with them.

Lan. You are well encounter’d here, my cousin
Mowbray :

Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop
;

And so to you, Lord Hastings, and to all.

My Lord of York, it better show’d with you
When that your flock, assembled by the bell.

Encircled you to hear with reverence
Your exposition on the holy text
Than now to see you here an iron man,
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum,
Turning the word to sword and life to death. 10
That man that sits within a monarch’s heart,
And ripens in the sunshine of his favour,
Would he abuse the countenance of the king,
Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach
In shadow of such greatness! With you, lord

bishop,
It is even so. Who hath not heard it spoken
How deep you were within the books of God?
To us the speaker in his parliament;
To us the imagined voice of God himself;
The very opener and intelligencer 20
Between the grace, the sandtities of heaven
And our dull workings. O, who shall believe
But you misuse the reverence of your place,
Employ the countenance and grace of heaven,
As a false favourite doth his prince’s name,
In deeds dishonourable? You have ta’en up,
Under the counterfeited zeal of God,
The subjects of his substitute, my father,
And both against the peace of heaven and him
Have here up-swarm’d them.
Arch. Good my Lord of Lancaster, 30

I am not here against your father’s peace
;

But, as I told my Lord of Westmoreland/
The time misorder’d doth, in common sense,
Crowd us and crush us to this monstrous forih,
To hold our safety up. I sent your grace
The parcels and particulars of our grief,
The which hath been with scorn shoved from the

court,

Whereon this Hydra son of war is born ;

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm’d asleep
With grant of our most just and right desires, 40
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And true obedience, of this madness cured,

Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty.

Mowb. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes

To the last man.
Hast. And though we here fall down,

We have supplies to second our attempt:

If they miscarry, theirs shall second them ;

And so success of mischief shall be born

And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up
Whiles England shall have generation.

Lan. You are too shallow, Hastings, much too

shallow, 5°

To sound the bottom of the after-times.

West. Pleaseth your grace to answer them
diredlly

How far forth you do like their articles.

Lan. I like them all, and do allow them well,

And swear here, by the honour of my blood,

My father’s purposes have been mistook,

And some about him have too lavishly

Wrested his meaning and authority.

My lord, these griefs shall be with speed redress’d

;

Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please you,

Discharge yourpowers unto their several counties,

As we will ours : and here between the armies

Let ’s drink together friendly and embrace,

That all their eyes may bear those tokens home
Of our restored love and amity.

A rch. I take your princely word for these re-

dresses.

Lan. I give it you, and will maintain my word

:

And thereupon I drink unto your grace.

Hast. Go, captain, and deliver to the army 69
This news of peace : let them have pay, and part

:

I know it will well please them. Hie thee, captain.

[Exit Officer.

Arch. To you, my noble Lord of Westmore-
land.

West. I pledge your grace ; and, if you knew
what pains

I have bestow’d to breed this present peace.

You would drink freely : but my love to ye
Shall show itself more openly hereafter.

Arch. I do not doubt you.

West. I am glad of it.

Health to my lord and gentle cousin, Mowbray.
Mowb. You wish me health in very happy

season

;

For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 80

A rch. Against ill chances men are ever merry

;

But heaviness foreruns the good event.

West. Therefore be merry, coz ; since sudden
sorrow

Serves to say thus, ‘ some good thing comes to-

morrow/
Arch. Believe me, I am passing light in spirit.

Mowb. So much the worse, if your own rule

be true. [Shouts within.

Lan. The word of peace is render’d: hark,

how they shout

!

Mowb. This had been cheerful after victory.

Arch. A peace is of the nature of a conquest

;

For then both parties nobly are subdued, 90
And neither party loser.

Lan. Go, my lord,

And let our army be discharged too.

[Exit Westmoreland.
And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains

March by us, that we may peruse the men

We should have coped withal.

A rch. Go, good Lord Hastins

And, ere they be dismiss’d, let them march by.

[Exit Hastin.

Lan. I trust, lords, we shall lie to-night toj

ther.

Re-enter Westmoreland.

Re-enter Hastings.

Hast. My lord, our army is dispersed alread

Now cousin, wherefore stands our army still?

West. The leaders, having charge from you \

stand,

Will not go off until they hear you speak.

Lan. They know their duties.

Like youthful steers unyoked, they take th

courses
East, west, north, south ; or, like a sch<

broke up,

Each hurries toward his home and sporting-pla

West. Good tidings, my Lord Hastings;

the which
I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason : ,

And you, lord archbishop, and you, lord Me
bray,

Of capital treason I attach you both.

Mowb. Is this proceeding just and honourabj

West. Is your assembly sb?

Arch. Will you thus break your faith?

Lan. I pawn’d thee noil

I promised you redress of these same grievancj

Whereof you did complain; which, by nr
honour,

I will perform with a most Christian care.

But for you, rebels, look to taste the due
Meet for rebellion and such adls as yours.

Most shallowly did you these arms commence
Fondly brought here and foolishly sent hence.

Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d stra}

:

God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day. :

Some guard these traitors to the block of deat

Treason’s true bed and yielder up of breath.

[Exeu

Scene III. Anotherfiart of theforest. •;

Alarum. Excursions. Enter Falstaff}
and Colevile, meeting.

Fal. What ’s your name, sir ? of what conji

tion are you, and of what place, I pray?
Cole. I am a knight, sir;, and my name;

Colevile of the dale.

Fal. Well, then, Colevile is your name,

knight is your degree, and your place the daj

Colevile shall be still your name, a traitor y<;

degree, and the dungeon your place, a phj

deep enough; so shall you be still Colevile*

the dale.

Cole. Are not you Sir John Falstaff?
]

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe’er I at

Do ye yield, sir? or shall I sweat for you? I

do sweat, they are the drops of thy lovers, aj

they weep for thy death : therefore rouse i

fear and trembling, and do, observance to

mercy.
Cole. I think you are Sir John Falstaff, aj

in that thought yield me.
Fal. I have a whole school of tongues;
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; belly of mine, and not a tongue of them
speaks any other word but my name. An I

l but a belly of any indifferency, I were
ply the most adlive fellow in Europe: my
:nb, my womb, my womb, undoes me. Here
les our general.

nter Prince John of Lancaster, West-
moreland, Blunt, and others.

'

,

an

.

The heat is past ; follow no further now :

[1 in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland.
[Exit Westmoreland.

w, Falstaff, where have you been all this

while ?

ien every thing is ended, then you come : 30
ese tardy tricks of yours will, on my life,

e time or other break .some gallows’ back,
val. I would be sorry, my lord, but it should

thus : I never knew yet but rebuke and check

s the reward of valour. Do you think, me a

allow, an arrow, or a bullet? have I, in my
>r and old motion, the expedition of thought?

lave speeded hither with the very extremest

h of possibility ; I have foundered nine score

1 odd posts : and here, travel-tainted as I am,
/e, in my pure and immaculate valour, taken

John Colevile of the dale, a most furious

ight and valorous enemy. But what of that?

saw me, and yielded ; that I may justly say,

:h the hook-nosed fellow of Rome, ‘ I came,
v, and overcame.’
Lan. It was more of his courtesy than your
serving.

^al

.

I know not : here he is, and here I yield

a: and I beseech your grace, let it be booked
;h the rest of this day’s deeds ; or, by the Lord,
vill have it in a particular ballad else, with
ne own pidture on the top on’t, Colevile

sing my foot: to the which course if I be
breed, if you do not all show like gilt two-
ices to me, and I in the clear sky of fame
rshine you as much as the full moon doth the

ders of the element, which show like pins’

ids to her, believe not the word of the noble

:

,:refore let me have right, and let desert

unt. 61

Lan. Thine ’s too heavy to mount.
^al. Let it shine, then.

Lan. Thine ’s too thick to shine.

Eal. Let it do something, my good lord,

:t may do me good, and call it what you will.

Lan. Is thy name Colevile?
Zole. It is, my lord.

Lan. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile.

^al. And a famous true subjebl took him. 70
Zole. I am, my lord, but as my betters are
at led me hither : had they been ruled by me,
u should have won them dearer than you have.
^al. I know not how they sold themselves

:

t thou, like a kind fellow, gavest thyself away
itis

; and I thank thee for thee.

Re-enter Westmoreland.

Lan. Now, have you left pursuit?
West. Retreat is made and execution stay’d.

Lan. Send Colevile with his confederates
York, to present execution : 80

Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him
sure.

[.Exeunt Blunt and others with Colevile.

And now dispatch we toward the court, my lords:

I hear the king my father is sore sick

:

Our news shall go before us to his majesty,
Which, cousin, you shall bear to comfort him,
And we with sober speed will follow you.

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave

to go
Through Gloucestershire: and, when you come

to court,

Stand my good lord, pray, in your good report.

Lan. Fare you well, Falstaff: I, in my con-
dition, 90

Shall better speak of you than you deserve.
[.Exeunt all but Falstaff.

FaL I would you had but the wit: ’twere
better than your dukedom. Good faith, this

same young sober-blooded boy doth not love
me ; nor a man cannot 'make him laugh

; but
that’s no marvel, he drinks no wine. There’s
never none of these demure boys come to any
proof ; for thin drink doth so over-cool their

blood, and making many fish-meals, that they
fall into a kind of male green-sickness; and then,
when they marry, they get wenches: they are
generally fools and cowards ; which some of us
should be too, but for inflammation. A good
sherris-sack hath a two-fold operation in it. It

ascends me into the brain
;
dries me there all the

foolish and dull and crudy vapours which environ
it; makes it apprehensive, quick, forgetive, full

of nimble fiery and deledtable shapes; which,
delivered o’er to the voice, the tongue, which
is the birth, becomes excellent wit. The second
property of your excellent sherris is, the warming
of the blood; which, before cold and settled,

left the liver white and pale, which is the badge
of pusillanimity and cowardice; but the sherris
warms it and makes it course from the inwards
to the parts extreme : it illumineth the face,

which as a beacon gives warning to all the rest
of this little kingdom, man, to arm; and then
the vital commoners and inland petty spirits

muster me all to their captain, the heart, who,
great and puffed up with this retinue, doth any
deed of courage ; and this valour comes of sherris.

So that skill in the weapon is nothing without
sack, for that sets it a-work ; and learning a mere
hoard of gold kept by a devil, till sack com-
mences it and sets it in abt and use. Hereof
comes it that Prince Harry is valiant; for the
cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father,

he hath, like lean, sterile and bare land, manured,
husbanded and tilled with excellent endeavour
of drinking good and good store of fertile sherris,

that he is become very hot and valiant. If I

had a thousand sons, the first humane principle I

would teach them should be, to forswear thin

potations and to addidt themselves to sack.

Enter Bardolph.

How now, Bardolph?
Bard. The army is discharged all and gone.
Fal. Let them go. I’ll through Gloucester-

shire ; and there will I visit Master Robert Shal-
low, esquire: I have him already tempering
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between my finger and my thumb, and shortly

will I seal with him. Come away. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. Westminster. The Jerusalem
Chamber.

Enter the King, the Princes Thomas of
Clarence and Humphrey of Gloucester,
Warwick, and others.

King. Now, lords, if God doth give success-

ful end
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors,

We will our youth lead on to higher fields

And draw no swords but what are sandtified.

Our navy is address’d, our power colledted,

Our substitutes in absence well invested,

And every thing lies level to our wish

:

Only, we want a little personal strength ;

And pause us, till these rebels, now afoot,

Come underneath the yoke of government. io
War. Both which we doubt not but your

majesty
Shall soon enjoy.
King. Humphrey, my son of Gloucester,

Where is the prince your brother?
Glou. I think he’s gone to hunt, my lord, at

Windsor.
King. And how accompanied?
Glou. I do not know, my lord.

King. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence,

with him?
Glou. No, my good lord ; he is in presence here.

Clar. What would my lord and father?

King. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of

Clarence.
How chance thou art not with the prince thy

brother? 20

He loves thee, and thou dost negledt him, Thomas

;

Thou hast a better place in his affedtion

Than all thy brothers : cherish it, my boy,
And noble offices thou mayst effedt

Of mediation, after I am dead,

Between his greatness and thy other brethren :

Therefore omit him not ; blunt not his love,

Nor lose the good advantage of his grace

By seeming cold or careless of his will

;

For he is gracious, if he be observed : 30
He hath a tear for pity and a hand
Open as day for melting charity :

Yet notwithstanding, being incensed, he’s flint,

As humorous as winter and as sudden
As flaws congealed in the spring of day.

His temper, therefore, must be well observed:

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently,

When you perceive his blood inclined to mirth

;

But, being moody, give him line and scope,

Till that his passions, like a whale on ground, 40
Confound themselves with working. Learn this,

Thomas,
And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends,

A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in,

That the united vessel of their blood,

Mingled with venom of suggestion—

.

As, force perforce, the age will pour it in

—

Shall never leak, though it do work as strong

As aconitum or rash gunpowder.
Clar. I shall observe him with all care and love.

King. Why art thou not at Windsor with him,

Thomas? 5°

Clar. He is not there to-day; he dine: 1

London.
King. And how accompanied ? canst thou 1

that?
Clar. With Poins, and other his continual

lowers.

King. Most subjedl is the fattest soil to wee

;

And he, the noble image of my youth,
Is overspread with them : therefore my grief 1

1

Stretches itself beyond the hour of death:
j

The blood weeps from my heart when I do she

In forms imaginary the unguided days
And rotten times that you shall look upon kl

When I am sleeping with my ancestors.

For when his headstrong riot hath no curb, I

When rage and hot blood are his counsellors,

When means and lavish manners meet togeth I

O, with what wings shall his affedtions fly

Towards fronting peril and opposed decay ! Ijj

War. My gracious lord, you look beyond l

quite

:

The prince but studies his companions. I

Like a strange tongue, wherein, to gain the >

guage,
’Tis needful that the most immodest word

.
I

Be look’d upon and learn’d ; which once attai;

Your highness knows, comes to no further use

But to be known and hated. So, like gross ter*

The prince will in the perfedlness of time

Cast off his followers; and their memory
Shall as a pattern or a measure live,

By which his grace must mete the lives of oth
j,

Turning past evils to advantages. I

King. ’Tis seldom when the bee doth lei

her comb
In the dead carrion.

Enter Westmoreland.
Who’s here? Westmorelands

West. Health to my sovereign, and new hv

piness

Added to that that I am to deliver !

Prince John your son doth kiss your grace’s ha::

Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings and a!

Are brought to the corredtion of your law ; 1

There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheath’d,
j

But Peace puts forth her olive every where.
|

The manner how this adlion hath been borne

Here at more leisure may your highness read,

With every course in his particular.

King. O Westmoreland, thou art a sumi

bird,

Which ever in the haunch of winter sings

The lifting up of day.

Enter Harcourt.

Look, here’s more news

Har. From enemies heaven keep your majes

And, when they stand against you, may they

As those that I am come to tell you of

!

The Earl Northumberland and the Lord Bardol

With a great power of English and of Scots,

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown:

The manner and true order of the fight

This packet, please it you, contains at large,
j

King. And wherefore should these good n<|

make me sick?

Will Fortune never come with both hands full

But write her fair words still in foulest letters

:
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e either gives a stomach and no food ;

ch are the poor, in health ; or else a feast

id takes away the stomach ; such are the rich,

tat have abundance and enjoy it not.

.hould rejoice now at this happy news

;

id now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy

:

me ! come near me ;
now I am much ill. hi

Glou. Comfort, your majesty !

Clar. O my royal father !

West My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself,

look up.

War. Be patient, princes
;
you do know, these

1 fits

e with his highness very ordinary,

md from him, give him air; he’ll straight be
well.

I

Clar. No, no, he cannot long hold out these

pangs

:

le incessant care and labour of his mind
ith wrought the mure that should confine it in

thin that life looks through and will break out.

Clou. The people fear me ; for they do observe

ifather’d heirs and loathly births of nature :

te seasons change their manners, as the year

id found some months asleep and leap’d them
over.

Clar. The river hath thrice flow’d, no ebb
between

;

id the old folk, time’s doting chronicles,

y it did so a little time before

atourgreat-grandsire, Edward, sick’d and died.

War. Speak lower, princes, for the king re-

covers.

Clou. This apoplexy will certain be his end. 130
King. I pray you, take me up, and bear me

hence
:o some other chamber ; softly, pray.

Scene V. Another chamber.

\e King lying on a bed: Clarence, Glouces-
ter, Warwick, and others in attendance.

King. Let there be no noise made, my gentle
friends

;

dess some dull and favourable hand
11 whisper music to my weary spirit.

Wor. Call for the music in the other room.
King. Set me the crown upon my pillow here.
dar. His eye is hollow, and he changes much.
Var. Less noise, less noise

!

Enter Prince Henry.

yrince. Who saw the Duke of Clarence?
dar. I am here, brother, full of heaviness.

rince. How now! rain within doors, and
none abroad

!

•w doth the king? 10
, rlou. Exceeding ill. •

Prince. Heard he the good news yet?
HI it him.
rlou. He alter’d much Upon the hearing it.
3
rince. If he be sick with joy, he’ll recover
hout physic.
Var. Not so much noise, my lords: sweet

prince, speak low

;

e king your father is disposed to sleep.
'lar. Let us withdraw into the other room.

War. Will’t please yourrgrace to go along
with us ?

Prince. No; I will sit and watch here by the
king. [Exeunt all but the Prince. 20

Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow,

Being so troublesome a bedfellow?
O polish’d perturbation

!
golden care !

That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide
To many a watchful night ! sleep with it noiv !

Yet not so sound and half so deeply sweet
As he whose brow with homely biggen bound
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty!
When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit

Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 30
That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath
There lies a downy feather which stirs not

:

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down
Perforce must move. My gracious lord ! my

father

!

This sleep is sound indeed ; this is a sleep
That from this golden rigol hath divorced
So many English kings. Thy due from me
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood,

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness.
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously

: 40
My due from thee is this imperial crown,
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood,
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits,

Which God shall guard: and put the world’s
whole strength

Into one giant arm, it shall not force

This lineal honour from me : this from thee
Will I to mine leave, as ’tis left to me. [Exit.
King. Warwick ! Gloucester ! Clarence !

Re-e?iter Warwick, Gloucester, Clarence,
and the rest.

Clar. Doth the king call?

War. What would your majesty? How fares

your grace ? 50'

King. Why did you leave me here alone, my
lords?

Clar. We left the prince my brother here, my
liege,

Who undertook to sit and watch by you.
King. The Prince of Wales ! Where is he ?

let me see him :

He is not here.

War. This door is open ; he is gone this way.
Glou. He came not through the chamber

where we stay’d.

King. Where is the crown ? who took it from
my pillow?

War. When we withdrew, my liege, we left

it here.

King. The prince hath ta’en it hence
:

go,

seek him out. 60
Is he so hasty that he doth suppose
My sleep my death?
Find him, my Lord of Warwick; chide him

hither. [Exit Warwick.
This part of his conjoins with my disease,

And helps to end me. See, sons, what things .

you are

!

How quickly nature falls into revolt
When gold becomes her objedt

!

For this the foolish over-careful fathers

Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their

brains with care,
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Their bones with industry
; <

70
For this they have engrossed and piled up
The canker’d heaps of strange-achieved gold ;

For this they have been thoughtful to invest

Their sons with arts and martial exercises

:

When, like the bee, culling from every flower

The virtuous sweets,

Our thighs pack’d with wax, our mouths with

honey,
We bring it to the hive, and, like the bees,

Are murdered for our pains. This bitter taste

Yield his engrossments to the ending father. 80

Re-enter Warwick.

Now, where is he that will not stay so long

Till his friend sickness hath determined me ?

War. My lord, I found the prince in the

next room,
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks.

With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow

That tyranny, which never quaff’d but blood,
_

Would, by beholding him, have wash’d his knife

With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither.

King. But wherefore did he take away the

crown?

Re-enter Prince Henry.

Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry.
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 91

[.Exeunt Warwick and the rest.

Prince. I never thought to hear you speak
again.

King. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that

thought

:

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee.

Dost thou so hunger for mine empty chair

That thou wilt needs invest thee with my honours
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth !

Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm
thee.

Stay but a little
;
for my cloud of dignity

Is held from falling with so weak a wind 10.0

That it will quickly drop : my day is dim.

Thou hast stolen that which after some few
hours

Were thine without offence; and at my death

Thou hast seal’d up my expedition :

Thy life did manifest thou lovedst me not.

And thou wilt have me die assured of it.

Thou hidest a thousand daggers in thy thoughts,

Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart,

To stab at halfan hour of my life. 109

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour?

Then get thee gone and dig my grave thyself.

And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead.

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse

j

Be drops of balm to sandtify thy head

:

I Only compound me with forgotten dust

;

j

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms.
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees

;

For now a time is come to mock at form

:

1 Harry the Fifth is crown’d : up, vanity ! 120

|

Down, royal state! all you sage counsellors,

hence

•

And to the English court assemble now.
From every region, apes of idleness !

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your
scum

:

Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dar

Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways?
Be happy, he will trouble you no more

;

England shall double gild his treble guilt,

England shall give him officp, honour, might

;

For the fifth Harry from curb’d license pluck*

The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog
, |

Shall flesh his tooth on every innocent.

0 my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows
! j

When that my care could not withhold thy ri<

What wilt thou do when riot is thy care?

O, thou wilt be a wilderness again,

.

Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants

!

Prince. O, pardon me, my liege ! but for

tears,

The moist impediments unto my speech,

1 had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke
Ere you with grief had spoke and I had heard

The course of it so far. There is your crown j

And He that wears the crown immortally

Long guard it yours ! If I affedl it more
Than as your honour and as your renown,

Let me no more from this obedience rise,

Which my most inward true and duteous spiri

Teacheth, this prostrate and exterior bending!

God witness with me, when I here came in,
|

And found no course of breath within your 1

jesty,

How cold it struck my heart ! If I do feign,

O, let me in my present wildness die

And never live to show the incredulous world

The noble change that I have purposed

!

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead,

And dead almost, my liege, to think you were

I spake unto this crown as having sense,

And thus upbraided it :
‘ The care on thee

pending
Hath fed upon the body of my father

;

Therefore, thou best of gold art worst of gold

Other, less fine in carat, is more precious,

Preserving life in medicine potable

;

But thou, most fine, most honour’d, most

nown’d,
Hast eat thy bearer up.’ Thus, my most ro

liege,

Accusing it, I put it on my head.

To try with it, as with an enemy
That had before my face murder’d my father,

The quarrel of a true inheritor.

But if it did infedt my blood with joy,

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride;

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine
Did with the least affedtion of a welcome
Give entertainment to the might of it,

Let God for ever keep it from my head
And make me as the poorest vassal is

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it

!

King. O my son,

God put it in thy mind to take it hence,
j

That thou mightst win the more thy fath :

love,

Pleading so wisely in excuse of it

!

Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed;

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel

That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my £

By what by-paths and indiredt crook’d ways

I met this crown ;
and I myself know well

How troublesome it sat upon my head.
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hee it shall descend with better quiet,

er opinion, better confirmation
;

all the soil of the achievement goes 190
1 me into the earth. It seem’d in me
as an honour snatch’d with boisterous hand,
I had many living to upbraid
gain of it by their assistances

;

ch daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed,
inding supposed peace : all these bold fears

a see’st with peril I have answered;
all my reign hath been but as a scene
ng that argument : and now my death
ages the mode; for what in me was pur-
chased, 200

; upon thee in a more fairer sort

;

iou the garland wear’st successively,
though thou stand’ st more sure than I

could do,

1 art not firm enough, since griefs are green

;

all my friends, which thou must make thy
friends,

e but their stings and teeth newly ta’en out ;

/hose fell working I was first advanced
by whose power I well might lodge a fear
e again displaced : which to avoid,
: them off; and had a purpose now 210
;ad out many to the Holy Land,
rest and lying still might make them look
near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry,
thy course to busy giddy minds

. foreign quarrels
; that action, hence borne

out,

waste the memory of the former days.
: would I, but my lungs are wasted so
strength of speech is utterly denied me.
I came by the crown, O God forgive

;

grant it may with thee in true peace live !

ince. My gracious liege, 221
won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me ;

plain and right must my possession be :

:h I with more than with a common pain
st all the world will rightfully maintain.

Enter Lord John of Lancaster.

ng. Look, look, here comes my John of
Lancaster.
n. Health, peace, and happiness to my
royal father!
ng. Thou bring’st me happiness and peace,
son John

;

lealth, alack, with youthful wings is flown
this bare wither’d trunk : upon thy sight
worldly business makes a period. 231
e is my Lord of Warwick?
'nce‘ My Lord of Warwick !

Enter Warwick, and others.

tg. Doth any name particular belong
the lodging where I first did swoon?
tr. call’d Jerusalem, my noble lord.
lg. Laud be to God ! even there my life
nust end.
h been prophesied to me many years,
ud not die but in Jerusalem;
1 vainly I supposed the Holy Land

:

ear me to that chamber; there I’ll lie; 240
-t Jerusalem shall Harry die. [Exeunt.

Shal. By cock and pie, sir, you shall not
away to-night. What, Davy, I say

!

Fal. You must excuse me, Master Robert
Shallow.
Shal. I will not excuse you

;
you shall not be

excused
; excuses shall not be admitted

; there is
no excuse shall serve

;
you shall not be excused.

Why, Davy

!

Enter Davy.
Davy. Here, sir.

gShad. Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy, let me see,
Davy ; let me see, Davy ; let me see

: yea, marry’
William cook, bid him come hither. Sir John
you shall not be excused.
Davy. Marry, sir, thus; those precepts can-

not be served : and, again, sir, shall we sow the
headland with wheat?
Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But for William

cook ; are there no young pigeons?
Davy. Yes, sir. Here is now the smith’s note '

for shoeing and plough-irons. 2o
j

Shal. Let it be cast and paid. Sir John, you
shall not be excused.
Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket !

must needs be had ; and, sir, do you mean to stop I

any of William’s wages, about the sack he lost
'

the other day at Hinckley fair?
Shal. A’ shall answer it. Some pigeons, Davy,

a couple of short-legged hens, a joint of mutton,
and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell William
cook. 30 |

.
Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night,

i

sir?

Shal. Yea, Davy. I will use him well; a
j

friend i’ the court is better than a penny in purse. I

Use his men well, Davy; for they are arrant
j

knaves, and will backbite.

.

Davy. No worse than they are backbitten,
sir

; for they have marvellous foul linen.
Shal. Well conceited, Davy ; about thy busi-

'

ness, Davy.
Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance

William Visor of Woncot against Clement Perkes
of the hill.

Shal. There is many complaints, Davy, against
that Visor: that Visor is an arrant knave, on my
knowledge.

.

Davy. I grant your worship that he is a knave,
sir; but yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should
have some countenance at his friend’s request.
An honest man, sir, is able to speak for himself,
when a knave is not. I have served your wor-
ship truly, sir, this eight years

; and if I cannot
once or twice in a quarter bear out a knave against
an honest man, I have but a very little credit with
your worship. The knave is mine honest friend,
sir ; therefore, I beseech your worship, let him be
countenanced.
Shal. Go to; I say he shall have no wrong.

Look about, Davy. [Exit DavyS\ Where are
you, Sir John? Come* come, come, off with

28
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your boots. Give me your hand, Master Bar-

dolph.
Bard. I am glad to see your worship.

Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind

Master Bardolph : and welcome, my tall fellow

[to the Page]. Come, Sir John.

Fat. I’ll follow you, good Master Robert

Shallow. {Exit Shallow.] Bardolph, look to

our horses. {Exeunt Bardolph and Page.] If

I were sawed into quantities, I should make four

dozen of such bearded hermits’ staves as Master

Shallow. It is a wonderful thing to see the sem-

bable coherence of his men’s spirits and his *. they,

by observing of him, do bear themselves like

foolish justices; he, by conversing with them, is

turned into ajustice-like serving-man : their spirits

are so married in conjunction with the participa-

tion of society that they flock together in consent,

like so many wild-geese. If I had a suit to Mas-

ter Shallow, I would humour his men with the

imputation of being near their mastey : if to his

men, I would curry with Master Shallow that no

man could better command his servants. It is

certain that either wise bearing or ignorant car-

riage is caught, as men take diseases, one of

another: therefore let men take heed of their

company. I will devise matter enough out of

this Shallow to keep Prince Harry in continual

laughter the wearing out of six fashions, which is

four terms, or two actions, and a’ shall laugh

without intervallums. O, it is much that a lie

with a slight oath and a jest with a sad brow will

do with a fellow that never had the ache in his

shoulders ! O, you shall see him laugh till his

face be like a wet cloak ill laid up !

Shal. {Within] Sir John!
Fal. I come, Master Shallow ;

I come, Mas-
ter Shallow. [Exit.

Scene II. Westminster. The palace.

Enter Warwick and the

.

Lord Chief-Justice,
meeting.

War. How now, my lord chief-justice ! whither

away?
Ch. Just. How doth the king?

War. Exceeding well ;
his cares are now all

ended.
Ch. Just. I hope, not dead.

War. He’s walk’d the way of nature

;

And to our purposes he lives no more.

Ch. Just. I would his majesty had call’d me
with him

:

The service that I truly did his life

Hath left me open to all injuries.

War. Indeed I think the young king loves

you not.

Ch. Just. I know he doth not, and do arm
myself

.

10

To welcome the condition of the time,

Which cannot look more hideously upon me
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy.

E?iter Lancaster, Clarence, Gloucester,
Westmoreland, and others.

War. Here come the heavy issue of dead

Harry

:

O that the living Harry had the temper

Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen !

How many nobles then should hold their plac

That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort !

'

Ch. Just. O God, I fear all will be 0

turn’d

!

Lan. Good morrow, cousin Warwick,
morrow.

^Clar 1
G°°d morrow, cousin.

Lan. We meet like men that had forgo

speak.
War. We do remember ;

but our argumej

Is all too heavy to admit much talk.

Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath

us heavy

!

Cfi. Just. Peace be with us, lest we
heavier

!

Glou. O, good my lord, you have lost a fr

indeed

;

And I dare swear you borrow not that face

Of seeming sorrow, it is sure your own.

Lan. Though no man be assured what g]

to find,

You stand in coldest expectation

:

I am the sorrier ;
would ’twere otherwise.

'

Clar. Well, you must now speak Sir J|

Falstaff fair

;

Which swims against your stream of quality,
(

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I dii

honour,
Led by the impartial conduCl of my soul

;

And never shall you see that I will beg
A ragged and forestall’d remission.

If truth and upright innocency fail me,

I ’ll to the king my master that is dead,

And tell him who hath sent me after him.

War. Here comes the prince.

Enter King Henry the Fifth,
attended.

Ch. Just. Good morrow; and God save

majesty
! ,

King. This new and gorgeous garment,

jesty,

Sits not so easy on me as you think.

Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fe
rI 'L * • j.l.„ XT' 1 .VL f Vi » T* 1 1 r-U >c Vi r-rmrf •

This is the English, not the Turkish court;

Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds,

But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothe

For, by my faith, it very well becomes you

:

Sorrow so royally in you appears

That I will deeply put the fashion on
And wear it in my heart : why then, be sad;

But entertain no more of it, good brothers.

Than a joint burden laid upon us all.

For me, by heaven, I bid you be assured,

I ’ll be your father and your brother too

;

Let me but bear your love, I ’ll bear your ca

Yet weep that Harry’s dead ; and so will I

;

But Harry lives, that shall convert those tear

By number into hours of happiness.

Princes. We hope no other from your maj<

King. You all look strangely on me : and

most

;

You are, I think, assured I love you not.

Ch. Just. I am assured, if I be meas

rightly,

Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me,.

King. Not
_ , , I

How might a prince of my great hopes forge!

So great indignities you laid upon me ?



at ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison
; immediate heir of England ! Was this easy?
y this be wash’d in Lethe, and forgotten?
h, Just, I then did use the person of your
father-

image of his power lay then in me

:

!, in the administration of his law,
lies I was busy for the commonwealth,
r highness pleased to forget my place,
majesty and power of law and justice,
image of the king whom I presented,
struck me in my very seat ofjudgement; 80

;reon, as an offender to your father,
ve bold way to my authority
did commit you. If the deed were ill,

rou contented, wearing now the garland,
lave a son set your decrees at nought,
duck down justice from your awful bench,
rip the course of law and blunt the sword
t guards the peace and safety of your person

;

,
more, to spurn at your most royal image
mock your workings in a second body. go
;tion your royal thoughts, make the case
yours;

ow the father and propose a son,
r your own dignity so much profaned,
your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted,
>ld yourself so by a son disdain’d ;

then imagine me taking your part
in your power soft silencing your son

:

• this cold .considerance, sentence me ;

as you are a king, speak in your state
1 1 have done that misbecame my place, ioo
>erson, or my liege’s sovereignty.
ng. You are right, justice, and you weigh
this well

;

efore still bear the balance and the sword

:

I do wish your honours may increase,
rou do live to see a son of mine
d you and obey you, as I did.
all I live to speak my father’s words

:

*py am I, that have a man so bold,
dares do justice on my proper son

;

lot less happy, having such a son, no
would deliver up his greatness so
he hands ofjustice/ You did commit me:
hich, I do commit into your hand
instained sword that you have used to bear

;

this remembrance, that you use the same
the like bold, just and impartial spirit
u have done ’gainst me. There is my hand,
hall be as a father to my youth :

•ice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear,
will stoop and humble my intents 120
ur well-pradtised wise directions,
irinces all, believe me, I beseech you

;

ther is gone wild into his grave,
his tomb lie my affeClions

;

’ith his spirit sadly I survive,
>ck the expectation of the world,
strate prophecies and to raze out
1 opinion, who hath writ me down
my seeming. The tide of blood in me
proudly flow’d in vanity till now : 130
loth it turn and ebb back to the sea,
- it shall mingle with the state of floods
ow henceforth in formal majesty,
all we our high court of parliament

:

us choose such limbs of noble counsel,

That the great body of our state may go
In equal rank with the best govern’d nation

;

lhat war, or peace, or both at once, may be
As things acquainted and familiar to us ;

I11 which you, father, shall have foremost hand.
Our coronation done, we will accite, 141
As I before remember’d, all our state :

And, God consigning to my good intents,
No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say,
God shorten Harry’s happy life one day!

[Exeunt.

Scene III. Gloucestershire. Shallow’s
orchard.

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Davy
Bardolph, a?id the Page.

.
Shal. Nay, you shall see my orchard, where,

in an arbour, we will eat a last year’s pippin
°f my own grafting, with a dish of caraways,
and so forth : come, cousin Silence : and then
to bed.
Fal. ’Fore God, you have here a goodly

dwelling and a rich.

Shal. Barren, barren, barren
; beggars all,

all> Sir John: marry, good air. Spread,
Davy

; spread, Davy : well said, Davy. 10

.

Fal. This Davy serves you for good uses
; he

is your serving-man and your husband.
Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very

good varlet, Sir John: by the mass, I have
drunk too much sack at supper : a good varlet.Now sit down, now sit down : come, cousin.

Gil. Ah, sirrah
! quoth-a, we shall

Do nothing but eat, and make good cheer,

. , _ [Singing.
And praise God for the merry year

;

When flesh is cheap and females dear, 20
And lusty lads roam here and there

So merrily,
And ever among so merrily.
FaL There’s a merry heart! Good Master

Silence, I 11 give you a health for that anon.
Shal. Give Master Bardolph some wine,

Davy.
Davy. Sweet sir, sit

; I ’ll be with you anon
;

most sweet sir, sit. Master page, good master
page, sit. Proface! What you want in meat,
we 11 have in drink : but you must bear ; the
heart s all. [Exit.

Shal. Be merry, Master Bardolph
; and, my

little soldier there, be merry.
Sil. Be merry, be merry, my wife has all ;

[Singing.
b or women are shrews, both short and tall

:

’Tis merry in hall when beards wag all,

And welcome merry Shrove-tide.
Be merry, be merry.

Fal. I did not think Master Silence had been
a man of this mettle.

Sil. Who, I ? I have been merry twice and
once ere now.

Re-enter Davy.
Davy. There ’s a dish of leather-coats for you

Shal. Davy!
W Bardolph.

2S—

2
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Davy. Your worship! I’ll be with you

straight [to Bardolph]. A cup of wine, sir?

Sil A cup of wine that s brisk and hne, •

[Singing.

And drink unto the leman mine

;

And a merry heart lives long-a. 50

Fal. Well said, Master Silence.
.

Sil. An we shall be merry, now comes in the

sweet o’ the night. ,,
Fal. Health and long life to you, Master

Silence. ... r o*
Sil. Fill the cup, and let it come ;

[Singing.

I ’ll pledge you a mile to the bottom.

Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome : if thou

wantest any thing, and wilt not call, beshrew thy

heart. Welcome, my little tiny thief [to the

Pa^e], and welcome indeed too. I 11 drink to

Master Bardolph, and to all the cavaleros about

London. T ,
•

Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die.

Bard. An I might see you there, Davy,—
Shal. By the mass, you’ll crack a quart to-

gether, ha ! will you not, Master Bardolph?

Bard. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot.

Shal. By God’s liggens, I thank thee : the

knave will stick by thee, I can assure thee that.

A’ will not out ;
he is true bred. 7 1

Bard. And I’ll stick by him, sir.

Shal. Why, there spoke a king.
#

Lack no-

thing: be merry. [Knocking within.] Look

who’s at door there, ho! who knocks?
[Exit Davy.

Fal. Why, now you have done me right.

[To Silence,
seeing him take offa bumper.

Sil. Do me right,
_

inging.

And dub me knight

:

Samingo.

Is’t not so?

Fal. ’Tis so.

Sil. Is’t so? Why then, say an old man can

do somewhat.

Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof.

Sil. And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John.
[Sing^

Pist. Shall dunghill curs confront the

cons ?

And shall good news be baffled?

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies lap.

Sil. Honest gentleman, I know not >

breeding.

Pist. Why then, lament therefore.

Shal. Give me pardon, sir : if, sir, you c

with news from the court, I take it there s

two ways, either to utter them, or to con

them. I am, sir, under the king, in some

thority. _ . .

Pist. Under which king, Besoman? sp

or die.

Shal. Under King Harry.

Pist. Harry the Fourth? or F

Shal. Harry the Fourth.

pist. A foutre for thine office!

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king;

Harry the Fifth’s the man. I speak the trut

When Pistol lies, do this ;
and fig me, like

The bragging Spaniard.

Fal. What, is the old king dead?

Pist. As nail in door : the things I speaf

just. I
Fal. Away, Bardolph! saddle my b

Master Robert Shallow, choose what office

wilt in the land, ’tis thine. Pistol, I will doi

charge thee with dignities.

Bard. O joyful day!

I would not take a knighthood for my fortuui

71 • , -\1T1 L. I T A V rrr\r\A n#»«rC
Pist. What ! I do bring good news.

Fal. Carry Master Silence to bed. M:

Re-enter Davy.

Davy. An’t please your worship, there’s one

Pistol come from the court with news.

Fal. From the court ! let him come in.

rut,. —
,

Shallow, my Lord Shallow,—be what thou

I am fortune’s steward—get on thy boots: 1

ride all night. O sweet Pistol ! Away, Bard<

[Exit Bard.] Come, Pistol, utter more to

and withal devise something to do thyself £

Boot, boot. Master Shallow : I know the y

king is sick for me. Let us take any 1

horses : the laws of England are at my comn
T-O 1 . i-K ^ 4- bnT 7i» nppr

norses; me ia.wb ui —

j

"

—

ment. Blessed are they that have beer

friends; and woe to my lord chief-justice;
l T A CP17P OTl ills »

Enter Pistol.

How now, Pistol

!

Pist. Sir John, God save you

!

Fal. What wind blew you hither, Pistol? 89

Pist Not the ill wind which blows no man

to good. Sweet knight, thou art now one of the

greatest men in this realm.

Sil. By’r lady, I think a’ be, but goodman

Puff of Barson.
Pist. Puff!

Puff in thy teeth, most recreant coward base !

Sir John, I am thy Pistol and thy friend,

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee,

And tidings do I bring and lucky joys
.

And golden times and happy news of price. 100

Fal. I pray thee now, deliver them like a

man of this world.

Pist. A foutre for the world and worldlings

base !

I speak of Africa and golden joys.
.

Fal. O base Assyrian knight, what is thy

news ?

L11U W UL to 111

y

-— j

Pist. Let vultures vile seize on his

also
! , , v

‘ Where is the life that late I led? say they

Whv, here it is ;
welcome these pleasant da;

J * [Ex.

Scene IV. London. A street.

Enter Beadles, dragging in Hostess Qui

and Doll Tearsheet.

Host. No, thou arrant knave ; I would tc

that I might die, that I might have thee nai

thou hast drawn my shoulder out of joint.

First Bead. The constables have deli

her over to me ;
and she shall have whip

cheer enough, I warrant her : there hath b

man or two lately killed about her.

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you he.
>

Com

I’ll tell thee what, thou damned tripe-vt

rascal, an the child I now go with do mis(

thou wert better thou hadst struck thy m<

thou paDer-faced villain.
.

Host.

:

O the Lord, that Sir John were



would make this a bloody day to somebody.

1 pray God the fruit of her womb miscarry

!

7irst Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen
cushions again

;
you have but eleven now.

ne, I charge you both go with me; for the

a is dead that you and Pistol beat amongst you.

~)ol. I’ll tell you what, you thin man in a

ser, I will have you as soundly swinged for

—you blue-bottle rogue, you filthy famished
redlioner, if you be not swinged, I ’ll forswear

f-kirtles.

7irst Bead. Come, come, you she knight-

ant, come.
lost. O God, that right should thus overcome

Well, of sufferance comes ease.

Come, you rogue, come ; bring me to a

3°
Ay, come, you starved blood-hound.
Goodman death, goodman bones

!

:

. Thou atomy, thou !

Come, you thin thing; come, you rascal.

[Exeunt.

;ene V. A public place near Westminster
Abbey.

Enter two Grooms, strewing rushes.

'irst Groom. More rushes, more rushes.

'ec. Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice.

Hrst Groom. ’Twill be two o’clock ere they
le from the coronation : dispatch, dispatch.

[Exeunt.

Inter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bar-
dolph, and Page.

'al. Stand here by me, Master Robert Shal-

; I will make the king do you grace : I will
• upon him as a’ comes by ; and do but mark
countenance that he will give me.

y
ist. God bless thy lungs, good knight. 9
7al. Come here, Pistol

;
stand behind me. O,

had had time to have made new liveries,

rnuld have bestowed the thousand pound I

rowed of you. But ’tis no matter
; this poor

w doth better : this doth infer the zeal I had
;ee him.

'hal. It doth so.
7al. It shows my earnestness of affecflion,

—

'hal. It doth so.
7al. My devotion,

—

'hal. It doth, it doth, it doth. 20
'al. As it were, to ride day and night ; and
to deliberate, not to remember, not to have
ience to shift me,

—

'hal. It is best, certain.
7al. But to stand stained with travel, and
mating with desire to see him ;

thinking of no-
ig else, putting all affairs else in oblivion, as
here were nothing else to be done but to see
1. 29
' ist. ’Tis

* semper idem,’ for * obsque hoc
il est ’tis all in every part.
'hal. ’Tis so, indeed.
°ist. My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver,

d make thee rage.

y Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts,
in base durance and contagious prison

;

iled thither

most mechanical and dirty hand

:

Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Aledlo’s
snake, 39

For Doll is in. Pistol speaks nought but truth.

Fal. I will deliver her.
[Shouts within

,
and the trumpets sound.

Fist. There roar’d the sea, and trumpet-clangor
sounds.

Enter the King and his train
,
the Lord Chief-

Justice among them.

Fal. God save thy grace. King Hal ! my royal
Hal

!

Fist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most
royal imp of fame !

Fal. God save thee, my sweet boy !

King. My lord chief-justice, speak to that
vain man.

Ch. Just. Have you your wits ? know you what
’tis you speak ?

Fal. My king ! my Jove ! I speak to thee, my
heart

! 50
King. I know thee not, old man : fall to thy

prayers

;

How ill white hairs become a fool and jester!
I have long dream’d of such a kind of man,
So surfeit-swell’d, so old and so profane

;

But, being awaked, I do despise my dream.
Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace

;

Leave gormandizing
;
know the grave doth gape

For thee thrice wider than for other men.
Reply not to me with a fool-bom jest:

Presume not that I am the thing I was ; 60
For God doth know, so shall the world perceive,
That I have turn’d away my former self

;

So will I those that kept me company.
When thou dost hear I am as I have been,
Approach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast.
The tutor and the feeder of my riots

:

Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death,
As I have done the rest of my misleaders,
Not to come near our person by ten mile.

For competence of life I will allow you, 70
That lack of means enforce you not to evil

:

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves,
We will, according to your strengths and qualities,

Give you advancement. Be it your charge, my
lord,

To see perform’d the tenour of our word.
Set on. [Exeunt King

,
&*c.

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand
pound.

Shal. Yea, marry, Sir John ;
which I beseech

you to let me have home with me. 80
Fal. That can hardly be, Master Shallow.

Do not you grieve at this
; I shall be sent for in

private to him : look you, he must seem thus to
the world : fear not your advancements; I will be
the man yet that shall make you great.

Shal. I cannot well perceive how, unless you
should give me your doublet and stuff me out
with straw. I beseech you, good Sir John, let

me have live hundred of my thousand.
Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word : this

that you heard was but a colour. 91
Shal. A colour that I fear you will die in, Sir

John.
Fal. Fear no colours: go with me to dinner:

come, Lieutenant Pistol ; come, Bardolph : I shall
be sent for soon at night.
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Re-enter PrinceJohn, the’Low Chief-Justice;
Officers with them.

Ch. Just. Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the
Fleet:

Take all his company along with him.
Fal. My lord, my lord,

—

Ch. Just. I cannot now speak : I will hear
you soon. ioo

Take them away.
Fist. Si fortuna me tormenta, spero contenta.

[Exeunt all but Prince John and the

Chief-Jzisfice.
Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the king’s :

He hath intent his wonted followers
Shall all be very well provided for

;

But all are banish’d till their conversations
Appear more wise and modest to the world.

Ch. Just. And so they are.

Lan. The king hath call’d his parliament, my
lord.

Ch. Just. He hath. no
Lan. I will lay odds that, ere this year expire,

We bear our civil swords and native fire

As far as France : I heard a bird so sing,

Whose music, to my thinking, pleased the king.

Come, will you hence ? [Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.
Spoken by a Dancer.

First my fear; then my courtesy; last my
speech. My fear is, your displeasure ; my cour-

tesy, my duty; and my speech, to beg your

pardons. If you look for a good speech now, >

undo me : for what I have to say is of mine c

making ;
and what indeed I should say will

doubt, prove mine own marring. But to the pi

pose, and so to the venture. Be it known to yf
as it is very well, I was lately here in the end r

a displeasing play, to pray your patience foil

and to promise you a better. I meant indeed
pay you with this ; which, if like an ill venturi
come unluckily home, I break, and you, my geri

creditors, lose. Here I promised you I would:
and here I commit my body to your mercies: bi;

me some and I will pay you some and, as mj
debtors do, promise you infinitely.

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit
r.J

will you command me to use my legs? and J
that were but light payment, to dance out of yi|>

debt. But a good conscience will make any p;

sible satisfaction, and so would I. All the gent!

women here have forgiven me : if the gentlem
will not, then the gentlemen do not agree w
the gentlewomen, which was never seen bef<

in such an assembly.
One word more, I beseech you. If

,
you be t

too much cloyed with fat meat, our humble autl!

will continue the story, with Sir John in it, a

make you merry with fair Katharine of Francj

where, for any thing I know, Falstaff shall die!

a sweat, unless already a’ be killed with your ha
opinions ; for Oldcastle died a martyr, and this

not the man. My tongue is weary ; when my le

are too, I will bid you good night : and so km
down before you; but, indeed, to pray for t

queen.
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Henry’s army.
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Dukes of Burgundy, Orleans, and
Bourbon.

The Constable of France.
Rambures and Grandpre, French Lords.

Governor of Harfleur.

Montjoy, a French Herald.
Ambassadors to the King of England.
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Chorus.

Scene : England; afterwards France.

PROLOGUE.

Enter Chorus.

7for. O for a Muse of fire, that would ascend

e brightest heaven of invention,

angdom for a stage, princes to ad
d monarchs to behold the swelling scene !

en should the warlike Harry, like himself,

>ume the port of Mars ;
and at his heels,

ash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword and
fire

>uch for employment. But pardon, gentles all,

e flat unraised spirits that have dared

this unworthy scaffold to bring forth io

great an objed : can this cockpit hold

e vasty fields of France? or may we cram
thin this wooden O the very casques

at did affright the air at Agincourt ?

pardon ! since a crooked figure may
:est in little place a million ;

d let us, ciphers to this great accompt,
your imaginary forces work.

!

Dpose within the girdle of these walls

i now confined two mighty monarchies, 20

lose high upreared and abutting fronts

e perilous narrow ocean parts asunder

:

ce out our imperfedions with your thoughts ;

o a thousand parts divide one man,
d make imaginary puissance :

ink, when we talk of horses, that you see them
nting their proud hoofs i’ the receiving earth

;

r ’tis your thoughts that now must deck our

kings,
cry them here and there

;
jumping o’er times,

rning the accomplishment of many years 30

Into an hour-glass : for the which supply,

Admit me Chorus to this history

;

Who prologue-like your humble patience pray,

Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. [Exit.

ACT I.

Scene I. London. An a?ite-chd7nber in the

King’s palace.

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury, and the

Bishop of Ely.

Cant. My lord, I ’ll tell you ; that self bill is

urged,
Which in the eleventh year of the last king’s reign

Was like, and had indeed against us pass’d,

But that the scambling and unquiet time
Did push it out of farther question.

Ely. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now?
Cant. It must be thought on. If it pass

against us,

We lose the better half of our possession :

For all the temporal lands which men devout
By testament have given to the church 10

Would they strip from us ;
being valued thus

:

As much as would maintain, to the king’s honour,
Full fifteen earls and fifteen hundred knights,

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires

;

And, to relief of lazars and weak age,

Of indigent faint souls past corporal toil,

A hundred almshouses right well supplied

;

And to the coffers of the king beside,

A thousand pounds by the year : thus runs the bill.

Ely. This would drink deep.
Cant. ’Twould drink the cup and all. 20
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Ely. But what prevention?

Cant. The king is full of grace and fair regard.

Ely. And a true lover of the holy church.

Cant. The courses of his youth promised it not.

The breath no sooner left his father’s body,

But that his wildness, mortified in him,

Seem’d to die too
;
yea, at that very moment

Consideration, like an angel, came
And whipp’d the offending Adam out of him,

Leaving his body as a paradise,
. .

30
To envelope and contain celestial spirits.

Never was such a sudden scholar made

;

Never came reformation in a flood,

With such a heady currance, scouring faults ;

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness

So soon did lose his seat and all at once
As in this king.

Ely. We are blessed in the change.

Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity,

And all-admiring with an inward wish

You would desire the king were made a prelate : 40

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs,

You would say it hath been all in all his study

:

List his discourse of war, and you shall hear

A fearful battle render’d you in music:
Turn him to any cause of policy,

The Gordian knot of it he will unloose,

Familiar as his garter : that, when he speaks,

The air, a charter’d libertine, is still,

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears,

To steal his sweet and honey’d sentences
; 50

So that the art and pradlic part of life

Must be the mistress to this theoric

:

Which is a wonder how his grace should glean it,

Since his addiction was to courses vain,

His companies unletter’d, rude and shallow,

His hours fill’d up with riots, banquets, sports.

And never noted in him any study,

Any retirement, any sequestration

From open haunts and popularity.

Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the

nettle
_ >

60
And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best

Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality

:

And so the prince obscured his contemplation

Under the veil of wildness; which, no doubt,

Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night,

Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty.

Cant. It must be so ; for miracles are ceased

;

And therefore we must needs admit the means
How things are perfected.

Ely. But, my good lord.

How now for mitigation of this bill
.

70
Urged by the commons? Doth his majesty
Incline to it, or no?

Cant. He seems indifferent.

Or rather swaying more upon our part

Than cherishing the exhibiters against us

;

For I have made an offer to his majesty,

Upon our spiritual convocation
And in regard of causes now in hand,
Which I have open’d to his grace at large,

As touching France, to give a greater sum
Than ever at one time the clergy yet 80

Did to his predecessors part withal.

Ely. How did this offer seem received, my
lord?

Cant. With good acceptance of his majesty

;

Save that there was not time enough to hear,

As I perceived his grace would fain have dor

The severals and unhidden passages

Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms
And generally to the crown and seat of Fran '

Derived from Edward, his great-grandfather.

Ely. What was the impediment that bi

this off?

Cant. The French ambassador upon k
instant

Craved audience ;
and the hour, I think, is c e

To give him hearing: is it four o’clock?

Ely. It is.

Cant. Then go we in, to know his embass
j

Which I could with a ready guess declare, I

Before the Frenchman speak a word of it.

Ely. I’ll wait upon you, and I long to hea
\Exe-i

Scene II. The same. The Presence cham

Enter King Henry, Gloucester, Bedfc

Exeter, Warwick, Westmoreland,
Attendants.

K. Hen. Where is my gracious Lord of (

terbury ?

Exe. Not here in presence.

K. Hen. Send for him, good ur

West. Shall we call in the ambassador,

liege ?

K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin : we woult

resolved,

Before we hear him, of some things of weight

That task our thoughts, concerning us and Fra

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury,
the Bishop of Ely.

Cant. God and his angels guard your sac

throne
And make you long become it

!

K. Hen. Sure, we thank
3

My learned lord, we pray you to proceed
And justly and religiously unfold

Why the law Salique that they have in Franc

Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim

And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord.

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow )

reading,

Or nicely charge your understanding soul

With opening titles miscreate, whose right

Suits not in native colours with the truth

;

For God doth know how many now in health

Shall drop their blood in approbation

Of what your reverence shall incite us to.

Therefore take heed how you impawn our per:

How you awake our sleeping sword of war

:

We charge you, in the name of God, take hee

For never two such kingdoms did contend

Without much fall of blood ;
whose guiltless di

Are every one a woe, a sore complaint

’Gainst him whose wrong gives edge unto

swords
That make such waste in brief mortality.

Under this conjuration speak, my lord ;

For we will hear, note and believe in heart

That what you speak is in your conscience wa:

As pure as sin with baptism.

Cant. Then hear me, gracious sovereign,

you peers,

That owe yourselves, your lives and services



this imperial throne. There is no bar
make against your highness’ claim to France
t this, which they produce from Pharamond,
i terrain Salicam mulieres ne succedant :

’

0 woman shall succeed in Salique land:'

lich Salique land the French unjustly gloze 40
be the realm of France, and Pharamond
e founder of this law and female bar.

t their own authors faithfully affirm

at the land Salique is in Germany,
tween the floods of Sala and of Elbe

;

lere Charles the Great, having subdued the

Saxons,
ere left behind and settled certain French;

; 10, holding in disdain the German women
r some dishonest manners of their life,

tablish’d then this law; to wit, no female 50
3uld be inheritrix in Salique land :

lich Salique, as I said, ’twixt Elbe and Sala,

at this day in Germany call’d Meisen.
en doth it well appear the Salique law
is not devised for the realm of France

;

ir did the French possess the Salique land

til four hundred one and twenty years
er defundlion of King Pharamond,

y supposed the founder of this law

;

10 died within the year of our redemption 60
ur hundred twenty-six ; and Charles the Great
adued the Saxons, and did seat the French
yond the river Sala, in the year
;ht hundred five. Besides, their writers say,

ig Pepin, which deposed Childeric,

1, as heir general, being descended
Blithild, which was daughter to King Clothair,

ke claim and title to the crown of France,

gh Capet also, who usurp’d the crown 69
Charles the duke of Lorraine, sole heir male
the true line and stock of Charles the Great,
find his title with some shows of truth,

augh, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught,
ivey’d himself as heir to the Lady Lingare,
lighter to Charlemain, who was the son
Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son
Charles the Great. Also King Lewis the Tenth,
10 was sole heir to the usurper Capet,
ild not keep quiet in his conscience,

aring the crown of France, till satisfied 80
it fair Queen Isabel, his grandmother,
s lineal of the Lady Ermengare,
lghter to Charles the foresaid duke of Lorraine :

the which marriage the line of Charles the
Great

s re-united to the crown of France,
hat, as clear as is the summer’s sun,

g Pepin’s title and Hugh Capet’s claim,

g Lewis his satisfaction, all appear
hold in right and title of the female :

io the kings of France unto this day
; 90

vbeit they would hold up this Salique law
bar your highness claiming from the female,
1 rather choose to hide them in a net
in amply to imbar their crooked titles

tjp’d from you and your progenitors.
’ Hen. May I with right and conscience
make this claim ?

ant. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign !

in the book of Numbers is it writ,
en the man dies, let the inheritance
cend unto the daughter. Gracious lord, 100

Stand for your own ; unwind your bloody flag

;

Look back into your mighty ancestors

:

Go, my dread lord, to your great-grandsire’s tomb,
From whom you claim ;

invoke his warlike spirit,

And your great-uncle’s, Edward the Black Prince,
Who on the French ground play’d a tragedy,
Making defeat on the full power of France,
Whiles his most mighty father on a hill

Stood smiling to behold his lion’s whelp
Forage in blood of French nobility. iro
O noble English, that could entertain
With half their forces the full pride of France
And let another half stand laughing by,
All out of work and cold for aClion

!

Ely. Awake remembrance of these valiant dead
And with your puissant arm renew their feats

:

You are their heir; you sit upon their throne;
The blood and courage that renowned them
Runs in your veins

; and my thrice-puissant liege
Is in the very May-morn of his youth, 120
Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises.

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the
earth

Do all expeCl that you should rouse yourself,
As did the former lions of your blood.

West. They know your grace hath cause and
means and might ;

<0*

So hath your highness
; never king of England

Had nobles richer and more loyal subjects,
Whose hearts have left their bodies here in England
And lie pavilion’d in the fields of France. 129

Cant. O, let their bodies follow, my dear liege.

With blood and sword and fire to win your right

;

In aid whereof we of the spiritualty

Will raise your highness such a mighty sum
As never did the clergy at one time
Bring in to any of your ancestors.

K. Hen. We must not only arm to invade the
French,

But lay down our proportions to defend
Against the Scot, who will make road upon us
With all advantages.

Cant. They of those marches, gracious
sovereign, 140

Shall be a wall sufficient to defend
Our inland from the pilfering borderers.
K. tlen. We do notmean the coursing snatchers

only,

But fear the main intendment of the Scot,
Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us

;

For you shall read that my great-grandfather
Never went with his forces into France
But that the Scot on his unfurnish’d kingdom
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach.
With ample and brim fulness of his force, 150
Galling the gleaned land with hot assays,
Girding with grievous siege castles and towns ;

That England, being empty of defence,
Hath shook and trembled at the ill neighbourhood.
Cant. She hath been then more fear’d than

harm’d, my liege

;

For hear her but exampled by herself

:

When all her chivalry hath been in France
And she a mourning widow of her nobles.
She hath herself not only well defended
But taken and impounded as a stray 160
The King of Scots

; whom she did send to France,
To fill King Edward’s fame with prisoner kings
And make her chronicle as rich with praise
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As is the ooze and bottom of the sea

With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries.

West. But there’s a saying very old and true,

‘If that you will France win,

Then with Scotland first begin

For once the eagle England being in prey,

To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 170

Comes sneaking and so sucks her princely eggs,

Playing the mouse in absence of the cat,

To tear and havoc more than she can eat.

Exe. It follows then the cat must stay at home :

Yet that is but a crush’d necessity,

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries,

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves.

While that the armed hand doth fight abroad,

The advised head defends itself at home ;

For government, though high and low and lower,

Put into parts, doth keep in one consent, 181

Congreeing in a full and natural close,

Like music.
Cant

.

Therefore doth heaven divide

The state of man in divers fun<5tions,

Setting endeavour in continual motion

;

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt,

Obedience : for so work the honey-bees,

Creatures that by a rule in nature teach

The a<5l of order te a peopled kingdom.

They have a king and officers of sorts

;

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home.

Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad,

Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings,

Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds,

Which pillage they with merry march bring

home
To the tent-royal of their emperor

;

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys

The singing masons building roofs of gold,

The civil citizens kneading up the honey.

The poor mechanic porters crowding in 200

Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate,

The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum,
Delivering o’er to executors pale

The lazy yawning drone. I this infer,

That many things, having full reference

To one consent, may work contrariously

:

As many arrows, loosed several ways,

Come to one mark ; as many ways meet in one

town

;

As many fresh streams meet in one salt sea

;

As many lines close in the dial’s centre; 210

So may a thousand adlions, once afoot,

End in one purpose, and be all well borne

Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege.

Divide your happy England into four ;

Whereof take you one quarter into France,

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake.

If we, with thrice such powers left at home,

Cannot defend our own doors from the dog,

Let us be worried and our nation lose

The name of hardiness and policy. 220

K. Hen. Call in the messengers sent from the

Dauphin. [.Exeunt some A ttendants.

Now are we well resolved ;
and, by Gojl’s help,

And yours, the noble sinews of our power,

France being ours, we’ll bend it to our awe,

Or break it all to pieces : or there we’ll sit,

Ruling in large and ample empery
O’er France and all her almost kingly dukedoms.

Or lay these bones in an unworthy urn,

Tombless, with no remembrance over them

:

Either our history shall with full mouth
Speak freely of our acts, or else our grave,

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless moi
Not worshipp’d with a waxen epitaph.

Enter Ambassadors ofFrance.

Now are we well prepared to know the pleasu

Of our fair cousin Dauphin ;
for we hear

Your greeting is from him, not from the king.

First A mb. May ’t please your majesty to g
us leave

Freely to render what we have in charge

;

Or shall we sparingly show you far off

The Dauphin’s meaning and our embassy?
K. Hen . We are no tyrant, but a Christ

king:
. . .

Unto whose grace our passion is as subject

As are our wretches fetter’d in our prisons

:

Therefore with frank and with uncurbed pi;

ness
Tell us the Dauphin’s mind.
First A mb. Thus, then, in few

Your highness, lately sending into France, >

Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the righ

Of your great predecessor, King Edward
Third.

In answer of which claim, the prince our mast

Says that you savour too much of your youth, :

And bids you be advised there’s nought in Frail

That can be with a nimble galliard won

;

You cannot revel into dukedoms there.

He therefore sends you, meeter for your spiril

This tun of treasure ;
and, in lieu of this,

Desires you let the dukedoms that you claim I

Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin spea

K. Hen. What treasure, uncle ?

Exe. Tennis-balls, my lie,

K. Hen. We are glad the Dauphin is

pleasant with us;

His present and your pains we thank you for : 5

When we have match’d our rackets to these ba

We will, in France, by God’s grace, play a se

Shall strike his father’s crown into the hazard.

Tell him he hath made a match with such

wrangler
That all the courts of France will be disturb’d

With chaces. And we understand him well,

How he comes o’er us with our wilder days,

Not measuring what use we made of them.

We never valued this poor seat of England;

And therefore, living hence, did give ourself

To barbarous license ; as ’tis ever common
That men are merriest when they are from hon

But tell the Dauphin I will keep my state,

Be like a king and show my sail of greatness

When I do rouse me in my throne of France

:

For that I have laid by my majesty

And plodded like a man for working-days,

But I will rise there with so full a glory

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France,

Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us. :

And tell the pleasant prince this mock of his

Hath turn’d his balls to gun-stones ;
and his S(

Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful vent

ance
That shall fly with them : for many a thousa

widows



1 this his mock mock out of their dear hus-

bands ;

k mothers from their sons, mock castlesdown ;

some are yet ungotten and unborn
: shall have cause to curse the Dauphin’s

scorn.

this lies all within the will of God,
/horn I do appeal ; and in whose name 290
you the Dauphin I am coming on,

enge me as I may and to put forth

rightful hand in a well-hallow’d cause,

et you hence in peace ; and tell the Dauphin
jest will savour but of shallow wit,

n thousands weep more than did laugh at it.

rey them with safe condudt. Fare you well.

[Exeimt A mbassadors.

te. This was a merry message.
Hen. We hope to make the sender blush

at it.

efore, my lords, omit no happy hour 300
may give furtherance to our expedition

;

vve have now no thought in us but France,

those to God, that run before our business,

•efore let our proportions for these wars
Don collected and all things thought upon
: may with reasonable swiftness add
2 feathers to our wings ; for, God before,

11 chide this Dauphin at his father’s door,

•efore let every man now task his thought,

; this fair adlion may on foot be brought. 310
[Exeunt. Flourish.

ACT II.

PROLOGUE.

Enter Chorus.

or. Now all the youth of England are on
fire,

silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies

:

thrive the armourers, and honour’s thought
ns solely in the breast of every man :

r sell the pasture now to buy the horse,

wing the mirror of all Christian kings,

winged heels, as English Mercuries,
low sits Expectation in the air,

hides a sword from hilts unto the point
crowns imperial, crowns and coronets, 10
tised to Harry and his followers.

French, advised by good intelligence

Is most dreadful preparation,
e in their fear and with pale policy
to divert the English purposes,
lgland ! model to thy inward greatness,
little body with a mighty heart,

: mightsl: thou do, that honour would thee do,
: all thy children kind and natural

!

ee thy fault ! France hath in thee found out
it of hollow bosoms, which he fills 21
treacherous crowns ; and three corrupted
men,
Richard Earl ofCambridge, and the second,

y Lord Scroop of Masham, and the third,

homas Grey, knight, of Northumberland,
;, for the gilt of France,—O guilt indeed !

—

rm’d conspiracy with fearful France

;

by their hands this grace of kings must die,
11 and treason hold their promises,
ie take ship for France, and in Southampton.

Linger your patience on ; fand we’ll digest 31
The abuse of distance ; force a play

:

The sum is paid
; the traitors are agreed ;

The king is set from London ; and the scene
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton

;

There is the playhouse now, there must you sit

:

And thence to France shall we convey you safe,

And bring you back, charming the narrow seas
To give you gentle pass ; for, if we may,
We’ll not offend one stomach with our play. 40
But, till the king come forth, and not till then,
Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. [Exit.

Scene I. London. A street.

Enter Corporal Nym and Lieutenant Bardolph.
Bard. Well met, Corporal Nym.
Nym. Good morrow, Lieutenant Bardolph.
Bard. What, are Ancient Pistol and you

friends yet?
Nym. For my part, I care not: I say little;

but when time shall serve, there shall be smiles

;

but that shall be as it may. I dare not fight
; but

I will wink and hold out mine iron : it is a simple
one

;
but what though? it will toast cheese, and

it will endure cold as another man’s sword will

:

and there’s an end. n
Bard. I will bestow a breakfast to make you

friends ; and we ’ll be all three sworn brothers to
France : let it be so, good Corporal Nym.
Nym. Faith, I will live so long as I may, that’s

the certain of it; and when I cannot live any
longer, I will do as I may : that is my rest, that
is the rendezvous of it.

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that he is married
to Nell Quickly: and certainly she did you
wrong; for you were troth-plight to her. 21
Nym. I cannot tell : things must be as they

may : men may sleep, and they may have their
throats about them at that time ; and some say
knives have edges. It must be as it may : though
patience be a tired mare, yet she will plod. There
must be conclusions. Well, I cannot tell.

Enter Pistol and Hostess.

Bard. Here comes Ancient Pistol and his

wife
:
good corporal, be patient here. How now,

mine host Pistol
! 30

Pist. Base tike, call’st thou me host?
Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term;
Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers.

Host. No, by my troth, not long; for we
cannot lodge and board a dozen or fourteen gen-
tlewomen that live honestly by the prick of their

needles, but it will be thought we keep a bawdy
house straight. [Nym and Pistol draw.] O well
a day, Lady, if he be not drawn now ! we shall

see wilful adultery and murder committed. 40
Bard. Good lieutenant

!
good corporal ! offer

nothing here.

Nym. Pish

!

Pist. Pish for thee, Iceland dog ! thou prick-
ear’d cur of Iceland !

Host. Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour,
and put up your sword.
Nym. Will you shog off? I would have you

solus.

Pist. ‘Solus,’ egregious dog? O viper vile !

The ‘ solus’ in thy most mervailous face
; 50
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The ‘ solus ’ in thy teeth, and in thy throat,

And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, perdy,

And, which is worse, within thy nasty mouth

!

I do retort the ‘solus’ in thy bowels

;

For I can take, and Pistol’s cock is up.

And flashing fire will follow.

Nym. I am not Barbason
;
you cannot conjure

me. I have an humour to knock you indifferently

well. If you grow foul with me, Pistol, I will

scour you with my rapier, as I may, in fair terms

:

if you would walk off, I would prick your guts a

little, in good terms, as I may : and that ’s the

humour of it.

Pist. O braggart vile and damned furious

wight

!

The grave doth gape, and doting death is near

;

Therefore exhale.

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say: he that

strikes the first stroke, I’ll run him up to the hilts,

as I am a soldier. [Draws.
Pist. An oath of mickle might ; and fury shall

abate. 7°

Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give

:

Thy spirits are most tall.

Nym. I will cut thy throat, one time or other,

in fair terms : that is the humour of it.

Pist.
1 Couple a gorge !’

That is the word. I thee defy again.

0 hound of Crete, think’ st thou my spouse to get?

No; to the spital go.

And from the powdering-tub of infamy
_

Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid’s kind, 8o

Doll Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse :

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly

For the only she; and—pauca, there’s enough.

Go to.

E7i ter the Boy.

Boy. Mine host Pistol, you must come to my
master, and you, hostess : he is very sick, and
would to bed. Good Bardolph, put thy face

between his sheets, and do the office of a warm-
ing-pan. Faith, he’s very ill.

Bard. Away, you rogue
! _

90
Host. By my troth, he’ll yield the crow a

pudding one of these days. The king has killed

his heart. Good husband, come home presently.

[Exeimt Hostess and Boy.

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends?

We must to France together : why the devil should

we keep knives to cut one another’s throats ?

Pist. Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food

howl on !

Nym. You’ll pay me the eight shillings I won
of you at betting?

Pist. Base is the slave that pays. xoo

Nym. That now I will have : that’s the humour
of it.

Pist. As manhood shall compound :
push home.

[ They draw.
Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first

thrust, I ’ll kill him ; by this sword, I will.

Pist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have
their course.

Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends,

be friends : an thou wilt not, why, then, be enemies

with me too. Prithee, put up.

Nym. I shall have my eight shillings I won of

you at betting ? 1 1

1

Pist. A noble shalt thou have, and present

And liquor likewise will I give to thee,

And friendship shall combine, and brotherho*

I ’ll live by Nym, and Nym shall live by me;
Is not this just? for I shall sutler be
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue.

Give me thy hand.
Nym. I shall have my noble ?

Pist. In cash most justly paid.

.

Nyi7i . Well, then, that’s the humour of’tJ

!

Re-enter Hostess.

Host. As ever you came of women, con«r

quickly to Sir John. Ah, poor heart! he p
shaked of a burning quotidian tertian, that js|

most lamentable to behold. Sweet men, coni

him.
Nym. The king hath run bad humours oiU

knight ; that’s the even of it.

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right;
|

His heart is fradted and corroborate.
.

I

Nym. The king is a good king : but it mu:

<

j

as it may ; he passes some humours and carel

Pist. Let us condole the knight ; for, lamtii

we will live.

Scene II. Southainfiton. A council-cham\

Enter Exe'ter, Bedford, <z«^Westmorel;);

Bed. ’Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust t|j

traitors. I

Exe. They shall be apprehended by and

West. How smooth and even they do ii

themselves

!

As if allegiance in their bosoms sat,

Crowned with faith and constant loyalty.
*

j

Bed. The king hath note of all that they inti

By interception which they dream not of. I

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfelj

Whom he hath dull’d and cloy’d with gracfl

favours,
. |

That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell I

His sovereign’s life to death and treachery. I

Trumpets sound. E7iter King Henry, ScrJ

Cambridge, Grey, and Attendants..

K. Hen. Now sits the wind fair, and we !

aboard.

My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lor

Masham,
Andyou, my gentle knight, give me your thoug •

Think you not that the powers we bear with
:

Will cut their passage through the force of Frai

Doing the execution and the adt
|

For which we have in head assembled them?

Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each mai

his best.

K. Hen. I doubt not that ; since we are :

persuaded
We carry not a heart with us from hence

That grows not in a fair consent with ours, 1

Nor leave not ond behind that doth not wish

Success and conquest to attend on us.

Cam. Never was monarch better fear’d j

loved
.

Than is your majesty: there’s not, I thm

subjedl
That sits in heart-grief and uneasiness

Under the sweet shade of your government.
;
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cy. True: those that were your father’s

enemies
; steep’d their galls in honey and do serve you
. hearts create of duty and of zeal. 31

Hen. We therefore have great cause of

thankfulness ;

shall forget the office of our hand,

er than quittance of desert and merit

rding to the weight and worthiness.

roop. So service shall with steeled sinews

toil,

labour shall refresh itself with hope,

0 your grace incessant services.

Hen. We judge no less. Uncle of Exeter,

rge the man committed yesterday, 40
rail’d against our person : we consider

j

is excess of wine that set him on

;

on his more advice we pardon him.

roop. That’s mercy, but too much security:

lim be punish’d, sovereign, lest example
d, by his sufferance, more of such a kind.

Hen. O, let us yet be merciful.

\ni. So may your highness, and yet punish

too.

ey. Sir,

! show great mercy, if you give him life, 50
r the taste of much correction.

Hen. Alas, your too much love and care

of me
heavy orisons ’gainst this poor wretch

!

tie faults, proceeding on distemper,

1 not be wink’d at, how shall we stretch our

eye
n capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d and di-

gested,

iar before us? We’ll yet enlarge that man,
lgh Cambridge, Scroop and Grey, in their

dear care

tender preservation of our person,

Id have him punish’d. And now to our

French causes : 60
are the late commissioners ?

1in. I one, my lord

:

• highness bade me ask for it to-day.

roop. So did you me, my liege.

ey. And I, my royal sovereign.

Hen. Then, Richard Earl of Cambridge,
there is yours

;

•e yours, Lord Scroop of Masham ;
and, sir

knight,
r of Northumberland, this same is yours

:

1 them ; and know, I know your worthiness.

Lord of Westmoreland, and uncle Exeter, 70
will aboard to night. Why, how now, gen-
tlemen !

t see you in those papers that you lose

uch complexion ? Look ye, how they change

!

r cheeks are paper. Why, what read you
there,

: hath so cowarded and chased your blood
of appearance ?

mu. I do confess my fault

;

do submit me to your highness’ mercy.
e

0̂0p ]
To which we all appeal.

Hen. The mercy that was quick in us but
late,

rour own counsel is suppress’d and kill’d : 80
must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy

;

For your own reasons turn into your bosoms,
As dogs upon their masters, worrying you.

See you, my princes and my noble peers,

These English monsters! My Lord of Cambridge
here,

You know how apt our love was to accord
To furnish him with all appertinents

Belonging to his honour ; and this man
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspired,

And sworn unto the practices of France, 90
To kill us here in Hampton : to the which
This knight, no less for bounty bound to us

Than Cambridge is, hath likewise sworn. But, O,
What shall I say to thee, Lord Scroop? thou

cruel,

Ingrateful, savage and inhuman creature !

Thou that didst bear the key of all my counsels,

That knew’st the very bottom of my soul,

That almost mightst have coin’d me into gold,

Wouldst thou have practised on me for thy use,

May it be possible, that foreign hire
.

100

Could out of thee extract one spark of evil

That might annoy my finger? ’tis so strange,

That, though the truth of it stands off as gross

As black and white, my eye will scarcely see it.

Treason and murder ever kept together,

As two voke-devils sworn to either’s purpose,

Working so grossly in a natural cause,

That admiration did not whoop at them

:

But thou, ’gainst all proportion, didst bring in

Wonder to wait on treason and on murder : no
And whatsoever cunning fiend it was
That wrought upon thee so preposterously

Hath got the voice in hell for excellence

:

All other devils that suggest by treasons

Do botch and bungle up damnation
With patches, colours, and with forms being

fetch’d

From glistering semblances of piety ;

But he that temper’d thee bade thee stand up,

Gave thee no instance why thou shouldst do
treason,

Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor. 120

If that same demon that hath gull’d thee thus

Should with his lion gait walk the whole world,

He might return to vasty Tartar back,

And tell the legions ‘ I can never win
A soul so easy as that Englishman’s.’

O, how hast thou with jealousy infedled

The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful ?

Why, so didst thou : seem they grave and learned ?

Why, so didst thou: come they of noble family?

Why, so didst thou: seem they religious?
.

130
Why, so didst thou : or are they spare in diet,

Free from gross passion or of mirth or anger,

Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood,

Garnish’d and deck’d in modest complement,
Not working with the eye without the ear,

And but in purged judgement trusting neither?

Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem

:

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot,

To mark the full-fraught man and best indued
With some suspicion. I will weep for thee ; 140

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like

Another fall of man. Their faults are open

:

Arrest them to the answer of the law

;

And God acquit them of their pradlices

!

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name
of Richard Earl of Cambridge.
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I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of

Henry Lord Scroop of Masham.
I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of

Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberland. 150

Scroop. Our purposes God justly hath disco-

ver’d
; f

And I repent my fault more than my death

;

Which I beseech your highness to forgive,

Although my body pay the price of it.

Cam. For me, the gold of France did not

seduce #
,

Although I did admit it as a motive
The sooner to effedl what I intended :

But God be thanked for prevention
;

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice,

Beseeching God and you to pardon me. 160

Grey. Never did faithful subjedt more rejoice

At the discovery of most dangerous treason

Than I do at this hour joy o’er myself,

Prevented from a damned enterprise

:

My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign.

K. Hen. God quit you in his mercy ! Hear
your sentence.

You have conspired against our royal person,

Join’d with an enemy proclaim’d and from his

coffers

Received the golden earnest of our death ;

Wherein you would have sold your king to

slaughter, 170
His princes and his peers to servitude,

His subjects to oppression and contempt
And his whole kingdom' into desolation.

Touching our person seek we no revenge

;

But we our kingdom’s safety must so tender,

Whose ruin you have sought, that to her laws
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence,

Poor miserable wretches, to your death

:

The taste whereof, God of his mercy give
You patience to endure, and true repentance 180

Of all your dear offences ! Bear them hence.

\Exeunt Cambridge, Scroop and Grey,
guarded.

Now, lords, for France; the enterprise whereof
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious.

We doubt not of a fair and lucky war,
Since God so graciously hath brought to light

This dangerous treason lurking in our way
To hinder our beginnings. We doubt not now
But every rub is smoothed on our way.
Then forth, dear countrymen : let us deliver

Our puissance into the hand of God, 190
Putting it straight in expedition.

Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance

:

No king of England, if not king of France.
[Exeunt.

Scene III. London. Before a tavern.

Enter Pistol, Hostess, Nym, Bardolph, and
Boy.

Host. Prithee, honey-sweet husband, let me
bring thee to Staines.

Fist. No ;
for my manly heart doth yearn.

Bardolph, be blithe: Nym, rouse thy vaunting
veins:

Boy, bristle thy courage up ; for Falstaffhe is dead,

And we must yearn therefore.

Bard. Would I were with him, wheresome’er
he is, either in heaven or in hell

!

Host. Nay, sure, he’s not in hell: he
Arthur’s bosom, if ever man went to Art!
bosom. A’ made a finer end and went awa)
it had been any christom child

; a’ parted e

just between twelve and one, even at the tur;

0’ the tide : for after I saw him fumble with
sheets and play with flowers and smile upon
fingers’ ends, I knew there was but one way

;

his nose was as sharp as a pen, and a’ babble-

green 'fields. ‘ How now, Sir John !’ quotl
‘ what, man ! be 0’ good cheer.’ So a’ cried
* God, God, God !’ three or four times. Nov
to comfort him, bid him a’ should not third

God ; I hoped there was no need to trouble 1

self with any such thoughts yet. So a’ bade
lay more clothes on his feet : I put my hand
the bed and felt them, and they were as cole

any stone
; then I felt to his knees, and they v

as cold as any stone, and so upward and upwj

and all was as cold as any stone.

Nym. They say he cried out of sack.

Host. Ay, that a’ did.

Bard. And of women.
Host. Nay, that a’ did not.'

Boy. Yes, that a’ did; and said they w
devils incarnate.

Host. A’ could never abide carnation ; ’t-

a colour he never liked.

Boy. A’ said once, the devil would have 1

about women.
Host. A’ did in some sort, indeed, hah

women ; but then he was rheumatic, and tall

of the whore of Babylon.
Boy. Do you not remember, a’ saw a 1

stick upon Bardolph’s nose, and a’ said it wa
black soul burning in hell-fire ?

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintaii

that fire : that ’s all the riches I got in his servi

Nym. Shall we shog? the king will be g(

from Southampton.
Fist. Come, let’s away. My love, give

thy lips.

Look to my chattels and my movables

:

Let senses rule ;
the word is ‘ Pitch and Pay

:

Trust none

;

For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wai

cakes,

And hold-fast is the only dog, my duck

:

Therefore, Caveto be thy counsellor.

Go, clear thy crystals. Yoke-fellows in arms,

Let us to France ;
like horse-leeches, my boy:

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck

!

Boy. And that’s but unwholesome food, tl

say.

Fist. Touch her soft mouth, and march.
Bard. Farewell, hostess. [Kissing h

Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humoui of

but, adieu.

Fist. Let housewifery appear: keep close

thee command.
Host. Farewell; adieu. [Exeu

Scene IV. France. The King’s palace.

Flourish. Enter the French King, the D.

phin, the Dukes of Berri and Bretag
the Constable, and others.

Fr. King. Thus comes the English with

power upon us

;
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l more than carefully it us concerns
answer royally in our defences,

refore the Dukes of Berri and of Bretagne,
Brabant and of Orleans, shall make forth,

.
you, Prince Dauphin, with all swift dis-

patch,

ine and new repair our towns of war
h men of courage and with means defendant;
England his approaches makes as fierce

vaters to the sucking of a gulf. io
ts us then to be as provident
ear may teach us out of late examples
: by the fatal and negledled English
m our fields.

au. My most redoubted father,

most meet we arm us ’gainst the foe

;

peace itself should not so dull a kingdom,
ugh war nor no known quarrel were in ques-
tion,

that defences, musters, preparations,

aid be maintain’d, assembled and collected,

yere a war in expectation. 20
refore, I say ’tis meet we all go forth

new the sick and feeble parts of France

:

let us do it with no show of fear
;

with no more than if we heard that England
e busied with a Whitsun morris-dance

:

my good liege, she is so idly king’d,
sceptre so fantastically borne
1 vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth,
t fear attends her not.

>n. O peace, Prince Dauphin !

are too much mistaken in this king
: 30

stion your grace the late ambassadors,
i what great state he heard their embassy,
' well supplied with noble counsellors,
r modest in exception, and withal
terrible in constant resolution,

you shall find his vanities forespent
e but the outside of the Roman Brutus,
:ring discretion with a coat of folly

;

ardeners do with ordure hide those roots
: shall first spring and be most delicate. 4o
xu. Well, ’tis not so, my lord high con-
stable ;

though we think it so, it is no matter

:

ises of defence ’tis best to weigh
enemy more mighty than he seems

:

le proportions of defence are fill’d

;

:h of a weak and niggardly projection

,
like a miser, spoil his coat with scanting

:le cloth.
•. King. Think we King Harry strong;
princes, look you strongly arm to meet him.
kindred of him hath been flesh’d upon us

; 50
he is bred out of that bloody strain

;

haunted us in our familiar paths

:

ess our too much memorable shame
a Cressy battle fatally was struck,
all our princes captived by the hand
lat black name, Edward, Black Prince of
Wales

;

es that his mountain sire, on mountain stand-
ing,

1 the air, crown’d with the golden sun,
bis heroical seed, and smiled to see him,
»le the work of nature and deface 60
patterns that by God and by French fathers
twenty years been made. This is a stem

Of that victorious stock ;
and let us fear

The native mightiness and fate of him.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Ambassadors from Harry King of
England

Do crave admittance to your majesty.
Fr. King. We’ll give them present audience.
' Go, and bring them.

[Exeunt Messenger and certain Lords.
You see this chase is hotly follow’d, friends.

Daxi. Turn head, and stop pursuit; for coward
dogs

Most spend their mouths when what they seem
to threaten 70

Runs far before them. Good my sovereign.
Take up the English short, and let them know
Of what a monarchy you are the head

:

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin
As self-negle6ting.

Re-enter Lords, with Exeter and tram.

Fr. King. From our brother England?
Exe. From him; and thus he greets your

majesty.
He wills you, in the name of God Almighty,
That you divest yourself, and lay apart
The borrow’d glories that by gift of heaven.
By law of nature and of nations, ’long 80
To him and to his heirs ; namely, the crown
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain
By custom and the ordinance of times
Unto the crown of France. That you may know

1

’Tis no sinister nor no awkward claim,
Pick’d from the worm-holes of long-vanish’d days,
Nor from the dust of old oblivion raked,
He sends you this most memorable line,

In every branch truly demonstrative;
Willing you overlook this pedigree

: 90
And when you find him evenly derived
From his most famed of famous ancestors,
Edward the Third, he bids you then resign
Your crown and kingdom, indireCtly held
From him the native and true challenger.
Fr. King. Or else what follows ?

Exe. Bloody constraint ; for if you hide the
crown

Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it

:

Therefore in fierce tempest is he coming,
In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove, 100
That, if requiring fail, he will compel

;

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord,
Deliver up the crown, and to take mercy
On the poor souls for whom this hungry war

j

Opens his vasty jaws ; and on your head
Turning the widows’ tears, the orphans’ cries,
The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens’ groans,
For husbands, fathers and betrothed lovers,
That shall be swallow’d in this controversy.
This is his claim, his threatening and my mes-

sage;
>

* IIO
Unless the Dauphin bean presence here,
To whom expressly I bring greeting too.
Fr. King. For us, we will consider of this

further

:

To-morrow shall you bear our full intent
Back to our brother England.
Dau. For the Dauphin,

I stand here for him : what to him from England?

i
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Exe. Scorn and defiance ;
slight regard, con-

tempt,
And any thing that may not misbecome

The mighty sender, doth he prize you at

Thus says my king ;
an if your father’s highness

Do not, in grant of all demands at large,
_

121

Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty,

He’ll call you to so hot an answer of it,

That caves and womby vaultages of France

Shall chide your trespass and return your mock
In second accent of his ordnance.

Dau. Say, if my father render fair return,

It is against my will ;
for I desire

Nothing but odds with England : to that end,

As matching to his youth and vanity, 130

I did present him with the Paris balls.

Exe. He’ll make your Paris Louvre shake

for it,

Were it the mistress-court of mighty Europe :

And, be assured, you’ll find a difference,

As we his subjedls have in wonder found,

Between the promise of his greener days

And these he masters now : now he weighs time

Even to the utmost grain : that you shall read

In your own losses, if he stay in France.

Fr. King. To-morrow shall you know our

mind at full. £
4°

Exe. Dispatch us with all speed, lest that

our king
Come here himself to question our delay

;

For he is footed in this land already.

Fr. King. You shall be soon dispatch d with

fair conditions

:

A night is but small breath and little pause

To answer matters of this consequence.
[Flourish. Exeunt.

ACT III.

PROLOGUE.

Enter Chorus.

Chor. Thus with imagined wing our swift

scene flies

In motion of no less celerity

Than that of thought. Suppose that you have

seen
The well-appointed king at Hampton pier

Embark his royalty ;
and his brave fleet

With silken streamers the young Phoebus fanning

:

Play with your fancies, and in them behold

Upon the hempen tackle ship-boys climbing

;

Hear the shrill whistle which doth order give

To sounds confused ;
behold the threaden sails,

Borne with the invisible and creeping wind, 11

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow’d sea,

Breasting the lofty surge : O, do but think

You stand upon the rivage and behold

A city on the inconstant billows dancing

;

For so appears this fleet majestical,

Holding due course to Harfleur. Follow, follow:

Grapple your minds to sternage of this navy,

And leave your England, as dead midnight still,

Guarded with grandsires, babies and old women,

Either past or not arrived to pith and puissance ;

For who is he, whose chin is but enrich’d

With one appearing hair, that will not follow

These cull’d and choice-drawn cavaliers to France ?

Work, work your thoughts, and therein se

siege

;

Behold the ordnance on their carriages,

With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur

Suppose the ambassador from the French co:

Tells Harry that the king doth offer him
Katharine his daughter, and with her, to dow
Some pettv and unprofitable dukedoms.

The offer likes not : and the nimble gunner

With linstock now the devilish cannon touche

[Alarum, and chambers go

And down goes all before them. Still be kin

And eke out our performance with your mind
[E.

Scene I. France . Before Harfleur.

Alarum. Enter King Henry, Exeter, E

ford, Gloucester, Soldiers, withscali

ladders.

K. Hen. Once more unto the breach, c

friends, once more;
Or close the wall up with our English dead.

In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man
As modest stillness and humility

:

But when the blast of war blows in our ears,

Then imitate the adlion of the tiger ;

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood,

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage

;

Then lend the eye a terrible aspedl

;

Let it pry through the portage of the head

Like the brass cannon ;
let the brow o’erwhel

As fearfully as doth a galled rock

O’erhang and jutty his confounded base,

Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean.

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wid

Hold hard the breath and bend up every spir

To his full height. On, on, you noblest Engl

Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof

Fathers that, like so many Alexanders,

Have in these parts from morn till even fougl

And sheathed their swords for lack of argumt

Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest

That those whom you call’d fathers did beget 3

Be copy now to men of grosser blood,

And teach them how to war. And you, g

yeomen,
_

»

Whose limbs were made in England, show us r

The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear

That you are worth your breeding; whic

doubt not

;

For there is none of you so mean and base.

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips,

Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot

.

Follow your spirit, and upon this charge

Cry ‘ God for Harry, England, and Saint Geor

[Exeunt. Alarum ,
and chambers go

Scene II. The same.

Enter Nym, Bardolph, Pistol, and Boy

Bard. On, on, on, on, on ! to the breach

the breach!
Nym. Pray thee, corporal, stay : the knc

are too hot ; and, for mine own part, I have

a case of lives : the humour of it is too hot, 1

is the very plain-song of it.
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st. The plain-song is most just; for humours
do abound

:

cks go and come ; God’s vassals drop and die

;

And sword and shield,

In bloody field, io

Doth win immortal fame.
\>y. Would I were in an alehouse in London!
mid give all my fame for a pot of ale and

I S. And I :

If wishes would prevail with me,
My purpose should not fail with me,

But thither would I hie.

y. As duly, but not as truly,

As bird doth sing on bough. 20

Enter Fluellen.

u. Up to the breach, you dogs! avaunt,

c ;ullions ! [.Driving themforward,
st. Be merciful, great duke, to men of

mould.

. e thy rage, abate thy manly rage,

. e thy rage, great duke !

i i bawcock, bate thy rage ; use lenity, sweet
chuck

!

>m. These be good humours ! your honour
bad humours. {Exeunt all but Boy.

y. As young as I am, I have observed these
: swashers. I am boy to them all three : but
ey three, though they would serve me, could
)e man to me ; for indeed three such antics

ot amount to a man. For Bardolph, he is

slivered and red-faced ; by the means where-
faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol, he
a killing tongue and a quiet sword ; by the
is whereof a’ breaks words, and keeps whole
ions. For Nym, he hath heard that men of
words are the best men ; and therefore he
s to say his prayers, lest a’ should be thought
vard: but his few bad words are matched
as few good deeds ; for a’ never broke any
5 head but -his own, and that was against a
when he was drunk. They will steal any
', and call it purchase. Bardolph stole a lute-

bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for three
Dence. Nym and Bardolph are sworn bro-
in filching, and in Calais they stole a fire-

d : I knew by that piece of service the men
i carry coals. They would have me as
iar with men’s pockets as their gloves or
handkerchers : which makes much against
nanhood, if I should take from another’s
it to put into mine ; for it is plain pocketing
wrongs. I must leave them, and seek some
r service : their villany goes against my weak
ich, and therefore I must cast it up. {Exit.

?e-enter Fluellen, Gowerfollowing.
w. Captain Fluellen, you must come pre-
V to the mines

; the Duke of Gloucester
i speak with you. 60
'i. To the mines ! tell you the duke, it is not
od to come to the mines

; for, look you, the
5 is not according to the disciplines of the
the concavities of it is not sufficient

; for,
you, th’ athversary, you may discuss unto
luke, look you, is digt himself four yard

under the countermines : by Cheshu, I think a’

will plow up all, if there is not better directions.

Gow. The Duke of Gloucester, to whom the
order of the siege is given, is altogether directed
by an Irishman, a very valiant gentleman, i’ faith.

Flu. It is Captain Macmorris, is it not?
Gow. I think it be.

Flu. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the world

;

I will verify as much in his beard: he has no
more directions in the true disciplines of the wars,
look you, of the Roman disciplines, than is a
puppy-dog.

Enter Macmorris and Captain Jamy.

^
Gow. Here a’ comes ; and the Scots captain,

Captain Jamy, with him. 80
Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous

gentleman, that is certain
; and ofgreat expedition

and knowledge in th’ aunchient wars, upon my
particular knowledge ofhis directions : by Cheshu,
he will maintain his argument as well as any
military man in the world, in the disciplines of
the pristine wars of the Romans.
Jamy. I say gud-day. Captain Fluellen.
Flu. God-den to your worship, good Captain

James. 90
Gow. How now, Captain Macmorris ! have

you quit the mines? have the pioners given o’er?

Mac. By Chrish, la ! tish ill done : the work
ish give over, the trompet sound the retreat. By
my hand, I swear, and my father’s soul, the work
ish ill done ; it ish give over : I would have blowed
up the town, so Chrish save me, la ! in an hour

:

O, tish ill done, tish ill done ; by my hand, tish

ill done
! 99

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I beseech you now,
will you voutsafe me, look you, a few disputa-
tions with you, as partly touching or concerning
the disciplines of the war, the Roman wars, in
the way of argument, look you, and friendly com-
munication

;
partly to satisfy my opinion, and

partly for the satisfaction, look you, of my mind,
as touching the direction of the military discipline

;

that is the point.

Jamy. It sail be vary gud, gud feith, gud
captains bath : and I sail quit you with gud leve,

as I may pick occasion ; that sail I, marry. m
Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish

save me : the day is hot, and the weather, and
the wars, and the king, and the dukes : it is no
time to discourse. The town is beseeched, and
the trumpet call us to the breach ; and we talk,

and, be Chrish, do nothing : ’tis shame for us all:

so God sa’ me, ’tis shame to stand still
; it is shame,

by my hand : and there is throats to be cut, and
works to be done ;

and there ish nothing done, so
Chrish sa’ me, la ! 321
Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine

take themselves to slomber, ay’ll de gud service,
or ay’ll lig i’ the grund for it

;
ay, or go to death

;

and ay’ll pay ’t as valorously as I may, that sail

I suerly do, that is the breff and the long.
Marry, I wad full fain hear some question ’tween
you tway.
Flu. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you,

under your correction, there is not many of your
nation— 131
Mac. Of my nation ! What ish my nation?

Ish a villain, and a bastard, and a knave, and a !

79



450
KING HENRY V. [Act

rascaL What ish my nation? Who talks of my
nation?
Flu. Look you, if you take the matter other-

wise than is meant, Captain Macmorris, perad-

venture I shall think you do not use me with that

affability as in discretion you ought to use me,

look you; being as good a man as yourself, both

in the disciplines of war, and in the derivation of

my birth, and in other particularities.

Mac. I do not know you so good a man as

myself: so Chrish save me, I will out off your

head. . ,

Gow. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each

other.

Jamy. A ! that’s a foul fault.

[A parley sounded.

Gow. The town sounds a parley. a49

Flu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more

better opportunity to be required, look you, 1

will be so bold as to tell you I know the disciplines

of war ; and there is an end. [Exeunt

.

What say you ? will you yield, and this avoic

Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy’d?

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an en

The Dauphin, whom of succours we entreatei

Returns us that his powers are yet not ready

To raise so great a siege. Therefore, great k

We yield our town and lives to thy soft mere

Enter our gates ;
dispose of us and ours

;

For we no longer are defensible.

K. Hen. Open your gates. Come, ui

Exeter,
Go you and enter Harfleur ;

there remain,

And fortify it strongly 'gainst the French:

Use mercy to them all. For us, dear uncle,

The winter coming on and sickness growing

Upon our soldiers, we will retire to Calais.

To-night in Harfleur we will be your guest;

To-morrow for the march are we addrest.

{_Flourish. The King: and his train -

Scene III. The same. Before the gates.

The Governor and some Citizens on the walls

;

the Eyiglishforces below. Enter King Henry
and his train

.

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of

the town?
This is the latest parle we will admit

:

Therefore to our best mercy give yourselves ;

Or like to men proud of destruction

Defy us to our worst: for, as I am a soldier,

A name that in my thoughts becomes me best.

If I begin the battery once again,

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur

Till in her ashes she lie buried.

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up, IO

And the flesh’d soldier, rough and hard of heart,

In liberty of bloody hand shall range

With conscience wide as hell, mowing like grass

Your fresh-fair virgins and your flowering infants.

What is it then to me, if impious war,

Array’d in flames like to the prince of fiends,

Do, with his smirch’d complexion, all fell feats

Enlink’d to waste and desolation?

What is’t to me, when you yourselves are cause,

I f your pure maidens fall into the hand 20

Of hot and forcing violation ?

What rein can hold licentious wickedness

When down the hill he holds his fierce career ?

We may as bootless spend our vain command
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil

As send precepts to the leviathan

To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur,

Take pity of your town and of your people.

Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command

;

Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace

O’erblows the filthy and contagious clouds 31

Of heady murder, spoil and villany.

If not, why, in a moment look to see

The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand

Defile the locks ofyour shrill-shrieking daughters

;

Your fathers taken by the silver beards,

And their most reverend heads dash’d to the walls.

Your naked infants spitted upon pikes,

Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confused

Do break the clouds, as did the wives ofJewry 40

At Herod’s bloody-hunting slaughtermen.

the to

Scene IV. The French King’s palace.

Enter Katharine and Alice.

Kath. Alice, tu as ete en Angleterre, e

paries bien le iangage.

Alice. Un peu, madame.
Kath. Je te prie, m’enseignez ;

il faut

j’apprenne a parler. Comment appelez-vou

main en Anglois ?

Alice. La main? elle est appelee de hand.

Kath. De hand. Et les doigts ?

Alice. Les doigts? mafoi, j’oublie les doi

mais je me souviendrai. Les doigts? je pi

qu’ils sont appeles de fingres ;
oui, de fingres

Kath. La main, de hand; les doigts,

fingres. Je pense que je suis le bon ecolier

gagne deux mots d’Anglois vitement. Comn
appelez-vous les ongles?

A lice. Les ongles ? nous les appelons de n

Kath. De nails. Ecoutez; dites-moi,

parle bien : de hand, de fingres, et de nails.

" T
" C’est bien dit, madame ; il est fortA licec

Anglois.
Kath.
A lice.

Kath.
A lice.

Kath

Dites-moi 1’Anglois pour le bras.

De arm, madame.
Et le coude?
De elbow.

ivatn. De elbow. Je m’en fais la repet!

de tous les mots que vous m’avez appris d

present.

Alice. Il est trop difficile, madame, comn

pense.
,

Kath. Excusez-moi, Alice ;
ecoutez : de h

de fingres, de nails, de arma, de bilbow.

A lice. De elbow, madame.
Kath. O Seigneur Dieu, je m’en oubhe

elbow. Comment appelez-vous le col?

A lice.

Kath.
A lice.

Kath.
de sin.

A lice.

De neck, madame.
De nick. Etlementon?
De chin.

De sin. Le col, de nick ; de met

slucc. Oui. Sauf votre honneur, en v<

vous prononcez les mots aussi droit que les n

d’Angleterre.
.

*

Kath. Je ne doute point d’apprendre, p

grace de Dieu, et en peu de temps.
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1 lice. N’avez vous pas deja oublie ce que je

is ai enseigne ?

lath. Non, je reciterai a vous prompternent

:

hand, de fingres, de mails,

—

1 lice. De nails, madame.
lath. De nails, de arm, de ilbow. 50
1 lice. Sauf votre honneur, de elbow.
lath. Ainsi dis-je; de elbow, de nick, et de
Comment appelez-vous le pied et la robe ?

I lice. De foot, madame; et de coun.
lath. De foot et de coun ! O Seigneur Dieu !

;ont mots de son mauvais, corruptible, gros,
mpudique, et non pour les dames d’honneur
ser

:
je ne voudrais prononcer ces mots devant

seigneurs de France pour tout le monde.
1 ! le foot et le coun ! Neanmoins, je reciterai
autre fois ma legon ensemble : de hand, de

res, de nails, de arm, de elbo'w, de nick, de
de foot, de coun.
lice. Excellent, madame

!

'ath. C’est assez pour une fois: allons-nous
ner.

[.Exeictit

.

Scene V. The same.

'erthe King of France, the Dauphin, the
uke of Bourbon, the Constable of
rance, and others.

r. King. ’Tis certain he hath pass’d the
river Somme.

m. And if he be not fought withal, my lord,
us not live in France; let us quit all

give our vineyards to a barbarous people.
au. O Dieu vivant ! shall a few sprays
of us,

emptying of our fathers’ luxury,
scions, put in wild and savage stock,
t up so suddenly into the clouds,
overlook their grafters?
mr. Normans, but bastard Normans, Nor-
man bastards

! 10
t de ma vie ! if they march along
mght withal, but I will sell my dukedom,
uy a slobbery and a dirty farm
iat nook-shotten isle of Albion.
n. Dieu de batailles ! where have they this
mettle?

>t their climate foggy, raw and dull,

diom, as in despite, the sun looks pale,
ag their fruit with frowns? Can sodden
water,

-nch for sur-rein’d jades, their barley-broth,
>61 their cold blood to such valiant heat ? 20
shall our quick blood, spirited with wine,
frosty? O, for honour of our land,

is not hang like roping icicles
1 our houses’ thatch, whiles a more frosty
people
t drops of gallant youth in our rich fields

!

we may call them in their native lords.
u. By faith and honour,
nadams mock at us, and plainly say
nettle is bred out and they will give
' bodies to the lust of English youth 30
:w-store France with bastard warriors.
ir. They bid us to the English dancing-
schools,

each lavolt&s high and swift corantos;
g our grace is only in our heels,

45i

And that we are most lofty runaways.
Fr. King. Where is Montjoy the herald?

speed him hence

:

Let him greet England with our sharp defiance.
Up, princes ! and, with spirit of honour edged
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field :

Charles Delabreth, high constable of France
; 40

You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berri,
Alengon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy;
Jaques Chatillon, Rambures, Vaudemont,
Beaumont, Grandpre, Roussi, and Fauconberg,
Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois;
High dukes, great ‘princes, barons, lords and

knights,
For your great seats now quit you of great

shames.
Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land
With pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur

;

Rush on his host, as doth the melted snow 50
Upon the valleys, whose low vassal seat
Ihe Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon

:

Go down upon him, you have power enough.
And in a captive chariot into Rouen
Bring him our prisoner.

Con. This becomes the great.
Sorry am I his numbers are so few,
His soldiers sick and famish’d in their march,
For I am sure, when he shall see our army,
He’ll drop his heart into the sink cf fear
And for achievement offer us his ransom. 60
Fr. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste on

Montjoy,
And let him say to England that we send
To know what willing ransom he will give.
Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Rouen.
Dau. Not so, I do beseech your majesty.
Fr. King. Be patient, for you shall remain

with us.

Now forth, lord constable and princes all,

And quickly bring us word of England’s fall,

[Exeunt.

Scene VI. The English camp in Picardy.

Enter Gower and Fluellen, meeting.

Gow. How now, Captain Fluellen ! come you
from the bridge ?

Flu. I assure you, there is very excellent
services committed at the bridge.
Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter safe?
Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous

as Agamemnon; and a man that I love and
honour with my soul, and my heart, and my
duty, and my life, and my living, and my utter-
most power: he is not—God be praised and
blessed !—any hurt in the world

; but keeps the
bridge most valiantly, with excellent discipline.
There is an aunchient lieutenant there at the
pridge, I think in my very conscience he is as
valiant a man as Mark Antony

; and he is a man
of no estimation in the world ; but I did see him
do as gallant service.

Gow. What do you call him?
Flu. He is called Aunchient Pistol.
Gow. I know him not. 20

Enter Pistol.

Flu. Here is the man.

29—
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Fist. Captain, I thee beseech to do me fa-

vours :

The Duke of Exeter doth love thee well.

Flu. Ay, I praise God; and I have merited

some love at his hands.

Fist. Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of

heart,

And of b.uxom valour, hath, by cruel fate,

And giddy Fortune’s furious fickle wheel,

That goddess blind, 3°

That stands upon the rolling restless stone—
Flu. By your patience, Aunchient Pistol.

Fortune is painted blind, with a muffler afore

her eyes, to signify to you that Fortune is blind;

and she is painted also with a wheel, to signify to

you, which is the moral of it, that she is turning,

and inconstant, and mutability, and variation:

and her foot, look you, is fixed upon a spherical

stone, which rolls, and rolls, and rolls : in good

truth, the poet makes a most excellent descrip-

tion of it : Fortune is an excellent moral. 40

Fist. Fortune is Bardolph’s foe, and frowns

on him
; t

For he hath stolen a pax, and hanged must a be

:

A damned death

!

Let gallows gape for dog ; let man go free

And let not hemp his wind-pipe suffocate :

But Exeter hath given the doom of death

For pax of little price.

Therefore, go speak : the duke will hear thy voice ;

And let not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut

With edge of penny cord and vile reproach : 50

Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee

requite.

Flu. Aunchient Pistol, I do partly understand

your meaning.
Fist. Why then, rejoice therefore.

Flu. Certainly, aunchient, it is not a thing to

rejoice at : for if, look you, he were my brother,

1 would desire the duke to use his good pleasure,

and put him to execution ; for discipline ought to

be used.

Fist. Die and be damn’d! and figo for thy

friendship !
60

Flu. It is well.

Fist. The fig of Spain !
[Exit.

Flu. Very good.

Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit rascal

;

I remember him now ; a bawd, a cutpurse.

Flu. I ’ll assure you, a’ uttered as brave words

at the bridge as you shall see in a summer’s day.

But it is very well ; what he has spoke to me, that

is well, I warrant you, when time is serve. 69
Gozv. Why, ’tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that

i

now and then goes to the wars, to grace himself

! at his return into London under the form of a

|

soldier. And such fellows are perfeCt in the great

commanders’ names : and they will learn you by

rote where services were done ; at such and such

a sconce, at such a breach, at such a convoy; who
came off bravely, who was shot, who disgraced,

what terms the enemy stood on ; and this they

con perfectly in the phrase of war, which they

trick up with new-tuned oaths : and what a beard

of the general’s cut and a horrid suit of the camp
will do among foaming bottles and ale-washed

wits, is wonderful to be thought on. But you must

learn to know such slanders of the age, or else you

may be marvellously mistook.

Flu. I tell you what, Captain Gower; I

perceive he is not the man that he would gk j

make show to the world he is : if I find a hoi

his coat, I will tell him my mind. [Drum kea
FIark you, the king is coming, and I must sp

with him from the pridge.

Drum and colours. Enter King Henry
\

Gloucester, and Soldiers.

God pless your majesty

!

K. Hen. How now, Fluellen! earnest tj

from the bridge ?

Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The D«
of Exeter has very gallantly maintained
pridge: the French is gone off, look you;
there is gallant and most prave passages ; mal

th’ athversary was have possession of the pric

but he is enforced to retire, and the Duk<
Exeter is master of the pridge : I can tell 3

majesty, the duke is a prave man.
K. Hen. What men have you lost, Fluelh

Flu. The perdition of th’ athversary hath l|

very great, reasonable great: marry, formy pg

I think the duke hath lost never a man, bute

that is like to be executed for robbing a chu

one Bardolph, if your majesty know the n

his face is all bubukles, and whelks, and kn

and flames o’ fire : and his lips blows at his n

and it is like a coal of fire, sometimes plue

sometimes red ; but his nose is executed, anc

fire’s out.

K. Hen. We would have all such offende

cut off : and we give express charge, that in

marches through the country, there be not

compelled from the villages, nothing taken

paid for, none of the French upbraided or ab

in disdainful language ; for when lenity

cruelty play for a kingdom, the gentler gam<

is the soonest winner.

Tucket. Enter Montjoy.

Mont. You know me by my habit.

K. Hen. Well then I know thee: what J

I know of thee ?

Mont. My master’s mind.
K. Hen. Unfold it.

Mont. Thus says my king I Say thou to H
of England : Though we seemed dead, we die

sleep : advantage is a better soldier than rashi

Tell him we could have rebuked hirn at Harf

but that we thought not good to bruise an in

till it were full ripe : now we speak upon our

and our voice is imperial : England shall rd

his folly, see his weakness, and admire our sij

ance. Bid him therefore consider of his ran;i

which must proportion the losses we have b(

the subjects we have lost, the disgrace we
digested ;

which in weight to re-answer, his ^

ness would bow under. For our losses, his e>

quer is too poor ; for the effusion of our blood

muster of his kingdom too faint a number

;

for our disgrace, his own person, kneeling a

feet, but a weak and worthless satisfaction,

this add defiance : and tell him, for conclusio

hath betrayed his followers, whose condemn

is pronounced. So far my king and maste

much my office.

K. Hen. What is thy name? I know,

quality.
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ilont. Montjoy.
C. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn

thee back,

] tell thy king I do not seek him now ;

; could be willing to march on to Calais 150
ffiout impeachment : for, to say the sooth,

DUgh ’tis no wisdom to confess so much
to an enemy of craft and vantage,
people are with sickness much enfeebled,

I
numbers lessened, and those few I have

lost no better than so many French

;

.0 when they were in health, I tell thee, herald,

lought upon one pair of English legs

l march three Frenchmen. Yet, forgive me,
God, 159

it I do brag thus ! This your air of France
th blown that vice in me ; I must repent,
therefore, tell thy master here I am

;

ransom is this frail and worthless trunk,
army but a weak and sickly guard

;

,
God before, tell him we will come on,

>ugh France himself and such another neigh-
bour

nd in our way. There’s for thy labour, Mont-
joy-

bid thy master well advise himself

:

re may pass, we will ; if we be hinder’d, 169
shall your tawny ground with your red blood
colour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well.

: sum of all our answer is but this

:

would not seek a battle, as we are ;

•, as we are, we say we will not shun it

:

:ell your master.
'lont. I. shall deliver so. Thanks to your
highness. [Exit,

lou. I hope they will not come upon us now.
Hen. We are in God’s hand, brother, not
in theirs.

rch to the bridge ; it now draws toward night

:

ond the river we’ll encamp ourselves, 180
1 on to-morrow bid them march away.

[Exeunt.

ne VII. The French camp, near Agincourt.

lerthe Constable of France, the Lord Ram-
bures, Orleans, Dauphin, with others.

on. Tut! I have the best armour of the
Id. Would it were day !

rl. You have an excellent armour ; but let

horse have his due.
on. It is the best horse of Europe.
rl. Will it never be morning?
]au. My Lord of Orleans, and my lord high
stable, you talk of horse and armour?
rl.

*

You are as well provided of both as any
ce in the world. 10
'au. What a long night is this ! I will not
ige my horse with any that treads but on four
erns. (^a, ha ! he bounds from the earth, as
is entrails were hairs; le cheval volant, the
asus, chez les narines de feu ! When I bestride
, I soar, I am a hawk : he trots the air ; the
h sings when he touches it ; the basest horn
us hoof is more musical than the pipe of
mes.
rl. He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. 20
'au. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a

beast for Perseus : he is pure air and fire ; and the
dull elements of earth and water never appear in !

him, but only in patient stillness while his rider
mounts him : he is indeed a horse ; and all other
jades you may call beasts.

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute
and excellent horse.

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is

like the bidding of a monarch and his countenance
enforces homage. 31
Orl

.

No more, cousin.
Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot,

from the rising of the lark to the: lodging of the
lamb, vary deserved praise on my palfrey : it is

a theme as fluent as the sea: turn the sands into
eloquent tongues, and my horse is argument for

them all: 'tis a subjedt for a sovereign to reason
on, and for a sovereign’s sovereign to ride on;
and for the world, familiar to us and unknown to
lay apart their particular functions and wonder at
him. I once writ a sonnet in his praise and
began thus : ‘Wonder of nature,’

—

Orl. I have heard a sonnet begin so to one’s
mistress.

Date. Then did they imitate that which I com- i

posed to my courser, for my horse is my mistress.
|

Orl. Your mistress bears well.

Dau. Me well
;
which is the prescript praise

and perfection of a good and particular mistress.
Con. Nay, for methought yesterday your

mistress shrewdly shook your back.
Dau. So perhaps did yours.
Con. Mine was not bridled.
Dau. O then belike she was old and gentle ;

and you rode, like a kern of Ireland, your French
hose off, and in your strait strossers.

Con. You have good judgement in horseman-
ship. 59
Dau. Be warned by me, then : they that ride

so and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs. I had
rather have my horse to my mistress.

Con. I had as lief have my mistress a jade.
Datt. I tell thee, constable, my mistress wears

his own hair.

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, if

I had a sow to my mistress.

Dau. ‘Le chien est retourne a son propre
vomissement, et la truie lavee au bourbier :

’ thou
makest use of any thing. 70

Con. Yet do 1 not use my horse formy mistress,
or any such proverb so little kin to the purpose.
Ram. My lord constable, the armour that I

saw in your tent to-night, are those stars or suns
upon it?

Con. Stars, my lord.

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope.
Con. And yet my sky shall not want.
Date. That may be, for you bear a many

superfluously, and ’twere more honour some were
away. 81

Con. Even as your horse bears your praises ;

who would trot as well, were some of your brags
dismounted.
Dau. Would I were able to load him with his

desert! Will it never be day? I will trot to-

morrow a mile, and my way shall be paved with
English faces.

Con. I will not say so, for fear I should be
faced out of my way: but I would it were morn-
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ing ;
for I would, fain be about the ears of the

English. . . , r
Ram. Who will go to hazard with me tor

twenty prisoners?

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, ere

you have them.
Dau. ’Tis midnight; I ’ll go arm myself. [Exit.

Orl. The Dauphin longs for morning.

Ram. He longs to eat the English.

Con . I think he will eat all he kills. 100

Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he s a

gallant prince.

Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread

out the oath.

Orl. He is simply the most active gentleman

of France.
Con. Doing is adlivity; and he will still be

doing. , e
Orl. He never did harm, that I heard ot.

Con. Nor will do none to-morrow; he will

keep that good name still.
.

111

Orl. I know him to be valiant.

Con. I was told that by one that knows him

better than you.

Orl. What’s he?
Con. Marry, he told me

.

so himself ; and he

said he cared not who knew it.

Orl He needs not ; it is no hidden virtue in

him. . .

1T9

Con. By my faith, sir, but it is ;
never any

body saw it but his lackey : ’tis a hooded valour

;

and when it appears, it will bate.

Orl. Ill will never said well.

Con. I will cap that proverb with * There is

flattery in friendship.’

Orl. And I will take up that with Give the

devil his due.’ . ,

Con. Well placed; there stands your friend

for the devil : have at the very eye of that proverb

with ‘A pox of the devil.’ *3°

Orl. You are the better at proverbs, by how

much { A fool’s bolt is soon shot.’

Con. You have shot over.

Orl. ’Tis not the first time you were overshot.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord high constable, the English lie

within fifteen hundred paces of your tents.

Con. Who hath measured the ground?

Mess. The Lord Grandpre.

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman.

Would it were day ! Alas, poor Harry of England !

he longs not for the dawning as we do. 14*

Orl. What a wretched and peevish fellow is

this king of England, to mope with his fat-brained

followers so far out of his knowledge !

Con. If the English had any apprehension,

they would ‘run away.
, ,

Orl. That they lack • for if their heads had

any intellectual armour, they could never wear

such heavy head-pieces. *49

Ram. That island of England breeds very

valiant creatures ; their mastiffs are of unmatch-

able courage.
.

Orl. Foolish curs, that run winking into the

mouth of a Russian bear and have their heads

crushed like rotten apples ! You may as well say,

that’s a valiant flea that dare eat his breakfast on

the lip of a lion.

Con. Just, just; and the men do sympath:

with the mastiffs in robustious and rough comi

on, leaving their wits with their wives : and th

give them great meals of beef and iron and ste

they will eat like wolves and fight like devils.

Orl. Ay, but these English are shrewdly (

of beef. b
Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they haji

only stomachs to eat and none to fight. Now .

it time to arm: come, shall we about it?

Orl. It is now two o’clock: but, let me s< I

by ten

We shall have each a hundred Englishmen.
[Exeui

ACT IV.

PROLOGUE.

Enter Chorus.

Chor. Now entertain conje&ure of a time
|

When creeping murmur and the poring dark I

Fills the wide vessel of the universe.

From camp to camp through the foul womb
night

The hum of either army stilly sounds,

That the fixed sentinels almost receive

The secret whispers of each other’s watch

;

Fire answers fire, and through their paly flame

Each battle sees the other’s umber’d face ;

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neig

Piercing the night’s dull ear, and from the ten

The armourers, accomplishing the knights,

With busy hammers closing rivets up.

Give dreadful note of preparation

:

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll,

And the third hour of drowsy morning name.

Proud of their numbers and secure in soul,

The confident and over-lusty French

Do the low-rated English play at dice ;

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp

So tediously away. The poor condemned Engli:

Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires

Sit patiently and inly ruminate

.

The morning’s danger, and their gesture sad

Investing lank-lean cheeks and war-worn coat*

Presenteth them unto the gazing moon
So many horrid ghosts. O now, who will beh

The royal captain of this ruin’d band
Walking from watch to watch, from, tent to ter

Let him cry ‘ Praise and glory on his head !’
\

For forth he goes and visits all his host,
.

\

Bids them good morrow with a modest smile

And calls them brothers, friends and countrymi

Upon his royal face there is no note

How dread an army hath enrounded him ;

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour

Unto the weary and all-watched night,

But freshly looks and over-bears attaint

With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty;

That every wretch, pining and pale before.

Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks :

A largess universal like the sun

His liberal eye doth give to every one,
I

Thawing cold fear, fthat mean and gentle ail,

Behold, as may unworthiness define,

A little touch of Harry in the night.

And so our scene must to the battle fly

;
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:re—O for pity!—we shall much disgrace

i four or five most vile and ragged foils, 50
it ill-disposed in brawl ridiculous,

name of Agincourt. Yet sit and see,

ding true things by what their mockeries be.

{Exit.

ene I. The English camp at Agineourt.

nter King Henry, Bedford, and Glou-
cester.

. Hen. Gloucester, ’tis true that we are in

I

great danger

;

greater therefore should our courage be.

I morrow, brother Bedford. God Almighty !

e is some soul of goodness in things evil,

i Id men observingly distil it out.

our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers,

1 ch is both healthful and good husbandry

:

I

des, they are our outward consciences,

preachers to us all, admonishing
: we should dress us fairly for our end. 10

j

5 may we gather honey from the weed,
make a moral of the devil himself.

Enter Erpingham.

1 morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham

:

od soft pillow for that good white head
2 better than a churlish turf of France.

p. Not so, my liege : this lodging likes me
better,

; I may say * Now lie I like a king/
Hen. ’Tis good for men to love their pres-

ent pains

1 example ; so the spirit is eased

:

when the mind is quicken’d, out of doubt,
organs, though defundl and dead before, 21

k up their drowsy grave and newly move,
casted slough and fresh legerity,

i me thy cloak, Sir Thomas. Brothers both,
mend me to the princes in our camp

;

ly good morrow to them, and anon
'e them all to my pavilion.

m. We shall, my liege.

p. Shall I attend your grace ?

Hen. No, my good knight;
ith my brothers to my lords of England ; 30

[ my bosom must debate a while,
then I would no other company.
p. The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble
Harry

!
{Exeunt all but King.

Hen. God-a-mercy, old heart ! thou speak’ st

cheerfully.

Enter Pistol.

't. Qui va la?
• Hen. A friend.
it. Discuss unto me ; art thou officer?
t thou base, common and popular?
Hen. I am a gentleman of a company.
it. Trail’st thou the puissant pike? 40
Hen. Even so. What are you?
it. As good a gentleman as the emperor.
Hen. Then you are a better than the king.
it. The king's a bawcock, and a heart of
gold,

! of life, an imp of fame ;

brents good, of fist most valiant

.

* his dirty shoe, and from heart-string

I love the lovely bully. What is thy name ?

K. Hen. Harry le Roy.
Pist. Le Roy ! a Cornish name : art thou of

Cornish crew ? 50
K, Hen. No, I am a Welshman.
Pist. Know’st thou Fluellen ?

K. Hen. Yes.
Pist. Tell him, I’ll knock his leek about his

pate
Upon Saint Davy’s day.
K. Hen. Do not you* wear your dagger in

your cap that day, lest he knock that about yours.
Pist. Art thou his friend?
K. Hen. And his kinsman too.

Pist. The figo for thee, then ! 60
K. Hen. I thank you : God be with you !

Pist. My name is Pistol call’d. {Exit.
K. Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness.

Enter Fluellen a?id Gower.

Gow. Captain Fluellen

!

Flu. So! in the name of Jesu Christ, speak
lower. It is the greatest admiration in the uni-
versal world, when the true and aunchient pre-
rogatifes and laws of the wars is not kept : if you
would take the pains but to examine the wars of
Pompey the Great, you shall find, I warrant you,
that there is no tiddle taddle nor pibble pabble in
Pompey’s camp ; I warrant you, you shall find
the ceremonies of the wars, and the cares of it,

and the forms of it, and the sobriety of it, and the
modesty of it, to be otherwise.
Gow. Why, the enemy is loud

;
you hear him

all night.

Flu. If the enemy is an ass and a fool and a
prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we
should also, look you, be an ass and a fool and a
prating coxcomb? in your own conscience, now?
Gow. I will speak lower.
Flu. I pray you and beseech you that you

will. {Exeunt Gower and Fluellen.
K. Hen. Though it appear a little out of

fashion,

There is much care and valour in this Welshman.

Enter three soldiers, John Bates, Alexander
Court, and Michael Williams.

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the
morning which breaks yonder?

Bates. I think it be : but we have no great
cause to desire the approach of day. 90

Will. We see yonder the beginning of the
day, but I think we shall never see the end of it.

Who goes there ?

K. Hen. A friend.

Will. Under what captain serve you?
K. Hen. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham.
Will. A good old commander and a most

kind gentleman: I pray you, what thinks he of
our estate ?

K. Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand,
that look to be washed off the next tide. 101
Bates. He hath not told his thought to the

king?
K. Hen. No

; nor it is not meet he should.
For, though I speak it to you, I think the king is

but a man, as I am : the violet smells to him as it
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doth to me ;
the element shows to him as it doth

to me; all his senses have but human condi-

tions : his ceremonies laid by, in his nakedness

he appears but a man ; and though his affedtions

are higher mounted than ours, yet, when they

stoop, they stoop with the like wing. Therefore

when he sees reason of fears, as we do, his fears,

out of doubt, be of the same relish as ours are :

yet, in reason, no man should possess him with

any appearance of fear, lest he, by showing it,

should dishearten his army.

Bates. He may show what outward courage

he will; but I believe, as cold a night as ’tis, he

could wish himself in Thames up to the neck;

and so I would he were, and I by him, at all ad-

ventures, so we were quit here.

K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my con-

science of the king : I think he^would not wish

himself any where but where he is.

Bates. Then I would he were here alone ; so

should he be sure to be ransomed, and a many
poor men’s lives saved.

K. Hen . I dare say you love him not so ill, to

wish him here alone, howsoever you speak this

to feel other men’s minds : methinks I could not

die any where so contented as in the king’s

company ; his cause being just and his quarrel

honourable.
Will. That ’s more than we know.

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after

;

for we know enough, if we know we are the

king’s subje&s ; if his cause be wrong, our obe-

dience to the king wipes the crime of it out of us.

Will. But if the cause be not good, the king

himself hath a heavy reckoning to make, when
all those legs and arms and heads, chopped off in

a battle, shall join together at the latter day and

cry all ‘We died at such a place ;
some swearing,

some crying for a surgeon, some upon their wives

left poor behind them, some upon the debts they

owe, some upon their children rawly left. I am
afeard there are few die well that die in a battle ;

for how can they charitably dispose of any thing,

when blood is their argument? Now, if these

men. do not die well, it will be a black matter for

the king that led them to it ;
whom to disobey

were against all proportion of subjection.

K. Hen. So, if a son that is by his father sent

about merchandise do sinfully miscarry upon the

sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by your

rule, should be imposed upon his father that sent

him: or if a servant, under his master’s com-

mand transporting a sum of money, be assailed

by robbers and die in many irreconciled iniqui-

ties, you may call the business of the master the

author of the servant’s damnation \ but this is not

so : the king is not bound to answer the particular

endmgs of his soldiers, the father of his son, nor

the master of his servant ;
for they purpose not

their death, when they purpose their services.

Besides, there is no king, be his cause never so

spotless, if it come to the arbitrement of swords,

can try it out with all unspotted soldiers : some

peradventure have on them the guilt of premedit-

ated and contrived murder ;
some, of beguiling

virgins with the broken seals of perjury; some,

making the wars their bulwark, that have before

gored the gentle bosom of peace with pillage and

robbery. Now, if these men have defeated the

law and outrun native punishment, though t!

can outstrip men, they have no wings to fly fi

God : war is his beadle, war is his vengeance

,

that here men are punished for before-bread

the king’s laws in now the king’s quarrel : wh
they feared the death, they have borne life aw
and where they would be safe, they perish ; t

if they die unprovided, no more is the kinggu
of their damnation than he was before guilt’

those impieties for the which they are now visii

Every subjedl’s duty is the king’s; but ev

subject’s soul is his own. Therefore should ev

soldier in the wars do as every sick man in

bed, wash every mote out of his conscience : I

dying so, death is to him advantage; or

dying, the time was blessedly lost wherein s

preparation was gained : and in him that esca]

it were not sin to think that, making God so !

an offer, He let him outlive that day to see

greatness and to teach others how they she

prepare.
Will. ’Tis certain, every man that dies

the ill upon his own head, the king is not to

swer it.

Bates. I do not desire he should answer

me ; and yet I determine to fight lustily for h

K. Hen. I myself heard the king say hew<

not be ransomed.
Will. Ay, he said so, to make us fight ch

fully: but when our throats are cut, he ma;i

ransomed, and we ne’er the wiser.

K. Hen. If I live to see it, I will never t

his word after.

Will. You pay him then. That’s a peri

shot out of an elder-gun, that a poor and pri'

displeasure can do against a monarch !
you i

as well go about to turn the sun to ice with

ning in his face with a peacock’s feather. Y(

never trust his word after ! come, ’tis a foe

saying.

K. Hen. Your reproof is something too rot

I should be angry with you, if the time \

convenient.
Will. Let it be a quarrel between us, if

live.

K. Hen. I embrace it.

Will. How shall I know thee again ?

K. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, aT

will wear it in my bonnet : then,, if ever 1

darest acknowledge it, I will make it my qua:

Will. Here’s my glove: give me anothc

thine.

K. Hen. There.
Will. This will I also wear in my cap: if;

thou come to me and say, after to-morrow,
‘

is my glove,’ by this hand, I will take thee a

on the ear.

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will c

lenge it.

Will. Thou darest as well be hanged.

K. Hen. Well, I will do it, though I t,

thee in the king’s company.
Will. Keep thy word : fare thee well.

Bates. Be friends, you English fools,

friends: we have French quarrels enow, if

could tell how to reckon.

K. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twd

French crowns to one, they will beat us;!

they bear them on their shoulders : but it lj
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iovv the king himself will be a clipper.
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[Exeunt Soldiers.

m the king ! let us our lives, our souls,

debts, our careful wives,

children and our sins lay on the king

!

must bear all. O hard condition, 250
n-born with greatness, subject to the breath

•very fool, whose sense no more can feel

his own wringing ! What infinite heart’s-ease

;t kings negledt, that private men enjoy

!

what have kings, that privates have not too,

; ceremony, save general ceremony ?

what art thou, thou idol ceremony?
it kind of god art thou, that suffer’st more
aortal griefs than do thy worshippers ?

it are thy rents ? what are thy comings in ?

;remony, show me but thy worth ! 261

lat is thy soul of adoration ?

thou aught else but place, degree and form,

iting awe and fear in other men?
;rein thou art less happy being fear’d

n they in fearing.

it drink’st thou oft, instead of homage sweet,

poison’d flattery ? O, be sick, great greatness,
bid thy ceremony give thee cure

!

ik’st thou the fiery fever will go out 270
1 titles blown from adulation?
it give place to flexure and low bending ?

5t thou, when thou command’st the beggar’s
knee,
mand the health of it ? No, thou proud dream,
play’st so subtly with a king’s repose ;

a king that find thee, and I know
not the balm, the sceptre and the ball,

sword, the mace, the crown imperial,

intertissued robe of gold and pearl,

farced title running ’fore the king,
throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp
beats upon the high shore of this world,
not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony,
all these, laid in bed majestical,

sleep so soundly as the wretched slave,

with a body fill’d and vacant mind
him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread ;

-t sees horrid night, the child of hell,

like a lackey, from the rise to set

its in the eye of Phoebus and all night 290
>s in Elysium ; next day after dawn,
rise and help Hyperion to his horse,
follows so the ever-running year,
profitable labour, to his grave

:

but for ceremony, such a wretch,
ling up days with toil and nights with sleep,
the fore-hand and vantage of a king,
slave, a member of the country’s peace,
ys it

; but in gross brain little wots
: watch the king keeps to maintain the peace,
se hours the peasant best advantages. 301

280

Enter Erpingham.

p• My lord, your nobles, jealous of your
absence,
through your camp to find you.
IIen. Good old knight,
61 them all together at my tent

:

e before thee.

I shall do’t, my lord. [Exit.

310

K. Hen. O God of battles ! steel my soldiers’

hearts

;

Possess them not with fear ; take from them now
The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to-day, O

Lord,
O, not to-day, think not upon the fault

My father made in compassing the crown

!

I Richard’s body have interred new

;

And on it have bestow’d more contrite tears
Than from it issued forced drops of blood

:

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay,
Who twice a-day their wither’d hands hold up
Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and I have

built

Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests

Sing still for Richard’s soul. More will I do ;

Though all that I can do is nothing worth, 320
Since that my penitence comes after all,

Imploring pardon.

Enter Gloucester.

Glou. My liege

!

K. Hen. My brother Gloucester’s voice? Ay;
I know thy errand, I will go with thee

;

The day, my friends and all things stay for me.
[Exeunt.

Scene II. The French camp.

Enter the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures,
a?id others.

Orl. The sun doth gild our armour ; up, my
lords

!

Dan. Montez a cheval ! My horse ! varlet

!

laquais ! ha

!

Orl. O brave spirit

!

Date. Via ! les eaux et la terre.

Orl. Rien puis? l’air et le feu.

Dau. Ciel, cousin Orleans.

Enter Constable.

Now, my lord constable !

Con. Hark, how our steeds for present service
neigh

!

Daze. Mount them, and make incision in their

hides,

That their hot blood may spin in English eyes, 10
And dout them with superfluous courage, ha

!

Ram. What, will you have them weep our
horses’ blood?

How shall we, then, behold their natural tears?

Enter Messenger.

Mess. The English are embattled, you French
peers.

Con. To horse, you gallant princes! straight
to horse

!

Do but behold yon poor and starved band,
And your fair show shall suck away their souls,
Leaving them but the shales and husks of men.
There is not work enough for all our hands

;

Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins 20
To give each naked curtle-axe a stain,

That our French gallants shall to-day draw out,
And sheathe for lack of sport : let us but blow on

them,
The vapour of our valour will o’erturn them.
’Tis positive ’gainst all exceptions, lords,

iillli
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That our superfluous lackeys and our peasants,

Who in unnecessary a<5lion swarm
About our squares of battle, were enow

To purge this field of such a hilding foe,

Though we upon this mountain’s basis by 30

Took stand for idle speculation

:

But that our honours must not. What s to say t

A very little little let us do,

And all is done. Then let the trumpets sound

The tucket sonance and the note to mount;

For our approach shall so much dare the field

That England shall couch down in fear and yield.

KING HENRY V. [Act

Enter Grandpre.

Grand. Why do you stay so long, my lords of

France?
Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones,

Ill-favouredly become the morning field : 40

Their ragged curtains poorly are let loose,

And our air shakes them passing scornfully:

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar d host

And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps

:

The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks,
.

With torch-staves in their hand; and their poor

jades
. ,

Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and.

hips, ,

The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes

And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit

Lies foul with chew’d grass, still and motionless

;

And their executors, the knavish crows, 5
T

Fly o’er them, ail impatient for their hour.

Description cannot suit itself in words

To demonstrate the life of such a battle

In life so lifeless as it shows itself.

Con. They have said their prayers, and they

stay for death.
, ,

Dau. Shall we go send them dinners and

fresh suits

And give their fasting horses provend^-,

And after fight with them?
Con. I stay but for my guidon : to the held !

I will the banner from a trumpet take, 61

And use it for my haste. Come, come, away !

The sun is high, and we outwear the day.
[Exeunt.

Scene III. The English camp

•

Enter Gloucester, Bedford, Exeter, Er-

pingham, with all his host .* Salisbury and
Westmoreland.

Glou. Where is the king ?
.

Bed. The king himself is rode to view their

West. Of fighting men they have full three

score thousand.

Exe. There’s five to one; besides, they all

are fresh.

Sal. God’s arm strike with us ! tis a fearful

odds. •

God be wi’ you, princes all ;
I ’ll to my charge

:

If we no more meet till we meet in heaven,

Then, joyfully, my noble Lord of Bedford,

My dear Lord Gloucester, and my good Lord

Exeter,
. .

And my kind kinsman, warriors all, adieu

!

Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury; and gc

luck go with thee !

Exe. Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly

day:
And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it,

For thou art framed of the firm truth of valoui

[Exit Salisbu

Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindness

Princely in both.

Enter tlte King.

West. O that we now had, here

But one ten thousand of those men in Englam

That do no work to-day

!

K. Hen. What’s he that wishes

My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cous

If we are mark’d to die, we are enow

To do our country loss ;
and if to live,

The fewer men, the greater share of honour.

God’s will ! I pray thee, wish not one man m<.

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold,

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost

;

It yearns me not if men my garments wear

;

Such outward things dwell not in my desires

:

But if it be a sin to covet honour,

I am the most offending soul alive.

No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from Engla

God’s peace ! I would not lose so great an hon

As one man more, methinks, would share fi

me
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish

more

!

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through

host,

That he which hath no stomach to this fight,

Let him depart ;
his passport shall be made

And crowns for convoy put into his purse:

We would not die in that man’s company

That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This day is call’d the feast of Crispian:

He that outlives this day, and comes safe hon

Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named,

And rouse him at the name of Crispian.

He that shall live this day, and see old age,

Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,

And say ‘To-morrow is Saint Crispian:
_

Then will he strip his sleeve and show h«scj

And say ‘ These wounds I had on Crispin s d

Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot.

But he’ll remember with advantages

What feats he did that day : then shall our nan

Familiar in his mouth as household words,

Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter,

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucest

Be in their flowing cups freshly remember d.

This story shall the good man teach his son;

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by,

From this day to the ending of the world,

But we in it shall be remembered

;

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers

For he to-day that sheds his blood with me

Shall be my brother ;
be he ne’er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition

:

And gentlemen in England now a-bed

Shall think themselves accursed they were

And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any spe

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin s day:
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Re-enter Salisbury.

. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with
;peed :

'

rench are bravely in their battles set,

/ill with all expedience charge on us. 70
Hen. All things are ready, if our minds
oe so.

st. Perish the man whose mind is back-
yard now !

Hen. Thou dost not wish more help from
England,- coz ?

it. God’s will ! my liege, would you and
alone,

at more help, could fight this royal battle !

Hen. Why, now thou hast unwish’d five
hotisand men ;

likes me better than to wish us one.
low your places : God be with you all !

Tucket. Enter Montjoy.
t. Once more I come to know of thee,
ling Harry,
hy ransom thou wilt now compound, 80
thy most assured overthrow :

rtainly thou art so near the gulf,
needs must be englutted. Besides, in
ercy,

nstable desires thee thou wilt mind
[lowers of repentance

; that their souls
ake a peaceful and a sweet retire
fif these fields, where, wretches, their poor
)dies

e and fester.
T
en. Who hath sent thee now?

•. The Constable of France.
Ten. I pray thee, bear my former answer
LCk

: 90m achieve me and then sell my bones,
lod ! why should they mock poor fellows
uS?

n that once did sell the lion’s skin
the' beast lived, was killed with hunting
m.

of our bodies shall no doubt
tive graves ; upon the which, I trust,
itness live in brass of this day’s work

:

se that leave their valiant bones in France,
ike men, though buried in your dunghills,
iall be famed

; for there the sun shall greet
-m

> #
100

iw their honours reeking up to heaven

;

their earthly parts to choke your clime,
lell whereof shall breed a plague in
ance.

en abounding valour in our English,
ing dead, like to the bullet’s grazing,
ut into a second course of mischief,
in relapse of mortality,
speak proudly : tell the constable
but warriors for the working-day

;

ness and our gilt are all besmirch’d no
ny marching in the painful field ;

not a piece of feather in our host—
jument, I hope, we will not fly—
e hath worn us into slovenry :

the mass, our hearts are in the trim
;

poor soldiers tell me, yet ere night
be in fresher robes, or they will pluck

The gay new coats o’er the French soldiers’
heads

And turn them out of service. If they do this,— 1

As, if God please, they shall,—my ransom then
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy '

labour; 12 i
!

Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald
:

jThey, shall have none, I swear, but these my
j

<

joints;
Which if they have as I will leave ’em them,
Shall yield them little, tell the constable.
Mont. I shall, King Harry. And so fare

thee well ;

Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [.Exit

.

K. Hen. I fear thou ’It once more come again
for ransom.

Enter York.
York. My lord, most humbly on my knee

I beg
The leading of the vaward. T3oK. Hen. Take it, brave York. Now, soldiers,

march away :

And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day !

[.Exennt

.

Scene IV. Thefield ofbattle.

Alarum. Excursions. Enter Pistol, French
Soldier, and Boy.

Pist. Yield, cur !

Fr. Sol. Je pense que vous etes gentilhomme
de bonne qualite.

Fist. Qualtitie calmie custure me! Art thou
a gentleman? what is thy name? discuss.
Fr. Sol. 0 Seigneur Dieu !

Pist. O, Signieur Dew should be a gentleman :

Perpend my words, O Signieur Dew, and mark
;O Signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox,

Except, O signieur, thou do give to me 10
Egregious ransom.
Fr. Sol. O, prenez misericorde ! ayez pitie

de moi!
Pist. Moy shall not serve ; I will have forty

moys
;

Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat
In drops of crimson blood.
Fr. Sol. Est-il impossible d’echapper la force

de ton bras?
Pist. Brass, cur!

Thou damned and luxurious mountain goat, 20
Offer’st me brass?
Fr. Sol. O pardonnez moi

!
J

Pist. Say’st thou me so? is that a ton of
moys ?

Come hither, boy: ask me this slave in French
!

What is his name.

Boy. Ecoutez: comment etes-vous appele ?
Fr. Sol. Monsieur le Fer.
Boy. He says his name is Master Fer.
Pist. Master Fer! I’ll fer him, and firk him,

and ferret him : discuss the same in French unto
him.

21
Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and

ferret, and firk.

Pist. Bid him prepare; for I will cut his
throat.

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, monsieur?
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Boy. 11 me commande de vous dire que voUs j

faites vous pret ;
car ce soldat ici est dispose tout -

a cette heure de couper votre gorge. -

Fist. Owy, cuppele gorge, permafoy,

Peasant, unless thou give me crowns, brave .

crowns;
,

4°

Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword.

Fr. Sol. O, je vous supplie, pour 1’ amour de

Diem me pardonner
! Je suis gentilhomme de

bonne maison: gardez ma vie, et je vous don-

nerai deux cents ecus.

Fist. What are his words?
# .

Boy. He prays you to save his life ; he is a

gentleman of a good house ;
and for his ransom

he will give you two hundred crowns.

Pist. Tell him.my fury shall abate, and I 50

The crowns will take.

Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur, que dit-il?

Boy. Encore qu’il est centre son jurement de

pardonner aucun prisonnier, neanmoins, pour les

ecus que vous l’avez promis, il est content de

vous donner la liberte, le franchisement.

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux je vous donne mule

remercimens ;
et je rn’estime heureux que je suis

tombe entre les mains d’un chevalier, je pense,

le plus brave, vaillant, et tres distingue seigneur

d’Angleterre. 61

Pist. Expound unto me, boy.

Boy, He gives you, upon his knees, a thou-

sand thanks; and he esteems himself happy that

he hath fallen into the hands of one, as he thinks,

the most brave, valorous, and thrice-worthy

signieur of England.
Pist. As I suck blood, I will some mercy show.

Follow me! . . r zr

Boy. Suivez-vous le grand capitaine. {Exeunt

Pistol
,
and French Soldier. ] I did never know

so full a voice issue from so empty a heart : but

the saying is true, ‘ The empty vessel makes the

greatest sound.’ Bardolph and Nym had ten

times more valour than this roaring devil 1 the

old play, that every one may pare his nails with

a wooden dagger ; and they are both hanged

,

and so would this be, if he durst steal any thing

adventurously. I must stay with the lackeys,

with the luggage of our camp: the French might

have a good prey of us, if he knew of it ;
for

there is none to guard it but boys. {Exit.

Scene V. Anotherpart of thefield.

Enter Constable, Orleans, Bourbon,
Dauphin, and Rambures.

Con. O diable
! , t . .

Orl. O seigneur ! le jour est perdu, tout est

T)au. Mort de ma vie ! all is confounded, all

!

Reproach and everlasting shame

Sits mocking in our plumes, O mechante fortune .

Do not run away. short alarum.

Con. Why, all our ranks are broke.

Dau. O perdurable shame! let’s stab our-

Be these the wretches that we play’d at dice for :

Orl. Is this the king we sent to for his

ransom? , . , .

Bour. Shame and eternal shame, nothing bill

shame !

IC

Let us die in honour : once more back again ;

\nd he that will not follow Bourbon now,

Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand

Like a base pander, hold the chamber-door

Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog,

His fairest daughter is contaminated.
.

Con. Disorder, that hath spoil d us, fnei

now!
Let us on heaps go offer up our lives.

Orl. We are enow yet living in the held

To smother up the English in our throngs,

If any order might be thought upon.

Bour. The devil take order now ! I 11 1

throng
: .,111

Let life be short ; else shame will be too Ion

{Ex,

Scene VI. Another part of the fieh

Alarums. Enter King Henry and fo.

Exeter, and others.

K. Hen. Well have we done, thrice v

countrymen

:

But all’s not done ;
yet keep the French the

Exe. The Duke of York commends h

your majesty.

K. Hen. Lives he, good uncle? thrice \

this hour
I saw him down ;

thrice up again, and hght

From helmet to the spur all blood he was

Exe. In which array, brave soldier, doth!

Larding the plain ;
and by his bloody side,

Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds,

The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies.

Suffolk first died : and York, all haggled 01

Comes to him, where in gore he lay insteq

And takes him by the beard ;
kisses the ga

That bloodily did yawn upon his face

;

And cries aloud ‘ Tarry, dear cousin Suffol

My soul shall thine keep company to heav<

Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fly abrea.1

As in this glorious and well-foughten field

We kept together in our chivalry !’

Upon these words I came and cheer’d him u

He smiled me in the face, raught me his h

And, with a feeble gripe, says ‘ Dear my 1 (

Commend my service to my sovereign.

So did he turn and over Suffolk’s neck

He threw his wounded arm and kiss’d his 1

And so espoused to death, with blood he si

A testament of noble-ending love.

The pretty and sweet manner of it forced

Those waters fromme which I would have st

But I had not so much of man in me,

And all my mother came into mine eyes

And gave me up to tears.

K. Hen. I blame you not

;

For, hearing this, I must perforce compoui

With mistful eyes, or they will issue too
{Al

But, hark ! what new alarum is this same?

The French have reinforced their scatter c

• Then every soldier kill his prisoners

;

Give the word through.
>

; Scene VII. Another part of the fit

Enter Fluellen and Gower.

> Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage

!

pressly against the law of arms : tis as a
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Shall taste our mercy. Go and tell them so.1; of knavery, mark you now, as can be
i t; in your conscience, now, is it not?
w. ’Tis certain there’s not a boy left alive

;

t he cowardly rascals that ran from the battle

'one this slaughter : besides, they have burned
rarried away all that was in the king’s tent ;

lefore the king, most worthily, hath caused
- r soldier to cut his prisoner’s throat. O, ’tis

I

lant king ! n
v. Ay, he was porn at Monmouth, Captain

I

ir. What call you the town’s name where
mder the Pig was born

!

w. Alexander the Great.
v. Why, I pray you, is not pig great ? the
>r the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or
magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save
hrase is a little variations. 19
it). I think Alexander the Great was born
'acedon : his father was called Philip of

I

don, as I take it.

1. I think it is in Macedon where Alexander
rn. I tell you, captain, if you look in the
of the ’orld, I warrant you sail find, in the

I

arisons between Macedon and Monmouth,
he situations, look you, is both alike. There
ver in Macedon ; and there is also moreover

|

:r at Monmouth : it is called Wye at Mon-
ti ; but it is out of my prains what is the
of the other river ; but ’tis all one, ’tis alike

y fingers is to my fingers, and there is sal-

in both. If you mark Alexander’s life well,

y of Monmouth’s life is come after it indif-

I

: well; for there is figures in all things,
mder, God knows, and you know, in his

,
and his furies, and his wraths, and his

fs, and his moods, and his displeasures, and

I

dignations, and also being a little intoxicates
prains, did, in his ales and his angers, look

icill his best friend, Cleitus. 41
v. Our king is not like him in that: he
killed any of his friends.

I

f. It is not well done, mark you now, to
the tales out of my mouth, ere it is made
inished. I speak but in the figures and
arisons of it : as Alexander killed his friend
is, being in his ales and his cups; so also

7 Monmouth, being in his right wits and his
judgements, turned away the fat knight
he great belly-doublet; he was full of jests,
jipes, and knaveries, and mocks; I have
: his name.
u. Sir John Falstaff.
:. That is he : I ’ll tell you there is good
>orn at Monmouth.
v. Here comes his majesty.

' im. Enter King Henry, and forces;
‘ Vick, Gloucester, Exeter, and others.

Hen. I was not angry since I came to
France
this instant. Take a trumpet, herald

;

thou unto the horsemen on yon hill : 60
y will fight with us, bid them come down,
id the field ; they do offend our sight

:

y’ll do neither, we will come to them,
lake them skirr away, as swift as stones
ced from the old Assyrian slings

:

es, we’ll cut the throats of those we have,
iot a man of them that we shall take

Enter Montjoy.
Exe. Here comes the herald of the French,

my liege.

Glo. His eyes are humbler than they used
to be. 70

K, Heti. How now ! what means this, herald?
know’st thou not

That I have fined these bones of mine for ransom?
Comest thou again for ransom?
Mont. No, great king:

I come to thee for charitable license,
That we may wander o’er this bloody field
To look our dead, and then to bury them;
To sort our nobles from our common men.
For many of our princes—woe the while !

—

Lie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blood;
So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs’ 80
In blood of princes ; and their wounded steeds
Fret fetlock deep in gore and with wild rage
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead masters,
Killing them twice. O, give us leave, great king,
To view the field in safety and dispose
Of their dead bodies !

K. Hen. I tell thee truly, herald,
I know not if the day be ours or no

;

For yet a many of your horsemen peer
And gallop o’er the field.

Mont. The day is yours,
K. Hen. Praised be God, and not our strength,

for it J 90
What is this castle call’d that stands hard by?
Mont. They call it Agincourt.
K. Hen . Then call we this the field of Agin-

court,

Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus,
Flu. Your grandfather of famous memory,

an’t please your majesty, and your great-uncle
Edward the Plack Prince of Wales, as I have
read in the chronicles, fought a most prave pattle
here in France.
K. Hen. They did, Fluellen. 100
Flu. Youir majesty says very true : if your

majesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen did
good, service in a garden where leeks did grow,
wearing . leeks in their Monmouth caps ; which,
your majesty know, to this hour is an honourable
badge of the service ; and Ido believe your ma-
jesty takes no scorn to wear the leek upon Saint
Tavy’s day.
K. Hen. I wear it for a memorable honour

;

For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman.
Flu, All the water in Wye cannot wash your

majesty’s Welsh plood out of your pody, I can
tell you that ; God pless it and preserve it, as long
as it pleases his grace, and his majesty too

!

K. Hen. Thanks, good my countryman.
Flu. By Jeshu, I am your majesty’s country-

man, I care not who know it ; I will confess it to
all the ’orld : I need not to be ashamed of your
majesty, praised be God, so long as your majesty
is an honest man. I20
K. Hen. God keep me so ! Our heralds go

with him

:

Bring me just notice of the numbers dead
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither.

LPoints to Williams. Exeunt Heralds
with Montjoy.



Exe. Soldier, you must come to the king.

K. Hen. Soldier, why wearest thou that glove

in thy cap ?

Will. An ’t please your majesty, tis the gage

of one that I should fight withal, if he be alive.

K. Hen. An Englishman? 129

Will. An’t please your majesty, a rascal that

swaggered with me last night; who, if alive and

ever dare to challenge this glove, I have sworn

to take him a box o’ th’ ear : or if I can see my
glove in his cap, which he swore, as he was a

soldier, he would wear if alive, I will strike it

out soundly.
. „ „

K. Hen. What think you, Captain Fluellen?

is it fit this soldier keep his oath?

Flu. He is a craven and a villain else, an’t

please your majesty, in my conscience. 140

K. Hen. It may be his enemy is a gentleman

of great sort, quite from the answer of his

degree.
Flu. Though he be as good a gentleman as

the devil is, as Lucifer and Belzebub himself, it is

necessary, look your grace, that he keep his vow
and his oath : if he be perjured, see you now, his

reputation is as arrant a villain and a Jacksauce,

as ever his black shoe trod upon God’s ground

and his earth, in my conscience, la ! 15°

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when
thou meetest the fellow.

Will. So I will, my liege, as I live.

K. He?i. Who servest tho.u under ?

Will. Under Captain Gower, my liege.

Flu. Gower is a good captain, and is good

knowledge and literatured in the wars.

K. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier.

Will. I will, my liege.
.

{Exit.

K. Hen. Here, Fluellen ;
wear thou this favour

for me and stick it in thy cap : when Alengon and

myself were down together, I plucked this glove

from his helm : if any man challenge this, he is a

friend to Alengon, and an enemy to our person

if thou encounter any such, apprehend him, an

thou dost me love.

Flu , Your grace doo’s me as great honours as

can be desired in the hearts of his subjects : I

would fain see the man, that has but two legs,

that shall find himself aggriefed at this glove;

that is all ;
but I would fain see it once, an please

God of his grace that I might see.

K. Hen. Knowest thou Gower?
Flu. He is my dear friend, an please you.

.

K. Hen. Pray thee, go seek him, and bring

him to my tent.

Flu. I will fetch him. {Exit.

IC. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, and my brother

Gloucester,

Follow Fluellen closely at the heels :

The glove which I have given him for a favour

May haply purchase him a box o’ th’ ear ;
i 3 i

It is the soldier’s
;

I by bargain should

Wear it myself. Follow, good cousin Warwick

:

If that the soldier strike him, as I judge

By his blunt bearing he will keep his word,

Some sudden mischief may arise of it

;

For I do know Fluellen valiant

And, touched with choler, hot as gunpowder,
And quickly will return an injury : 189

Follow, and see there be no harm between them.

Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. {Exeunt.

Enter Gower and Williams.

Will. I warrant it is to knight you, capfc.

Enter Fluellen.

Flu. God’s will and his pleasure, capfai

beseech you now, come apace to the king : ,t

is more good toward you peradventure than

your knowledge to dream of.

Will. Sir, know you this glove ?

Flu. Know the glove ! I know the glo-

a glove.

Will. I know this ; and thus I challenge

{Strikes

Flu. ’Sblood ! an arrant traitor as any js ii

universal world, or in France, qr in England

Gow. How now, sir ! you villain

!

Will. Do you think I ’ll be forsworn ?

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower ; I will
j

treason his payment into plows, I warranty*

Will. I am no traitor.

Flu. That’s a lie in thy throat. I charge

in his majesty’s name, apprehend him: h*

friend of the Duke Alen^on’s.

Enter Warwick and Gloucester. !

War. How now, how now ! what’s the ma
Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is—pn

be God for it !—a most contagious treason <

to light, look you, as you shall desire in a sumi

day. Here is his majesty.

Enter King Henry and Exeter.

K. Hen. How now ! what’s the matter?

Flu. My liege, here is a villain and a trs

that, look your grace, has struck the glove w

your majesty is take out of the helmet of Aler

Will. My liege, this was my glove; he

the fellow of it ; and he that I gave it to in ch

promised to wear it in his cap : I promise

strike him, if he did : I met this man with

glove in his cap, and I have been as good

word.
Flu. Your majesty hear now, saving

majesty’s manhood, what an arrant, rascally,

garly, lousy knave it is : I hope your majes

pear me testimony and witness, and will avc

ment, that this is the glove of Alengon, that

majesty is give me; in your conscience, now

K. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier : look,

is the fellow of it.

’Twas I, indeed, thou promised’st to strike;

And thou hast given me most bitter terms.

Flu. An please your majesty, let his

answer for it, if there is any martial law ir

World. £
K. Hen. How canst thou make me satisiac

Will. All offences, my lord, come froir

heart: never came any from mine that n

offend your majesty.
.

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse.

Will. Your majesty came not like your

you appeared to me but as a common man;

ness the night, your garments, your lowlu

and what your highness suffered under that si

I beseech you take it for your own fault am

mine : for had you been as I took you for, I 1
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)ffence; therefore, I beseech your highness,

Ion me. 60
. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove
with crowns,
give it to this fellow. Keep it, fellow;
wear it for an honour in thy cap
I do challenge it. Give him the crowns

:

,
captain, you must needs be friends with him.

lu. By this day and this light, the fellow has
;le enough in his belly. Hold, there is twelve
e for you ;

and I pray you to serve Got, and
1 you out of prawls, and prabbles, and quar-
and dissensions, and, I warrant you, it is the
;r for you. 71
'ill. I will none of your money.
'u. It is with a good will; I can tell you, it

serve you to mend your shoes : come, wfiere-
should you be so pashftil ? your shoes is not so

: ’tis a good silling, I warrant you, or I will

ge it.

Enter an English Herald.

Hen. Now, herald, are the dead number’d?
?r. Here. is the number of the slaughter’d
French.
Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken,
uncle ? 80

re. Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to the
king;
Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouciqualt

:

:her lords and barons, knights and squires,

fifteen hundred, besides common men.
Hen. This note doth tell me of ten thou-
sand French
in the field lie slain: of princes, in this

number,
nobles bearing banners, there lie dead
hundred twenty six : added to these,

lights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen, 89
t thousand and four hundred ; of the which,
hundred were but yesterday dubb’d knights

:

at, in these ten thousand they have lost,

e are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ;

est are princes, barons, lords, knights, squires,

gentlemen of blood and quality,

lames of those their nobles that lie dead

:

ies Delabreth, high constable of France ;

les of Chatillon, admiral of France;
naster of the cross-bows. Lord Rambures

;

: Master of France, the brave Sir Guichard
Dolphin, too
Duke of Alen^on, AnthonyDuke of Brabant,
irother to the Duke of-Burgundy,
Edward Duke of Bar : of lusty earls,

Ipre and Roussi, Fauconberg and Foix,
nont and Marie, Vaudemont and Lestrale.
was a royal fellowship of death !

e is the number of our English dead ?

\Herald shews him anotherpaper.
;

rd the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk,
ichard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire

:

else of name
; and of all other men no

ve and twenty. O God, thy arm was here ;

lot to us, but to thy arm alone,
ie we all ! When, without stratagem,
1 plain shock and even play of battle,
:ver known so great and little loss
e part and on the other? Take it, God,
is none but thine !

Exe. 'Tis wonderful

!

K. Hen. Come, go we in procession to the
village

:

And be it death proclaimed through our host
To boast of this or take that praise from God 120
Which is his only.

Flu. Is it not lawful, an please your majesty,
to tell how many is killed ?

K. Hen. Yes, captain; but with this acknow-
ledgement,

That God fought for us.
Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us great good.
K. Hen. Do we all holy rites ;

Let there be sung ‘Non nobis’ and ‘Te Deum ;*

The dead with charity enclosed in clay

:

And then to Calais; and to England then; 130
Where ne’er from France arrived more happy

men.
[Exeunt

.

ACT V.

PROLOGUE.
Enter Chorus.

Char. Vouchsafe to those that have not read
the story,

That I may prompt them : and of such as have,
I humbly pray them to admit the excuse
Of time, of numbers and due course of things.
Which cannot in their huge and proper life

Be here presented. Now we bear the king
Toward Calais: grant him there; there seen,
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts
Athwart the sea. Behold, the English beach 9
Pales in the flood with men, with wives and

|

boys,
Whos<e shouts and claps out-voice the deep-

!

mouth’d sea,

Which like a mighty whiffler ’fore the king
Seems to prepare his way : so let him land,
And solemnly see him set on to London.
So swift a pace hath thought that even now
You may imagine him upon Blackheath;
Where that his lords desire him to have borne

1

His bruised helmet and his bended sword
Before him through the city : he forbids it, 19
Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride ; 1

Giving full trophy, signal and ostent
Quite from himself to God. But now behold,
In the quick forge and working-house of thought,
How London doth pour out her citizens

!

The mayor and all his brethren in best sort.

Like to the senators of the antique Rome,
With the plebeians swarming at their heels,
Go forth and fetch their conquering Caesar in

:

As, by a lower bi^; loving likelihood,

Were now the general of our gracious empress, 30 i

As in good time he may, from Ireland coming,
Bringing rebellion broached on his sword,
How many would the peaceful city quit,
To welcome him! much more, and much more

|

cause,
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him ;

!

As yet the lamentation of the French
Invites the King of England’s stay at home;
The emperor’s coming in behalf of France,
To order peace between them; and omit

j

All the occurrences, whatever chanced, 40
Till Harry’s back-return again to France :



There must we bring him; and myself have

play’d
. , .

The interim, by remembering you tis past.

Then brook abridgement, and your eyes advance,

After your thoughts, straight back again to

France. ^ExiL

Scene I. France. The English camp.

Enter Fluellen and Gower.

Gow. Nay, that’s right; but why wear you

your leek to-day? Saint Davy’s day is past.

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and

wherefore in all things : I will tell you, asse my
friend, Captain Gower: the rascally, scald, beg-

garly, lousy, pragging knave, Pistol, which you

and yourselfand all the world know to be no petter

than a fellow, look you now, of no merits, he is

come to me and prings me pread and salt yester-

day, look you, and bid me eat my leek : it was in

a place where I could not breed no contention

with him ; but I will be so bold as to wear it in my
cap till I see him once again, and then I will tell

him a little piece of my desires.

Enter Pistol.

Gow. Why, here he comes, swelling like a

turkey-cock.
, . ... , .

Flu. ’Tis no matter for his swellings nor his

turkey-cocks. God pless you> Aunchient Pistol

!

you scurvy, lousy knave, God pless you

!

Fist. Ha ! art thou bedlam? dost thou thirst,

base Trojan, 20

To have me fold up Parca’s fatal web?
Hence 1 I am qualmish at the smell of leek.

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy

knave, at my desires, and my requests, and my
petitions, to eat, look you, this leek: because,

look you, you do not love it, nor your affections

and your appetites and your disgestions doo’s not

agree with it, I would desire you to eat it.

°Pist. Not for Cadwallader and all his goats.

Flu. There is one goat for you. [.Strikes him.]

Will you be so good, scauld knave, as eat it?^ 31

Fist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die.

Flu. You say very true, scauld knave, when

God’s will is: I will desire you to live in the

mean time, and eat your victuals : come, there is

sauce for it. [Strikes him.'] You called me yes-

terday mountain-squire ;
but I will make you to-

day a squire of low degree. I pray you, fall to

:

if you can mock a leek, you can eat a leek.
.

Gow. Enough, captain: you have astonished

him.
, , . * .

4*

Flu. I say, I will make him eat some part ot

my leek, or I will peat his pate four days. Bite,

I pray you ;
it is good for your green wound and

your ploody ‘Coxcomb.

Pist. Must I bite?

Flu. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt and out

of question too, and ambiguities.

Pist. By this leek, I will most horribly re-

venge : I eat and eat, I swear— 5°

Flu. Eat, I pray you: will you have some

more sauce to your leek ? there is not enough leek

to swear by.
, ,

_

Pist. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see 1 eat.

Flu. Much good do you, scauld knave, heart!

Nay, pray you, throw none away ; the skir

good for your broken coxcomb. When you t'

occasions to see leeks hereafter, I pray you, m
at ’em > that is all.

Pist. Good.
Flu. Ay, leeks is good : hold you, there ;

groat to heal your pate.

Pist. Me a groat

!

Flu. Yes, verily and m truth, you shall t:

it ;
or I have another leek in my pocket, wh

you shall eat.

Pist. I take thy groat in earnest ol reveng

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay

:

in cudgels
:
you shall be a woodmonger, and 1

nothing of me but cudgels. God b’ wi’ you, *

keep you, and heal your pate.
.

[Exit,

Pist. All hell shall stir for this.
.

.

Gow. Go, go
;
you are a counterfeit cowar

knave. Will you mock at an ancient traditi

begun upon an honourable respedl, and worn

memorable trophy of predeceased valour andc

not avouch in your deeds any of your words/

have seen you gleeking and galling at this £

tleman twice or thrice. You thought, beca

he could not speak English in the native garb

could not therefore handle an English cud;

you find it otherwise ;
and henceforth let a w <

correction teach you a good English condit

Fare ye well.

Pist. Doth Fortune play the huswife with

New^have I, that my Nell is dead i’ the spit

Of malady of France
; . .

And there my rendezvous is quite cut on.

Old I do wax; and from my weary limbs

Honour is cudgelled. Well, bawd I 11 turn,

And something lean to cutpurse of quick ham

To England will I steal, and there I 11 steal.

And patches will I get unto these cudgell d sc

And swear I got them in the Gallia wars. [E

Scene II. France. A royalpalace.

Enter, at one door
,
King Henry, Exe

Bedford, Gloucester, Warwick, w
MORELAND^ and other Lords-; at another,

French King, Queen Isabel, the Prin<

Katharine, Alice and other Ladies;

Duke of Burgundy, and his train.

K. Hen. Peace to this meeting, wherefor-

are met

!

Unto our brother France, and to our sister,
t

Health and fair time of day
;
joy and good wi

To our most fair and princely cousin K athan

And, as a branch and member of this royalty

By whom this great assembly is contrived,

We do salute you, Duke of Burgundy

;

And, princes French, and peers, health toy

Fr. King. Right joyous are we to De

your face,

Most worthy brother England ;
fairly met

.

So are you, princes English, every one.

Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother

' Of this good day and of this gracious meetim

As we are now glad to behold your eyes

,

l

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in
j



KING HENRY V. 465;ne 11.]

linst the French, that met them in their bent,

; fatal balls of murdering basilisks

:

: venom of such looks, we fairly hope,
/e lost their quality, and that this day
11 change all griefs and quarrels into love. 20
\ Hen

.

To cry amen to that, thus we appear.
. Isa. You English princes all, I do salute

you.
ur. My duty to you both, on equal love,

at Kings of France and England! That I

have labour’d,

h all my wits, my pains and strong endea-
vours,

bring your most imperial majesties
0 this bar and royal interview,

r mightiness on both parts best can witness.

:e then my office hath so far prevail’d

t, face to face and royal eye to eye, 30
have congreeted, let it not disgrace me,
demand, before this royal view,
at rub or what impediment there is,

y that the naked, poor and mangled Peace,
r nurse of arts, plenties and joyful births,

uld not in this best garden of the world
fertile France, put up her lovely visage?
she hath from France too long been chased,
all her husbandry doth lie on heaps,
rupting in its own fertility. 40
vine, the merry cheerer of the heart,

>runed dies ; her hedges even-pleach’d,

1 prisoners wildly overgrown with hair,

forth disorder’d twigs ; her fallow leas

darnel, hemlock and rank fumitory
h root upon, while that the coulter rusts

t should deracinate such savagery

;

even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth
freckled cowslip, burnet and green clover,
iting the scythe, all uncorredled, rank, 50
ceives by idleness and nothing teems
hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs,
ng both beauty and utility,

as our vineyards, fallows, meads and hedges,
;6live in their natures, grow to wildness,
n so our houses and ourselves and children
e lost, or do not learn for want of time,
sciences that should become our country

;

grow like savages,—as soldiers will

t nothing do but meditate on blood,— 60
wearing and stern looks, diffused attire

every thing that seems unnatural,
ch to reduce into our former favour
are assembled : and my speech entreats
1 1 may know the let, why gentle Peace
lid not expel these inconveniences
bless us with her former qualities.

. Hen. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would
the peace,

,

>se want gives growth to the imperfections
ch you have cited, you must buy that peace
1 full accord to all our just demands

; 71
>se tenours and particular effedts
have enscheduled briefly in your hands.

The king hath heard them ; to the which
as yet

re is no answer made.
Hen. Well then the peace,

ch you before so urged, lies in his answer.
King. I have but with a cursorary eye.

glanced the articles
:
pleaseth your grace

To appoint some of your council presently
To sit with us once more, with better heed 80
To re-survey them, we will suddenly
Pass our accept and peremptory answer.
K. Hen. Brother, we shall. Go, uncle Exeter,

And brother Clarence, and you, brother Glou-
cester,

Warwick and Huntingdon, go with the king;
And take with you free power to ratify,

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best
Shall see advantageable for our dignity,
Any thing in or out of our demands,
And we ’ll consign thereto. Will you, fair sister,

Go with the princes, or stay here with us? 91
Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, I will go with

them :

Haply a woman’s voice may do some good,
When articles too nicely urged be stood on.
K. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here

with us

:

She is our capital demand, comprised
Within the fore-rank of our articles.

Q. Isa. She hath good leave.

[Exeunt all except Henry
,
Katharine

,

andA lice.

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair,

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms
Such as will enter at a lady’s ear 100
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart?
Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me; I can-

not speak your England.
K. Hen. O fair Katharine, if you will love

me soundly with your French heart, I will be
glad to hear you confess it brokenly with your
English tongue. Do you like me, Kate ?

Kath. Pardonnez-moi, I cannot tell vat is

‘like me.’
K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate, and you

are like an angel. hi
Kath. Que dit-il? que je suis semblable a les

anges?
Alice. Oui, vraiment, sauf votre grace, ainsi

dit-il.

K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine; and I

must not blush to affirm it.

Kath. O bon Dieu ! les langues des hommes
sont pleines de tromperies.
K. Hen. What says she, fair one? that the

tongues of men are full of deceits? 121
Alice. Oui, dat de tongues of de mans is be

full of deceits : dat is de princess.
K. Hen. The princess is the better English-

woman. I’ faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy
understanding: I am glad thou canst speak no
better English ; for, if thou couldst, thou wouldst
find me such a plain king that thou wouldst think
I had sold my farm to buy my crown. I know
no ways to mince it in love, but diredlly to say
‘I love you:’ then if you urge me farther than to

say ‘do you in faith?’ I wear out my suit. Give
me your answer

; i’ faith, do : and so clap hands
and a bargain : how say you, lady?
Kath. Sauf votre honneur, me understand

veil.

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to verses
or to dance for your sake, Kate, why you undid
me : for the one, I have neither words nor mea-
sure, and for the other, I have no strength in

measure, yet a reasonable measure in strength.

3°



If I could win a lady at leap-frog, or by vaulting

into my saddle with my armour on my back,

under the corre&ion of bragging be it spoken, I

should quickly leap into a wife. Or if I might

buffet for my love, or bound my horse for her

favours, I could lay on like a butcher and sit like

a jack-an-apes, never off. But, before God, Kate,

I cannot look greenly nor gasp out my eloquence,

nor I have no cunning in protestation ; only down-

right oaths, which I never use till urged, nor

never break for urging. If thou canst love a

fellow of this temper, Kate, whose face is not

worth sun-burning, that never looks in his glass

for love of any thing he sees there, let thine eye

be thy cook. I speak to thee plain soldier; if

thou canst love me for this, take me ; if not, to

say to thee that I shall die, is true ; but for thy

love, by the Lord, no
;
yet I love thee too. And

while thou livest, dear Kate, take a fellow of

plain and uncoined constancy; for he perforce

must do thee right, because he hath not the gift

to woo in other places : for these fellows of infi-

nite tongue, that can rhyme themselves into

ladies’ favours, they do always reason themselves

out again. What ! a speaker is but a prater ; a

rhyme is but a ballad. A good leg will fall
;
a

straight back will stoop ; a black beard will turn

white ; a curled pate will grow bald ; a fair face

will wither ; a full eye will wax hollow : but a good

heart, Kate, is the sun and the moon ;
or rather

the sun and not the moon ; for it shines bright

and never changes, but keeps his course truly.

If thou would have such a one, take me ;
and

take me, take a soldier; take a soldier, take a

king. And what sayest thou then to my love?

speak, my fair, and fairly, I pray thee.

Kath. Is it possible dat I sould love de enemy
of France?

#

I 79
K. Hen. No; it is not possible you should

love the enemy of France, Kate : but, in loving

me, you should love the friend of France; for I

love France so well that I will not part with a

village of it; I will have it all mine: and* Kate,

when France is mine and I am yours, then yours

is France and you are mine.

Kath. I cannot tell vat is dat.

K. Hen. No, Kate? I will tell thee in French;

which I am sure will hang upon my tongue like

a new-married wife about her husband’s neck,

hardly to be shook off. Je quand sur le posses-

sion de France, et quand vous avez le possession

de moi,—let me see, what then? Saint Denis be

my speed!—done votre est France et vous etes

mienne. It is as easy for me, Kate, to conquer

the kingdom as to speak so much more French

:

I shall never move thee in French, unless it be to

laugh at me.
Kath. Sauf votre honneur, le Francois que

vous parlez, il est meilleur que l’Anglois lequel

je parle. 3ox

K. Hen. No, faith, is’t not, Kate: but thy

speaking of my tongue, and I thine, most truly-

falsely, must needs be granted to be much at one.

But, Kate, dost thou understand thus much En-
glish, canst thou love me?
Kath. I cannot tell.

K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell,

Kate? I’ll ask them. Come, I know thou

lovest me: and at night, when you come into

your closet, you’ll question this gentlewoi

about me ; and I know, Kate, you will to j*

dispraise those parts in me that you love vta

your heart : but, good Kate, mock me merciful);

the rather, gentle princess, because I love tfe

cruelly. If ever thou beest mine, Kate, as I h*j

a saving faith within me tells me thou shalt, I jti

thee with scambling, and thou must therefM

needs prove a good soldier-breeder : shall not tl)r

and I, between Saint Denis and Saint Geor],

compound a boy, half French, half English, tfc

shall go to Constantinople and take the Turk/

the beard? shall we not? what sayest thou,

fair flower-de-luce ?

Kath. I do not know dat.

K. Hen. No ; ’tis hereafter to know, but rjr

to promise : do but now promise, Kate, you m

endeavour for your French part of such a b£.

and for my English moiety take the word du

king and a bachelor. How answer you, la jL

belle Katharine du monde, mon trescheretH

vin deesse ? I
Kath. Your majestee ave fausse Fre:U

enough to deceive de most sage demoiselle

is en France.
K. Hen. Now, fie upon my false Freni

By mine honour, in true English, I love thu

Kate : by which honour I dare not swear tjj

lovest me
;
yet my blood' begins to flatter

that thou dost, notwithstanding the poor $
untempering effedt of my visage. Now,

|j

shrew my father’s ambition ! he was thinkinjj

civil wars when he got me : therefore wat

created with a stubborn outside, with an as{E

of iron, that, when I come to woo ladies!

fright them. But, in faith, Kate, the eldef

wax, the better I shall appear: my comfort^;

that old age, that ill layer up of beauty, carl

no more spoil upon my face: thou hast mel

thou hast me, at the worst ;
and thou shalt w|

me, if thou wear me, better and better: 1

therefore tell me, most fair Katharine, will
|

have me? Put off your maiden blushes ; avol

the thoughts of your heart with the looks off

empress ; take me by the hand, and say ‘ Hal

of England, I am thine :’ which word thou sll

no sooner bless mine ear withal, but I will 1

thee aloud ‘England is thine, Ireland is th|

France is thine, and Henry Plantagenet is thinl

who, though I speafk it before his face, if he#

not fellow with the best king, thou shalt find -*

best king of good fellows. Come, your ans^

in broken music ; for thy voice is music and f

English broken; therefore, queen of all, Kat-

rine, break thy mind to me in broken Engli^

wilt thou have me ?

Kath. Dat is as it sail please de roi mon p<jj

K. Hen. Nay, it will please him well, KajJ

it shall please him, Kate.

Kath. Den it sail also content me.
j

K. Hen. Upon that I kiss your hand, an!

call you my queen.v J x
# . , « •

Kath. Laissez, mon seigneur, laissez, laissj

ma foi, je ne veux point que vous abaissiez vr

grandeur en baisant la main d’une de votre

neurie indigne serviteur; excusez-moi, je

supplie, mon tres-puissant seigneur.

K. Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate^

Kath. Les dames et demoiselles pour q
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>aisees devant leur noces, il n’est pas la coutume
le France. 381
K. Hen. Madam my interpreter, what says

he?
Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion pour les

adies of France,—I cannot tell vat is baker en
English.

K. Hen. To kiss.

Alice. Your majesty entendre bettre que moi.
K. Hen. It is not a fashion for the maids in
Vance to kiss before they are married, would
he say ?

Alice. Oui, vraiment.
K. Hen. O Kate, nice customs curtsy to
reat kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be
onfined within the weak list of a country’s
ishion: we are the makers of manners, Kate;
nd the liberty that follows our places stops the
louth of all find-faults

; as I will do yours, for
pholding the nice fashion of your country in
enying me a kiss: therefore, patiently and
ielding.

_
[,Kissing her.}

.
You have witchcraft

1 your lips, Kate : there is more eloquence in a
»gar touch of them than in the tongues of the
rench council

; and they should sooner persuade
arry of England than a general petition of
onarchs. Here comes your father.

e-enter the French King and his Queen,
Burgundy, and other Lords.

Bur. God save your majesty ! my royal
usin, teach you our princess English?
K. Hen. I would have her learn, my fair
usin, how perfectly I love her; and that is
od English.
Bur. Is she not apt?
K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz, and my
ndition is not smooth ; so that, having neither
e voice nor the heart of flattery about me, I
nnot so conjure up the spirit of love in her,
at he will appear in his true likeness.
Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirth, if I
swer you for that. If you would conjure in
r, you must make a circle ; if conjure up love
her in his true likeness, he must appear naked
d blind. Can you blame her then, being a
-id yet rosed over with the virgin crimsori of
desty, if she deny the appearance of a naked
nd boy in her naked seeing self? It were, my
d, a hard condition for a maid to consign to.
Y. Hen. Yet they do wink and yield, as love
)lind and enforces.
'htr. They are then excused, my lord, when
7 see not what they do. 430
<. Hen. Then,, good my lord, teach your
isin to consent winking.
Sur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord,
mu will teach her to know my meaning: for
ids, well summered and warm kept, are like
s at Bartholomew-tide, blind, though they
e their eyes ; and then they will endure hand-
»> which before would not abide looking on.
L • Hen. This moral ties me over to time and
3t summer ; and so I shall catch the fly, your
sm, in the latter end and she must be blind too.
<ur. As love is, my lord, before it loves.

Hen. It is so : and you may, some of you,
ak love for my blindness, who cannot see

45o

many a fair French city for one fair French maid
that stands in my way.
Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you see them per-

spe&ively, the cities turned into a maid ; for they
are all girdled with maiden walls that war hath
never entered.
K. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife?
Fr. King. So please you.
K. Hen. I am content; so the maiden cities

you talk of may wait on her : so the maid that
stood in the way for my wish shall show me the
way to my will.

Fr. King. We have consented to all terms of
reason.
K. Hen. Is’t so, my lords of England? 459West. The king hath granted every article

:

His daughter first, and then in sequel all,

According to their firm proposed natures.
Exe. Only he hath not yet subscribed this

:

Where your majesty demands, that the King of
France, having any occasion to write for matter
of grant, shall name your highness in this form
and with this addition, in French, Notre tres-
cher fils Henri, Roi d’Angleterre, Heritier de
France

; and thus in Latin, Prseclarissimus filius
noster Henricus, Rex Angliae, et Hseres Francise.
Fr. King. Nor this I have not, brother, so

denied,
But your request shall make me let it pass.
K. Hen. I pray you then, in love and dear

alliance.

Let that one article rank with the rest;
And thereupon give me your daughter.
Fr. King. Take her, fair son, and from her

blood raise up
Issue to me ; that the contending kingdoms
Of France and England, whose very shores look

pale
With envy of each other’s happiness,
May cease their hatred, and this dear con-

junction
48o

Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance
His bleeding sword ’twixt England and fair

France.
A ll. Amen

!

K. Hen. Now, welcome, Kate : and bear me
witness all.

That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen.
\_Flourish.

Q. Isa. God, the best maker of all marriages,
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one !

As man and wife, being two, are one in love,
So be there 'twixt your kingdoms such a spousal,
That never may ill office, or fell jealousy,
Which troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage,
Thrust in between the paCtion of these kingdoms,
To make divorce of their incorporate league

;

That English may as French, French English-
men,

Receive each other. God speak this Amen

!

A ll. Amen

!

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage : on
which day,

My Lord of Burgundy, we ’ll take your oath.
And all the peers’, for surety of our leagues. 500
Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me

;

And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be !

\Sennet. Exeunt.

3O—2
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EPILOGUE.

Enter Chorus.

Chor. Thus far, with rough and all-unable pen,

Our bending author hath pursued the story,

In little room confining mighty men,

Mangling by starts the full course oftheir glory.

Small tune, but in that small most greatly lived

This star of England : Fortune made his sword

;

By which the world’s best garden he achieved,

And of it left his son imperial lord.

Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown’d King

Of France and England, did this king su

ceed

;

Whose state so many had the managing,

That they lost France and made his Englar

bleed

:

Which oft our stage hath shown ;
and, for the

sake,

In your fair minds let this acceptance take.

[Ex;



THE FIRST PART OF

KING HENRY THE SIXTH.

DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

King Henry the Sixth.

Duke of Gloucester, uncle to the King,
and Protestor.

Duke of Bedford, uncle to the King, and
Regent of France.

Thomas Beaufort, Duke of Exeter, great-

uncle to the King.
Henry Beaufort, great-uncle to fhe King,
Bishop of Winchester, and afterwards
Cardinal.

John Beaufort, Earl, afterwards Duke, of

Somerset.
Richard Plantagenet^ son of Richard

late Earl of Cambridge, afterwards Duke
of York.

Earl of Warwick.
Earl of Salisbury.
Earl of Suffolk.
Lord Talbot, afterwards Earl of Shrews-

bury.

John Talbot, his son.

Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March.
Sir John Fastolfe.
Sir William Lucy.
Sir William Glansdale.
Sir Thomas Gargrave.
Mayor of London.
Woodvile, Lieutenant of the Tower.
Vernon, of the White-Rose or York fadlion.

ACT I.

Scene I. Westminster Abbey.

lead March. Enter the Funeral of King
Henry the Fifth, attended on by the Duke of
Bedford, Regent of France ; the Duke of
Gloucester, Protestor; the Duke of Exe-
ter, the Earl of Warwick, the Bishop of
Winchester, Heralds, &>c.

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield

day to night

!

lomets, importing change of times and states,

Irandish your crystal tresses in the sky,
tnd with them scourge the bad revolting stars

'hat have consented unto Henry’s death

!

Cing Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long!
England ne’er lost a king of so much worth.
Glou. England ne’er had a king until his time.

rirtue he had, deserving to command :

lis brandish’d sword did blind men with his

beams : io
lis arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings ;

lis sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire,

'lore dazzled and drove back his enemies
'han mid-day sun fierce bent against their faces
Vhat should I say ? his deeds exceed all speech

:

Basset, of the Red-Rose or Lancaster
fadtion.

A Lawyer. Mortimer’s Keepers.

Charles, Dauphin, and afterwards King,
of France.

Reignier, Duke of Anjou, and titular King
of Naples.

Duke of Burgundy.
Duke of ALEN50N.
Bastard of Orleans.
Governor of Paris.

Master-Gunner of Orleans, and his Son.
General of the French forces in Bourdeaux.
A French Sergeant. A Porter.
An old Shepherd, father to Joan la Pucelle.

j

Margaret, daughter to Reignier, after-

wards married to King Henry.
Countess of Auvergne.
Joan la Pucelle, commonly called Joan

of Arc.

Lords, Warders of the Tower, Heralds, Officers,

Soldiers, Messengers, and Attendants.

Fiends appearing to La Pucelle.

Scene: Partly in England
,
and partly in

France.

He ne’er lift up his hand but conquered.
Fxe. We mourn in black : why mourn we not

in blood?
Henry is dead and never shall revive

:

Upon a wooden coffin we attend,
And death’s dishonourable victory 20
We with our stately presence glorify,

Like captives bound to a triumphant car.

What ! shall we curse the planets of mishap
That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow?
Or shall we think the subtle-witted French
Conjurers and sorcerers, that afraid of him
By magic verses have contrived his end?
Win. He was a king bless’d of the King of

kings.

Unto the French the dreadful judgement-day
So dreadful will not be as was his sight. 30
The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought

:

The church’s prayers made him so prosperous.
Glou. The church ! where is it ? Had not

churchmen pray’d,
His thread of life had not so soon decay’d

:

None do you like but an effeminate prince,
Whom, like a school-bov, you may over-awe.

Win. Gloucester, whate’er we like, thou art
protestor

And lookest to command the prince and realm.
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Thy wife is proud ;
she holdeth thee in awe.,

More than God or religious churchmen may. 40
Glou. Name not religion, for thou lovest the

flesh,

And ne’er throughout the year to church thou go’st

Except it be to pray against thy foes.

Bed. Cease, cease these jars and rest your

minds in peace

:

Let’s to the altar : heralds, wait on us

:

Instead of gold, we ’ll offer up our arms

;

Since arms avail not now that Henry ’s dead.

Posterity, await for wretched years,

When at their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall

suck,

Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears, 50
And none but women left to wail the dead.

Henry the^ Fifth, thy ghost I invocate :

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils,

Combat with adverse planets in the heavens I

A far more glorious star thy soul will make
Than Julius Caesar or bright

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all

!

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,

Of loss, of slaughter and discomfiture :

Guienne, Champagne, Rheims, Orleans, 60

Paris, Guysors, Poidliers, are all quite lost.

Bed. What say’st thou, man, before dead
Henry’s corse?

Speak softly, or the loss of those great towns
Will make him burst his lead and rise from death.

Glou. Is Paris lost? is Rouen yielded up?
If Henry were recall’d to life again,

These news would cause him once more yield

the ghost.

Exe. How were they lost? what treachery

was used?
Mess. No treachery; but want of men and

money.
; Amongst the soldiers this is muttered, 70

That here you maintain several fadlions,

And whilst a field should be dispatch’d and fought,

You are disputing of your generals

:

One would have lingering wars with little cost;

Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings

;

A third thinks, without expense at all,

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d.

Awake, awake, English nobility

!

Let not sloth dim your honours new-begot :

Cropp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arms; 80

Of England’s coat one half is cut away.

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral,

These tidings would call forth their flowing tides.

Bed. Me they concern; Regent I am of

France.
Give me my steeled coat. I’ll fight f°r France.

Away with these disgraceful wailing robes !

Wounds will I lend the French instead of eyes,

To weep their intermissive miseries.

Enter to them another Messenger.

Mess. Lords, view these letters full of bad
mischance.

France is revolted from the English quite,
! 90

Except some petty towns of no import :

The Dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims ;

The Bastard of Orleans with him is join’d

;

Reignier, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part ;

The Duke of Alen$on flieth to his side.

Exe. The Dauphin crowned king ! all fly i

him !

O, whither shall we fly from this reproach?

Glou. We will not fly, bfct to our enemie
throats.

Bedford, if thou be slack, I’ll fight it out,

Bed. Gloucester, why doubt’st thou of my fo

wardness? xc

An army have I muster’d in my thoughts,

Wherewith already France is overrun.

Enter another Messenger.

Mess. My gracious lords, to add to your lament
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry’s hears

I must inform you of a dismal fight

Betwixt the stout Lord Talbot and the French.

IVin. What ! wherein Talbot overcame ? is’t sc

Mess. O, no; wherein Lord Talbot was o’e

thrown ;

The circumstance I ’ll tell you more at large.

The tenth of August last this dreadful lord, 1:

Retiring from the siege of Orleans,

Having full scarce six thousand in his troop,

By three and twenty thousand of the French
Was round encompassed and set upon.

No leisure had he to enrank his men;
He wanted pikes to set before his archers;

Instead whereof sharp stakes pluck’d out ofhedge

They pitched in the ground confusedly,

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in.

More than three hours the fight continued ; 1:

Where valiant Talbot above human thought

Enabled wonders with his sword and lance :

Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst star

him;
Here, there, and every where, enraged he flew

The French exclaim’d, the devil was in arms;

All the whole army stood agazed on him :

His soldiers spying his undaunted spirit

A Talbot ! a Talbot ! cried out amain
And rush’d into the bowels of the battle.

Here had the conquest fully been seal’d up, 1;

If Sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward:

He, being in the vaward, placed behind
With purpose to relieve and follow them,

Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke.

Hen^e grew the general wreck and massacre ;

Enclosed were they with their enemies :

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin’s grace,

Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back,

Whom all France with their chief assemble

strength
Durst not presume to look once in the face.

Bed. Is Talbot slain? then I will slay myscll

For living idly here in pomp and ease,

Whilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid,

Unto his dastard foemen is betray’d.

Mess. O po, he lives; but is took prisoner,

And Lord Scales with him and Lord Hungerfon

Most of the rest slaughter’d or took likewise.

Bed. His ransom there is none but I shall pa}

I’ll hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne

His crown shall be the ransom of my friend ; 1 \

Pour of their lords I ’ll change for one of ours.

Farewell, my masters ;
to my task will I

;

Bonfires in P'rance forthwith I am to make,

To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal :

Ten thousand soldiers with me I will take,
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ose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake.

less. So you had need ;
for Orleans is besieged

;

2 English army is grown weak and faint

:

; Earl of Salisbury craveth supply,

i hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 160

ce they, so few, watch such a multitude.

'.xe. Remember, lords, your oaths to Henry
sworn,

ler to quell the Dauphin utterly,

bring him in obedience to your yoke.

'ed. I do remember it; and here take my
leave,

go about my preparation. {Exit,

iou. I ’ll to the Tower with all the haste I can,

view the artillery and munition

;

1 then I will proclaim young Henry king.
{Exit.

'xe. To Eltham will I, where the young king is,

ng ordain’d his special governor, 171

1 for his safety there I’ll best devise. {Exit,

'/in. Each hath his place and function to

attend

:

it left out ; for me nothing remains,

long I will not be Jack out of office

:

: king from Eltham I intend to steal

1 sit at chiefest stern of public weal. {Exeunt.

Scene II. France. Before Orleans.

nd a flourish. Enter Charles, Alenqon,
'id Reignier, marching with drum and
oldiers.

kar. Mars his true moving, even as in the

heavens
n the earth, to this day is not known

:

i did he shine upon the. English side

;

7 we are vidtors ; upon us he smiles,

at towns of any moment but we have?
ileasure here we lie near Orleans

;

erwhilesthe famish’d English, like pale ghosts,
ltly besiege us one hour in a month.
ten. They want their porridge and their fat

bull-beeves

:

:er they must be dieted like mules 10

have their provender tied to their mouths
jiteous they will look, like drowned mice.
eig. Let ’s raise the siege : why live we idly

here?
>ot is taken, whom we wont to fear ;

laineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury

;

he may well in fretting spend his gall,

men nor money hath he to make war.
har. Sound, sound alarum ! we will rush on
them.
for the honour of the forlorn French !

I forgive my death that killeth me 20
m he sees me go back one foot or fly. {Exeunt.

e alarum ; they are beaten back by the
nglish with great loss. Re-enter Charles,
lenqon, and Reignier.

tar. Who ever saw the like? what men
have I •!

s ! cowards ! dastards ! I would ne’er have
fled,

that they left me ’midst my enemies.
dg. Salisbury is a desperate homicide

;

ighteth as one weary of his life,

other lords, like lions wanting food,

Do rush upon us as their hungry prey.
Alen. Froissart, a countryman of ours, records,

England all Olivers and Rowlands bred 30
During the time Edward the Third did reign.

More truly now may this be verified

;

For none but Samsons and Goliases
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten

!

Lean raw-boned rascals ! who would e’er suppose
They had such courage and audacity?
Char. Let’s leave this town ; for they are hare-

brain’d slaves,

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager

:

Of old I know them; rather with their teeth 39
The walls they’ll tear down than forsake the siege.

Reig. I think, by some odd gimmors or device
Their arms are set like clocks, still to strike on

;

Else ne’er could they hold out so as they do.
By my consent, we’ll even let them alone.
* Alen. Be it so.

Enter the Bastard of Orleans.

Bast. Where’s the Prince Dauphin? I have
news for him.

Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome
to us.

Bast. Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer
appall’d

:

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence?
Be not dismay’d, for succour is at hand

; 50
A holy maid hither with me I bring,
Which by a vision sent to her from heaven
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege
And drive the English forth the bounds of France.
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath,
Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome :

What’s past and what’s to come she can descry.
Speak, shall I call her in? Believe my words,
For they are certain and unfallible.

Char. Go, call her in. {Exit Bastard.] But
first, to try her skill, 60

Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place :

Question her proudly; let thy looks be stern :

By this means shall we sound what skill she hath.

Re-enter the Bastard of Orleans, with Joan
La Pucelle.

Reig. Fair maid, is’t thou wilt do these won-
drous feats?

Puc. Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to be-
guile me?

Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind

;

I know thee well, though never seen before.

Be not amazed, there’s nothing hid from me

:

In private will I talk with thee apart. 69
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile.
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at first dash.

Puc. Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd’s
daughter,

My wit untrain’d in any kind of art.

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleased
To shine on my contemptible estate:

Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs,
And to sun’s parching heat display’d my cheeks,
God’s mother deigned to appear to me
And in a vision full of majesty
Will’d me to leave my base vocation 80
And free my country from calamity

:

Her aid she promised and assured success :

In complete glory she reveal’d herself

;
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And, whereas I was black and swart before,

With those clear rays which she infused on me
That beauty am I bless’d with which you see.

Ask me what question thou canst possible,

And I will answer unpremeditated:

My courage try by combat, if thou darest,

And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 90

Resolve on this, thou shalt be fortunate,

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate.

Char. Thou hast astonish’d me with thy high

terms:
Only this proof I ’ll of thy valour make,

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me,

And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true

;

Otherwise I renounce all confidence.

Puc. I am prepared : here is my keen-edged

sword,
Deck’d with five flower-de-luces on each side ;

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine’s

churchyard,
#

100

Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth.

Char. Then come, o’ God’s name; I fear no

woman.
Puc. And while I live, I’ll ne’er fly from a

man.
IHere they fight, and Joan La Pucelie

overcomes.

Char. Stay, stay thy hands! thou art an

Amazon
And lightest with the sword of Deborah.

Puc. Christ’s mother helps me, else I were

too weak.
Char. Whoe’er helps thee, ’tis thou that must

help me

:

Impatiently I burn with thy desire

;

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdued.

Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so, no
Let me thy servant and not sovereign be :

’Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus.

Puc. I must not yield to any rites of love,

For my profession’s sacred from above

:

When I have chased all thy foes from hence,

Then will I think upon a recompense.

Char. Meantime look gracious on thy pros-

trate thrall.

Reig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk.

A len. Doubtless he shrives this woman to her

smock;
'

Else ne’er could he so long protradl his speech.

Reig. Shall we disturb him, since he keeps

no mean? 121

A len. He may mean more than we poor men
do know : ....

These women are shrewd tempters with their

tongues.
.

Reig. My lord, where are you ? what devise

you on?
Shall we give over Orleans, or no?

Puc. Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants!

Fight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard.

Char. What she says I’ll confirm: we’ll fight

it out.

Puc. Assign’d am I to be the English scourge.

This night the siege assuredly I’ll raise : 130

Expedl Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days,

Since I have entered into these wars.

Glory is like a circle in the water,

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself

Till by broad spreading it disperse to nought.

With Henry’s death the English circle ends;

Dispersed are the glories it included.

Now am I like that proud insulting ship

Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once.

Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dov

Thou with an eagle art inspired then.

Helen, the mother of great Constantine,

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like t

Bright star of Venus, fall’n down on the eartl

How may I reverently worship thee enough}
A len. Leave off delays, and let us raise

siege.

Reig. Woman, do what thou canst to save

honours

;

Drive them from Orleans and be immortalize

Char. Presently we’ll try : come, let’s a

about it

:

No prophet will I trust, if she prove false.

\Exe

Scene III. London. Before the Towei

Enter the Duke of Gloucester, with
Serving-men in blue coats.

Glou. I am come to survey the Tower
day

:

Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is conveya
Where be these warders, that they wait

here ?

Open the gates ;
’tis Gloucester that calls.

First Warder. [Within\ Who’s there

knocks so imperiously ?

First Serv. It is the noble Duke of G
eester.

Second Warder. [Within] Whoe’er he

you may not be let in.

First Serv. Villains, answer you so the

protedlor?

First Warder. [Within] The Lord prc

him ! so we answer him

:

We do no otherwise than we are will’d.

Glou. Who willed you? or whose will st£

but mine?
There’s none protedlor of the realm but I.

Break up the gates, I’ll be your warrantize

:

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms?
[Gloucester’s men rush at the Tower Gates,

Woodvile the Lieutenant speaks wit

\

Woodv. What noise is this? what traitors 1

we here?
Glou. Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I h

Open the gates; here’s Gloucester that w<

enter.

Woodv. Have patience, noble duke; I i

not open;
The Cardinal of Winchester forbids

:

From him I have express commandment
That thou nor none of thine shall be let in.

Glou. Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizest

’fore me?
Arrogant Winchester, that haughty prelate,

Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne’er c<

brook ?

Thou art no friend to God or to the king

:

Open the gates, or I’ll shut thee out shortly.

Serving-men. Open the gates unto the -

protedlor,

Or we’ll burst them open, if that you coine

quickly.
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er to the Proteflor at the Tower Gates Win-
chester and his men in tawny coats.

r
in. How now, ambitious Humphry ! what
means this?

’

ou

.

Reel’d priest, dost thou command me to

be shut out? 30
In. I do, thou most usurping proditor,

not protestor, of the king or realm.
'ou. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator,

1 that contrivedst to murder our dead lord ;

1 that givest whores indulgences to sin :

:anvass thee in thy broad cardinal’s hat,

ou proceed in this thy insolence.

in. Nay, stand thou back; I will not budge
a foot

:

be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain,

!ay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 40
ou. I will not slay thee, but I ’ll drive thee
back:
scarlet robes as a child’s bearing-cloth
ise to carry thee out of this place.

in. Do what thou darest
;

I beard thee to

thy face.

ou. What ! am I dared and bearded to my
face?

»
r

,
men, for all this privileged place ;

coats to tawny coats. Priest, beware your
beard ;

an to tug it and to cuff you soundly :

;r my feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat

:

ite of pope or dignities of church, 50
by the cheeks I’ll drag thee up and down.

in. Gloucester, thou wilt answer this be-
fore the pope.
ni. Winchester goose, I cry, a rope! a rope!
beat them hence

;
why do you let them stay?

I’ll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s array,
tawny coats ! out, scarlet hypocrite !

Gloucester’s men beat out the Cardinals
n, and enter in the Jmrly-burly the Mayor
-.ondon and his Officers.

y. Fie, lords! that you, being supreme
magistrates,

contumeliously should break the peace !

u. Peace, mayor! thou know’st little ofmy
wrongs :

’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king,
here distrain’d the Tower to his use. 61
n. Here’s Gloucester, a foe to citizens,

;
hat still motions war and never peace,
barging your free purses with large fines,

seeks to overthrow religion,
ise he is protedtor of the realm,
rould have armour here out of the Tower,
Dwn himself king and suppress the prince.
u. I will not answer the© with words, but
>Iows. [Here they skirmish again,
y. Nought rests for me in this tumultuous
Jtrife

7o
> make open proclamation

:

. officer
; as loud as e’er thou canst 0

All manner of men assembled here in
his day against God’s peace and the king’s,
arge and command you, in his highness’
to repair to your several dwelling-places

;

and not to wear, handle, oruse any sword, weapon,
or dagger, henceforward, upon pain of death.

Glou. Cardinal, I ’ll be no breaker of the law

:

But we shall meet, and break our minds at large.Win. Gloucester, we will meet ; to thy cost,

be sure

:

Thy heart-blood I will have for this day’s work.
May. I ’ll call for clubs, if you will not away.

This cardinal’s more haughty than the devil.

Glou. Mayor, farewell: thou dost but what
thou mayst.

Win. Abominable Gloucester, guard thy head

;

For I intend to have it ere long.
[Exeunt, severally, Gloricester and Win-

chester with their Serving-men.
May. See the coast clear’d, and then we will

depart.

Good God, these nobles should such stomachs
bear

! _ 90
I myself fight not once in forty year. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. Orleans.

Enter, on thewalls, a Master Gunner andhis Boy.

M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know’st how Orleans is

besieged,
And how the English have the suburbs won.
Boy. Father, I know; and oft have shot at

them,
Howe’er unfortunate I miss’d my aim.
M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou

ruled by me

:

.Chief master-gunner am I of this town

;

Something I must do to procure me grace.
The prince’s espials have informed me
How the English, in the suburbs close intrench’d,
Wont through a secret grate of iron bars 10 i

In yonder tower to overpeer the city
And thence discover how with most advantage
They may vex us with shot or with assault.
To intercept this inconvenience,
A piece of ordnance ’gainst it I have placed

;

And even these three days have I watch’d,
If I could see them.
Now do thou watch, for I can stay no longer.
If thou spy’st any, run and bring me word

;

And thou shalt find me at the governor’s. [Exit.
Boy. Father, I warrant you ; take you no care ;

I’ll never trouble you, if I may spy them. [Exit.

Enter, on the turrets, the Lords Salisbury and
Talbot, Sir William Glansdale, Sir
Thomas Gargrave, and others.

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d

!

How wert thou handled being prisoner?
Or by what means got’st thou to be released?
Discourse, I prithee, on this turret’s top.
Tal

.

The Duke of Bedford had a prisoner
Call’d the brave Lord Ponton de Santrailles

;

For him was I exchanged and ransomed.
But with a baser man of arms by far 30
Once in contempt they would have barter’d me

:

Which I disdaining scorn’d and craved death
Rather than I would be so vile-esteem’d.
In fine, redeem’d I was as I desired.
But, O ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds myheart.
Whom with my bare fists I would execute,
If I now had him brought into my power.
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Sal. Yet tell’st thou not how thou wert en-

tertain’d.

Tal. With scoffs and scorns and contumelious

taunts.

In open market-place produced they me, 40
To be a public spedlacle to all

:

Here, said they, is the terror o-f the French,
The scarecrow that affrights our children so.

Then broke I from the officers that led me,
And with my nails digg’d stones out of the ground,

To hurl at the beholders of my shame

:

My grisly countenance made others fly

;

None durst come near for fear of sudden death.

In iron walls they deem’d me not secure ;

So great fear ofmy name ’mongst them was spread

That they supposed. I could rend bars of steel 51

And spurn in pieces posts of adamant

:

Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had
That walked about me every minute while

;

And if I did but stir out of my bed,

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart.

Enter the Boy with a linstock.

Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you en-

dured,
But we will be revenged sufficiently.

Now it is supper-time in Orleans

:

Here, through this grate, I count each one 60

And view the Frenchmen how they fortify:

Let us look in ; the sight will much delight thee.

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glansdale,

Let me have your express opinions

Where is best place to make our battery next.

Gar. I think, at the north gate; for there

stand lords.

Gian. And I, here,, at the bulwark of the

bridge.

Tal. For aught I see, this city must be

famish’d.

Or with light skirmishes enfeebled.

[Here they shoot. Salisbury and Gargravefall.
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched

sinners 1 7°

Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, wofulman !

Tal. What chance is this that suddenly hath

cross’d us ?

Speak, Salisbury ;
at least, if thou canst speak

:

How farest thou, mirror of all martial men ?

One of thy eyes and thy cheek’s side struck off!

Accursed tower ! accursed fatal hand
That hath contrived this woful tragedy

!

In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame;

Henry the Fifth he first train’d to the wars ;

Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck up,

His sword did ne’er leave striking in the field. 81

Yet livest thou, Salisbury? though thy speech

doth fail,

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace

:

The sun with one eye vieweth all the world.

Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive,

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands !

Bear hence his body
;

I will help to bury it.

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life?

Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him.

Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort; 90

Thou shalt not die whiles

—

He beckons with his hand and smiles on me,

As who should say ‘When I am dead and gone,

|

Remember to avenge me on the French.'

Plantagenet, I will; and like thee, Nero,
Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn •,

Wretched shall France be only in my name.

[Here an alarum
,
and it thtinders and ligi

What stir is this? what tumult’s in the heav

Whence cometh this alarum and the noise?

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French
gather’d head

:

The Dauphin, with one Joan la PucelLe job
A holy prophetess new risen up,

Is come with a great power to raise the sieg

[Here Salisbury lifteth himselftip andgr
Tal. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury

groan

!

1 1 irks his heart he cannot be revenged.
Frenchmen, I’ll be a Salisbury to you;
Pucelle or puzzel, dolphin or dogfish,

Your hearts I’ll stamp out with my horse’s!

And make a quagmire of your mingled brai:

Convey me Salisbury' into his tent,

And then we’ll try what these dastard Fr

men dare. [A Varum. Ex

Scene V. The same.

Here an alarum again : and Talbot pur
the Dauphin, and driveth him : then

Joan La Pucelle, driving Englis,

before her,
and exit after them-: then re-

Talbot.

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour

my force?
^

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay the

A woman clad in armour chaseth them.

Re-enter La Pucelle.

Here, here she comes. I’ll have about with

Devil or devil’s dam, I’ll conjure thee :

Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch,

And straightway give thy soul to him thou se.

Puc. Come, come, ’tis only I that mus
grace thee. [Here theyj

Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so t<

vail?

My breast I’ll burst with straining of my co

And from my shoulders crack my arms asun

But I will chastise this high-minded strump
[Theyfight a,

Puc. Talbot, farewell; thy hour is no

come

;

I must go victual Orleans forthwith.

[A short alarum: then enter the town
soh

O’ertake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy stre

Go, go, cheer up thy hungry-starved men;

Help Salisbury to make his testament:

This day is ours,. as many more shall be. L

Tal. My thoughts are whirled like a pc

wheel

;

I know not where I am, nor what I do :

A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal,

Drives back our troops and conquers as she

So beeswith smoke and doves with noisome s

Are from their hives and houses driven awa

They call’d us for our fierceness English doj

Now, like to whelps, we crying run away.
[A short ala
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;ountrymen I either renew the fight,

the lions out of England’s coat;
ice your soil, give sheep in lions’ stead

:

-un not half so treacherous from the wolf,
;e or oxen from the leopard, 31
fly from your oft-subdued slaves.

[Alarum . Here another skirmish.
lot be: retire into your trenches;

: consented unto Salisbury’s death,
le would strike a stroke in his revenge,
is enter’d into Orleans,

: of us or aught that we could do.
Id I were to die with Salisbury !

ime hereof will make me hide my head.
it Talbot. Alarum ; retreat ; flourish.

Scene VI. The same.

,
on the walls

, La Pucelle, Charles,
Leignier, Alen^on, and Soldiers.

Advance our waving colours on the
ills;

1 is Orleans from the English

:

»an la Pucelle hath perform’d her word.
Divinest creature, Astrsea’s daughter,

all I honour thee for this success ?

tmises are like Adonis’ gardens
.e day bloom’d and fruitful were the next,
triumph in thy glorious prophetess !

’d is the town of Orleans :

essed hap did ne’er befall our state. 10
Why ring not out the bells aloud

oughout the town?
1, command the citizens make bonfires
it and banquet in the open streets,
»rate the joy that God hath given us.
All France will be replete with mirth

1 joy,

iey shall hear how we have play’d the
n.

’Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day
von;

:h I will divide my crown with her,
he priests and friars in my realm
procession sing her endless praise. 20
sr pyramis to her I ’ll rear
todope’s or Memphis’ ever was

:

ry of her when she is dead,
:s, in an urn more precious
: rich-jewei’d coffer of Darius,
•ted shall be at high festivals
ie kings and queens of France.
r on Saint Denis will we cry,
la Pucelle shall be France’s saint,
and let us banquet royally, 30

s golden day of vidjtory.

[Flourish . Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. Before Orleans.

sergeant ofa band
,
with two Sentinels.

Sirs, take your places and be vigilant

:

ise or soldier you perceive
he walls, by some apparent sign
ye knowledge at the court of guard.

Sergeant, you shall. [Exit Ser-
if.] Thus are poor servitors,

KING HENRY VI.

When others sleep upon their quiet beds.
Constrain’d to watch in darkness, rain and cold.

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and
forces

, with scaling-ladders
, their drums

beating a dead march.
Tal Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy,

Ly whose approach the regions -of Artois,
Wallon and Picardy are friends to us, 10
This happy night the. Frenchmen are secure.
Having all day caroused and banqueted:
Embrace we then this opportunity
As fitting best to quittance their deceit
Contrived by art and baleful sorcery.
Bed Coward of France ! how much he wrongs

his fame,
Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude,
To join with witches and the help of hell

!

Bur. Traitors have never other company.
But what’s that Pucelle whom they term so

pure ?
. 20

Tal. A maid, they say.
Bed. A maid ! and be so martial

!

Bur. Pray God she prove not masculine ere
long,

If underneath the standard of the French
She carry armour as she hath begun.

Tal. Well, let them practise and converse with
spirits

:

God is our fortress, in whose conquering name
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks.
Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot; we will follow

thee.

TVr/. Not all together: better far, I guess,
l hat we do make our entrance several ways; 30
That, if it chance the one of us do fail,

The other yet may rise against their force.
Bed. Agreed : I ’ll to yond corner.

_ And I to this.
1 at.. And here will Talbot mount, or make

his grave.
Now, Salisbury, for thee, and for the right
Of English Henry, shall this night appear
How much in duty I am bound to both.
Sent. Arm ! arm ! the enemy doth make

assault
!

[Cry : ‘ St George,’ ‘ A Talbot. ’

The French leaf over the walls in their shirts.
Enter

, several ways
,
the Bastard of Orleans,

Alen^on, c^Reignier, halfready
, andhalf

unready.

Ale11. How now, my lords! what, all un-
ready so?

Bast. Unready ! ay, and glad we ’scaped so
well.

4Q
Reig. ’Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave

our beds,
Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors.
Alen. Of all exploits since first I follow’d

arms.
Ne’er heard I of a warlike enterprise
More venturous or desperate than this.
Bast. I think this Talbot be a fiend of hell.
Reig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour

him.
Alen. Here cometh Charles: I marvel how

he sped.
Bast, lut, holy Joan was his defensive guard.
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Enter Charles and La Pucelle.

Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful

dame? 5°

Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal,

Make us partakers of a little gain,

That now our loss might be ten times so much?

Puc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his

friend?

At all times will you have my power alike?

Sleeping or waking must I still prevail,

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me

.

Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been good,

This sudden mischief never could have fall n.

Char. Duke of Alengon, this was your de-

fault,
„

. ,

60

That, being captain of the watch to-night,

Did look no better to that weighty charge.

Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely

kept
As that whereof I had the government,

<

We had not been thus shamefully surprised.

Bast. Mine was secure.
.

Bei*. And so was mine, my lord.

Char. And, for myself, most part of all this

night,
.

. ~

Within her quarter and mine own precinct

I was employ’d in passing to and fro,

About relieving of the sentinels : 7°

Then how or which way should they first

break in?

Puc. Question, my lords, no further ofthe case,

How or which way: ’tis sure they found some

But weakly guarded, where the breach was made.

And now there rests no other shift but this

;

To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispersed,

And lay new platforms to endamage them.

The treacherous manner of his mournful d i

And what a terror he had been to Franee. ;

But, lords, in all our bloody massacre,

I muse we met not with the Dauphin’s gn,

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan ofp

Nor any of his false confederates. I

Bed. ’Tis thought, Lord Talbot, wl J

fight began,
.

Roused on the sudden from their drowsy

They did amongst the troops of armed me

Leap o’er the walls for refuge in the field.

Bur. Myself, as far as I could well dis

For smoke and dusky vapours of the nigh

Am sure I scared the Dauphin and his tri

When arm in arm they both came swiftly ri

Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves
_

That could not live asunder day or night.

After that things are set in order here,

We’ll follow them with all the power we

A larum. Enter an English Soldier, crying ‘A
Talbot l a Talbot /’ They fly* leaving their

clothes behind.

Sold I’ll be so bold to take what they have

left. r ,

The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword

;

For I have loaden me with many spoils, Bo

Using no other weapon but his name. [Exit.

Scene II. Orleans. Within the town.

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a
Captain, and others.

Bed. The day begins to break, and night

is fled,
, ,

Whose pitchy mantle over-veil d the earth.
%

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit.

[.Retreat sounded.

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury,

And here advance it in the market-place,

The middle centre of this cursed town

Now have I paid my vow unto his soul

;

For every drop of blood was drawn from him

There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night.

And that hereafter ages may behold IC

What ruin happen’d in revenge of him,

Within their chiefest temple I’ll eredl

A tomb, wherein his corpse shall be mterr d

:

Upon the which, that every one may read,

Shall be engraved the sack of Orleans.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. All hail, my lords! Which
princely train

Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts

So much applauded through the realm of

Tal. Here is the Talbot: who woul

with him?
Mess. The virtuous lady, CountessofAt

With modesty admiring thy renown.

By me entreats, great lord, thou woulds

safe

To visit her poor castle where she lies,

That she may boast she hath beheld the

Whose glory fills the world with loud rep

Bur. Is it even so? Nay, then, I see c

Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport,
.

When ladies crave to be encounter d wit.

You may not, my lord, despise her gentl

Tal. Ne’er trust me then ;
for when

of men
Could not prevail with all their oratory.

Yet hath a woman’s kindness over-ru.ed

And therefore tell her I return great tha

And in submission will attend on her.

Will not your honours bear me company

Bed. No, truly ;
it is more than mann

And I have heard it said, unbidden guei

Are often welcomest when they are gon<

Tal. Well then, alone, since there sno

I mean to prove this lady’s courtesy.
^

Come hither, captain. [Whispers.j
1

ceive my mind?
CaM. I do, my lord, and mean accoi

r
[.Exe

Scene III. Auvergne. The Countess

Enter the Countess and her Por

Count. Porter, remember what I

charge; .

And when you have done so, bring

to me.
Port. Madam, I will.

,

Count

.

The plot is laid : if all thing

right,

I shall as famous be by this exploit

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus death.

Great is the rumour of this dreadful kn

And his achievements of no less accoun
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vould mine eyes be witness with mine ears,

q their censure of these rare reports. io

Enter Messenger and Talbot.

f. Madam,
ding as your ladyship desired,

ssage craved, so is Lord Talbot come.
nt. And he is welcome. What! is this

he man?
r. Madam, it is.

nt. Is this the scourge of France?
the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad
/ith his name the mothers still their babes?
eport is fabulous and false

:

?ht I should have seen some Hercules,
nd He<5tor, for his grim aspedt, 20
rge proportion of his strong-knit limbs,

his is a child, a silly dwarf

!

lot be this weak and writhled shrimp
l strike such terror to his enemies.
Madam, I have been bold to trouble you

;

ice your ladyship is not at leisure,

t some other time to visit you.
it. What means he now? Go ask him
hither he goes.

r. Stay, my Lord Talbot; for my lady
-aves

•w the cause of your abrupt departure. 30
Marry, for that she's in a wrong belief,

certify her Talbot’s here.

Re-enter Porter with keys.

it. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner.
Prisoner! to whom?

To me, blood-thirsty lord ;

r that cause I train’d thee to my house,
ime thy shadow hath been thrall to me,
my gallery thy pidture hangs

:

w the substance shall endure the like,

will chain these legs and arms of thine,
ast by tyranny these many years 40
l our country, slain our citizens
at our sons and husbands captivate.
Ha, ha, ha

!

t. Laughest thou, wretch? thy mirth
tall turn to moan.

I laugh to see your ladyship so fond
k that you have aught but Talbot’s shadow
m to pradtise your severity.
t. Why, art not thou the man?

I am indeed.
t. Then have I substance too.
No, no, I am but shadow of myself: 50

i deceived, my substance is not here

;

at you see is but the smallest part
1st proportion of humanity

:

ou, madam, were the whole frame here,
such a spacious lofty pitch,
•of were not sufficient to contain ’t.

t. This is a riddling merchant for the
•nee;

be here, and yet he is not here

:

m these contrarieties agree ?

That will I show you presently. 60
lW his horn. Drums strike up : a

peal ofordnance. Enter Soldiers.
y you, madam? are you now persuaded
albot is but shadow of himself?

These are his substance, sinews, arms and
j

strength,
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks,
Razeth your cities and subverts your towns
And in a moment makes them desolate.

Count. Victorious Talbot
!
pardon my abuse :

I find thou art no less than fame hath bruited
And more than may be gather’d by thy shape.
Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath; 70
For I am sorry that with reverence
I did not entertain thee as thou art.

Tal. Be not dismay’d, fair lady; nor mis-
construe

The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake
The outward composition of his body.
What you have done hath not offended me

;

Nor other satisfaction do I crave,
But only, with your patience, that we may
Taste of your wine and see what cates you have

;

For soldiers’ stomachs always serve them well. 80
Count. With all my heart, and think me

. honoured
To feast so great a warrior in my house.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. London. The Temple-garden.

Enter the Earls of Somerset, Suffolk, and
Warwick; Richard Plantagenet, Ver-
non, and another Lawyer.

Plan. Great lords and gentlemen, what means
this silence?

Dare no man answer in a case of truth ?

Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too loud

;

The garden here is more convenient.
Plan. Then say at once if I maintain’d the

truth

;

Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error?
Suf. Faith, I have been a truant in the law,

And never yet could frame my will to it

;

And therefore frame the law unto my will.

Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then,
between us. 10

War. Between two hawks, which flies the
higher pitch

;

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth

;

Between two blades, which bears the better
temper

:

Between two horses, which doth bear him best ;

Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye

;

I have perhaps some shallow spirit ofjudgement;
But in these nice sharp quiilets of the law,
Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw.
Plan. Tut, tut, here isa mannerly forbearance

:

The truth appears so naked on my side 20
That any purblind eye may find it out.

Som. And on my side it is so well apparell’d,
So clear, so shining and so evident
That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye.
Plan. Since you are tongue-tied and so loath

to speak,
In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts

:

Let him that is a true-born gentleman
And stands upon the honour of his birth.
If he suppose that I have pleaded truth,
From off this brier pluck a white rose with me. 30
Som. Let him that is no coward nor no flat-

terer,

But dare maintain the party of the truth,
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Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me.

War. I love no colours, and without all colour

Of base insinuating flattery

I pluck this white rose with Plantagenet.

Stef. I pluck this red rose with young Somerset

And say withal I think he held the right.

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck

no more,
Till you conclude that he upon whose side 40

The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree

Shall yield the other in the right opinion.
.

Som. Good Master Vernon, it is well objedted

:

If I have fewest, I subscribe in silence.

Plan. And I.

Ver. Then for the truth and plainness of the

case,

I pluck this pale and maiden blossom here,

Giving my verdidf; on the white rose side.

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off,

Lest bleeding you do paint the white rose red 50

And fall on my side so, against your will.

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed.

Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt

And keep me on the side where still I am.

Som. Well, well, come on: who else?

Law. Unless my study and my booksbe false.

The argument you held was wrong in you

;

{To Somerset.

In sign whereof I pluck a white rose too.

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argu-

ment?
Som. Here in my scabbard, meditating that

Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red. 61

Plan. Meantime your cheeks do counterfeit

our roses

;

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing

The truth on our side.

Som. No, Plantagenet,

’Tis not for fear but anger that thy cheeks

Blush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses,

And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error.

Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset?

Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet?

Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his

truth ;
7°

Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood.

Som. Well, I ’ll find friends to wear my bleed-

ing roses.

That shall maintain what I have said is true,

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen.

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my
hand,

I scorn thee and ,thy fashion, peevish boy.

Suf Turn not thy scorns this way, Planta-

On any plot of ground in Christendom.

Was not thy father, Richard Earl of Ca~
For treason executed in our late king’s da

And, by his treason, stand’st not thou atta

Corrupted, and exempt from ancient genti

His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; I

And, till thou be restored, thou art a yeon .

Plan. My father was attached, not att; 3

Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitc

And that I ’ll prove on better men than So: 1

Were growing time once ripen’d to my wil

For your partaker Pole and you yourself,

I’ll note you in my book of memory,
To scourge you for this apprehension

:

Look to it well and say you are well warn'

Som. Ah, thou shalt find us ready f<t

still

;

And know us by these colours for thy foe;

For these my friends in spite of thee shall 1

Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and 1

rose,

As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate,

Will I for ever and my faction wear.

Until it wither with me to my grave

Or flourish to the height of my degree.

Suf. Go forward and be choked with I

bition

!

And so farewell,until I meet thee next.

Som. Have with thee, Pole. Farew
bitious Richard.

Plan. How I am braved and must*
endure it

!

War. This blot that they objedt agair

house
Shall be wiped out in the next parliament

Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloi

And if thou he not then created York,

I will not live to be accounted Warwick.
Meantime, in signal of my love to thee,

Against proud Somerset and William Pol

Will I upon thy party wear this rose :

And here I prophesy : this brawl to-day,

Grown to this fadtion in the Temple-gard<

Shall send between the red rose and the v

A thousand souls to death and deadly nigl

Plan. Good Master Vernon, I am b(

you,
That you on my behalf would pluck a flov

Ver. In your behalf still will I wear th

Law. And so will I.

Plan. Thanks, gentle sir.

Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say

This quarrel will drink blood another day

genei.
Plan. Proud Pole, I will, and scorn both him

and thee.

Suf. I’ll turn my part thereof into thy throat.

Som. Away, away, good William de la Pole!

We grace the yeoman by conversing with him. 81

War. Now, by God’s will, thou wrong’st him,

Somerset;
His grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence,

Third son to the third Edward King of England

:

Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root ?

Plan. He bears him on the place’s privilege,

Or durst mot, for his craven heart, say thus.

Som. By him that made me, I’ll maintainmy
words

Scene V. The Tower ofLondon

Enter Mortimer, brought in a chair

Gaolers.

Mor. Kind keepers ofmy weak decay;

Let dying Mortimer here rest himself.

Even like a man new haled from the rack.

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment,

And these grey locks, the pursuivants of <

Nestor-like aged in an age of care.

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer.

These eyes, like lamps whose wasting oil 1

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent;
< j

Weak shoulders, overborne with burthenm
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oithless arms, like to a wither’d vine n
droops his sapless branches to the ground

:

ire these feet, whose strengthless stay is

numb,
le to support this lump of clay,

-winged with desire to get a grave,
tting I no other comfort have.
;11 me, keeper, will my nephew come?
st Gaol. Richard Plantagenet, my lord,

will come

:

:nt unto the Temple, unto his chamber;
mswer was return’d that he will come. 20
r. Enough: my soul shall then be satisfied,

gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine.
Henry Monmouth first began to reign,
j whose glory I was great in arms,
oathsome sequestration have I had

;

ven since then hath Richard been obscured,
ved of honour and inheritance.

dw the arbitrator of despairs,

eath, kind umpire of men’s miseries,
sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence :

Id his troubles likewise were expired, 31
>0 he might recover what was lost.

Enter Richard Plantagenet.

ft Gaol. My lord, your loving nephew now
s come.
' Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he
:ome?

k. Ay, noble unde, thus ignobly used,
lephew, late despised Richard, comes.
' Diredl mine arms I may embrace his
eck,

1 his bosom spend my latter gasp

:

me when my lips do touch his cheeks,
may kindly give one fainting kiss. 40
dw declare, sweet stem from York’s great
tock,

lidstjhou say, of late thou wert despised ?

z. First, lean thine aged back against mine
rm;
1 that ease, I ’ll tell thee my disease.

: ay, in argument upon a ease,
words there grew ’twixt Somerset and me
' which terms he used his lavish tongue
d upbraid me with my father’s death

:

obloquy set bars before my tongue,
ith the like I had requited him. 50
ore, good uncle, for my father’s sake,
our of a true Plantagenet
r alliance sake, declare the cause
her, Earl of Cambridge, lost his head.
That cause, fair nephew, that imprison’d

So

th detain’d me all my flowering youth
a loathsome dungeon, there to pine,
rsed .instrument of his decease.
. Discover more at large what cause that
as,

m ignorant and cannot guess. 60
I will, if that my fading breath permit

ath approach not ere my tale be done,
the Fourth, grandfather to this king,
d his nephew Richard, Edward’s so>n,
t-begotten and the lawful heir
ard king, the third of that descent

:

vhose reign the Percies of the north,

Finding his usurpation most unjust,
Endeavour’d my advancement to the throne

:

The reason moved these warlike lords to this 70
Was, for that—young King Richard thus removed,
Leaving no heir begotten of his body

—

I was the next by birth and parentage;
For by my mother I derived am
From Lionel Duke of Clarence, the third son
To King Edward the Third

; whereas he
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree.
Being but fourth of that heroic line.
But mark : as in this haughty great attempt
They laboured to plant the rightful heir,
I lost my liberty and they their lives.
Long after this, when Henry the Fifth,
Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, did reign,
Thy father, Earl of Cambridge, then derived’
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York,
Marrying my sister that thy mother was,
Again in pity of my hard distress
Levied an army, weening to redeem
And have install’d me in the diadem :

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl go
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers,
In whom the/title rested, were suppress’d.
Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour i9 the

last.

Mor. True ; and thou seest that I no issue have
And that my fainting words do warrant death :

Thou art my heir; the rest I wish thee gather:
But yet be wary in thy studious care.
Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with

me

:

But yet, methinks, my father’s execution
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 100
Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic

:

Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster
And like a mountain, not to be removed.
But now thy uncle is removing hence ;

As princes do their eourts, when they are elby’d
With long continuance in a settled place.
Plan. O, uncle, would some part ofmy young

years
Might but redeem the passage of your age !

Mor. Thou dost then wrong me, as that
slaughterer doth 109

Which giveth many wounds when one will kilL
Mourn not, except thou sorrow for my good;
Only give order for my funeral

:

And so farewell, and fair be all thy hopes
And prosperous be thy life in peace and war 1 [Dies.
Plan. And peace, no war, befall thy parting

soul

!

In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage
And like a hermit overpass’d thy days.
Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast 3And what I do imagine let that rest.

Keepers, convey him hence, and I myself 120
Will see his burial better than his life.

[-Exeunt Gaolers
, bearing out the body

of Mortimer.
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer,
Choked with ambition of the meaner sort

:

And for those wrongs, thqse bitter injuries,
Which Somerset hath offer’d to my house,
I doubt not but with honour to redress;
And therefore haste I to the parliament,
Either to be restored to my blood,
Or make my ill the advantage of my good. [Exit.
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ACT III.

Scene I. London. The Parliament-house.

Flourish. Enter King, Exeter, Gloucester,

Warwick, Somerset, and Suffolk; the

Bishop of Winchester, Richard Planta-

genet, and others. Gloucester offers toput

tip a bill; Winchester snatches it
,
and tears

it.

Win. Comest thou with deep premeditated

With written pamphlets studiously devised,

Humphrey of Gloucester? If thou canst accuse,

Or aught intend’ st to lay unto my charge.

Do it without invention, suddenly

;

As I with sudden and extemporal speech

Purpose to answer what thou canst object.

Glou. Presumptuous priest ! this place com-

mands my patience,

Or thou shouldst find thou hast dishonour d me.

Think not, although in writing I preferr’d 10

The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes.

That therefore I have forged, or am not able

Verbatim to rehearse the method of my pen

:

No, prelate; such is thy audacious wickedness,

Thy lewd, pestiferous and dissentious pranks.

As very infants prattle of thy pride.

Thou art a most pernicious usurer,

Froward by nature, enemy to peace

;

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems

A man of thy profession and degree ;
2C

And for thy treachery, what’s more manifest?

In that thou laid’st a trap to take my life,

As well at London bridge as at the Tower.

Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sitted,

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt

From envious malice of thy swelling heart.

Win. Gloucester, I do defy thee. Lords

vouchsafe

To give me hearing what I shall reply.

If I were covetous, ambitious or perverse,

As he will have me, how am I so poor? 3 '

Or how haps it I seek not to advance

Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling i

And for dissension, who preferreth peace

More than I do?—except I be provoked.

No, my good lords, it is not that offends

;

It is not that that hath incensed the duke

:

It is, because no one should sway but he

;

No one but he should be about the king

,

And that engenders thunder in his breast

And makes him roar these accusations forth.

But he shall know I am as good

—

Glou. .

As good!

Thou bastard of my grandfather

!

Win. Ay, lordly sir ;
for what are you, I pray,

But one imperious in another’s throne ?

Glou. Am I not prote&or, saucy priest?

Win. And am not I a prelate of the church

.

Glou. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps

And useth it to patronage his theft.

Win. Unreverent Gloster

!

Glou. Thou art reverent

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 50

Win. Rome shall remedy this.

War. Roam thither, then.

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear.

War. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne.

Som. Methinks my lord should be religious

And know the office that belongs to .u.

War. Methinks his lordship should be

It fitteth not a prelate so to plead.
.

Som. Yes, when his holy state is tou

near. ,

War. State holy or unhallow d, what 0

Is not his grace protector to the king?

Plan. [Aside] Plantagenet, I see, mus

his tongue,
,

Lest it be said ‘ Speak, sirrah, when you s

Must your bold verdidt enter talk with lo^

Else would I have a fling at Winchester. *

King. Uncles of Gloucester and ofWmet i

The special watchmen of our English weal,

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail,

To join your hearts in love and amity.

O, what a scandal is it to our crown,
#

That two such noble peers as ye should j

Believe me, lords, my tender years can tel

Civil dissension is a viperous worm
That gnaws the bowels of the commonweal

[A noise within
,

‘ Down with the tawny -

What tumult’s this?

War. An uproar, I dare wari

Begun through malice of the bishop’s men.

[A noise again, ‘Stones! s

Enter Mayor.

May. O, my good lords, and virtuous 1

Pity the city of London, pity us !

The bishop and the Duke of Gloucester s

Forbidden late to carry any weapon.

Have fill’d their pockets full of pebble stor

And banding themselves in contrary parts

Do pelt so fast at one another’s pate l

That many have their giddy brains knock

Our windows are broke down in every str<

And we for fear compell’d to shut our sho;

40

Enter Serving-men, in skirmish ,
with l

pates.

King. We charge you, on allegiance to

To hold your slaughtering hands and kt

peace.
. . . . .

Pray, uncle Gloucester, mitigate this strit

First Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden

we’ll fall to it with our teeth.

Sec. Serv. Do what ye dare, we are

solute.
[Skirmish

Glou

.

You of my household, leave this

broil .

,

And set this unaccustom d fight aside.

Third Serv. My lord, we know you

to be a man . ,.

Just and upright ;
and, for your royal bir

Inferior to none but to his majesty .
_

And ere that we will suffer such a prince,

So kind a father of the commonweal,

To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate,

We and our wives and children all will he

And have our bodies slaughter d by thy t<

First Serv. Ay, and the very paring:

nails , ,

Shall pitch a field when we are dead^^

Glou. Stay stay

And if you love me, as you say you do,

Let me persuade you to forbear awhile,
^

Kino-. O, how this discord doth afflict

r
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you, my Lord of Winchester, behold
sighs and tears and will not once relent?
> should be pitiful, if you be not ?

yho should study to prefer a peace, no
)ly churchmen take delight in broils?
T
ar. Yield, my lord protector

;
yield, Win-

chester;

jpt you mean with obstinate repulse
lay your sovereign and destroy the realm,
see what mischief and what murder too
1 been enadled through your enmity

;

1 be at peace, except ye thirst for blood.
'in. He shall submit, or I will never yield.

ou. Compassion on the king commands me
stoop

;

would see his heart out, ere the priest 220
ild ever get that privilege of me.
ar. Behold, my Lord of Winchester, the
duke

1 banish’d moody discontented fury,

y his smoothed brows it doth appear

:

look you still so stern and tragical ?

m. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand.
ng. Fie, uncle Beaufort ! I have heard you
preach
malice was a great and grievous sin

;

will not you maintain the thing you teach,
wove a chief offender in the same ? 130
ar. Sweet king ! the bishop hath a kindly
gird.

hame, my lord of Winchester, relent

!

shall a child instrudl you what to do ?

in. Well, Duke of Gloucester, I will yield
to thee

;

for thy love and hand for hand I give.
'u. [Aside] Ay, but, I fear me, with a
hollow heart.

—

ere, my friends and loving countrymen

,

token serveth for a flag of truce
ixt ourselves and all our followers

:

Ip me God, as I dissemble not ! 140
n. [Aside] So help me God, as I intend it

not!

ig. O loving uncle, kindDuke of Gloucester,
joyful am I made by this contradt

!

, my masters ! trouble us no more

;

)in in friendship, as your lords have done.
st Serv. Content; I’ll to the surgeon’s.
.Serv.

'

And so will I.

rd Serv. And I will see what physic the
1 affords.

[Exeunt Serving-men
,
Mayor, &c.

r. Accept this scroll, most gracious
iovereign,

1 in the right of Richard Plantagenet 250
) exhibit to your majesty.
'*• Well urged, my Lord of Warwick: for,
weet prince,
your grace mark every circumstance,
ave great reason to do Richard right ;

ially for those occasions
ham Place I told your majesty.
g. And those occasions, uncle, were offorce ;

fore, my loving lords, our pleasure is

Richard be restored to his blood.
r- Let Richard be restored to his blood

;

-11 his father’s wrongs be recompensed. 161

p As will the rest, so willeth Winchester.
Hr* ^ Richard will be true, not that alone

But all the whole inheritance I give
That doth belong unto the house of York,
From whence you spring by lineal descent.
Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience

And humble service till the point of death.
King. Stoop then and set your knee against

my foot;
And, in reguerdon of that duty done, 170
I gird thee with the valiant sword of York

:

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet,
And rise created princely Duke of York.
Plan. And so thrive Richard as thy foes may

fall

!

And as my duty springs, so perish they
'I'hat grudge one thought against your majesty !

All. Welcome, high prince, the mighty Duke
of York !

Som. [Aside] Perish, base prince, ignoble
Duke of York

!

Glou. Now will it best avail your majesty
To cross the seas and to be crown’d in France:
The presence of a king engenders love 181
Amongst his subjects and his loyal friends,
As it disanimates his enemies;
King. When Gloucester says the word, King

Henry goes

;

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes.
Glou. Your ships already are in readiness.
[Sennet. Flourish. Exeunt ail but Exeter.
Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in

France,
Not seeing what is likely to ensue.
This late dissension grown betwixt the peers
Burns under feigned ashes of forged love 190
And will at last break out into a flame

;

As fester’d members rot but by degree,
Till bones and flesh and sinews fall away,
So will this base and envious discord breed.
And now I fear that fatal prophecy
Which in the time of Henry named the Fifth
Was in the mouth of every sucking babe

;

That Henry born at Monmouth should win all

And Henry born at Windsor lose all

:

Which is so plain that Exeter doth wish 200
His days may finish ere that hapless time. [Exit.

Scene II. France. Before Rouen.

Enter La Pucelle disguised, withfotir Soldiers I

with sacks upon their backs.

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of
Rouen,

Through which our policy must make a breach

;

Take heed, be wary how you place your words

;

Talk like the vulgar sort of market men
That come to gather money for their corn.
If we have entrance, as I hope we shall,

And that we find the slothful watch but weak,
I ’ll by a sign give notice to our friends,
That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them.
First Sol. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack

the city, IO
And we be lords and rulers over Rouen

;

Therefore we’ll knock. [Knocks.
Watch. [Within] Quiestla?
Puc. Paysans, pauvres gens de France

;

Poor market folks that come to sell their corn.Watch. Enter, go in ; the market bell is rung.

31
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Puc. Now, Rouen, I ’ll shake thy bulwarks to

the ground. [Exeunt

.

Enter Charles, the Bastard of Orleans,

Alenqon, Reignier, andforces.

Char. Saint Denis bless this happy stratagem !

And once again we ’ll sleep secure in Rouen.

Bast. Here enter’d Pucelle and herpradlisants

;

Now she is there, how will she specify 21

Where is the best and safest passage in ?

Reign. By thrusting out a torch from yonder
tower

;

Which, once discern’d, shows that her meaning is,

No way to that, for weakness, which she enter’d.

Enter La Pucelle on the top
,
thrusting out a

torch burning.

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch

That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen,

But burning fatal to the Talbotites !
[Exit.

Bast. See, noble Charles, the beacon of our

friend

;

The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 30

Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge,

A prophet to the fall of all our foes !

Reign. Defer no time, delays have dangerous

ends

:

Enter, and cry ‘The Dauphin !’ presently,

And then do execution on the watch.
[Alarum. Exeunt.

An alarum. Enter Talbot in an excursion.

Tal. France, thou shalt rue this treason with

thy tears,

If Talbot but survive thy treachery.

Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress,

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares,

That hardly we escaped the pride of France. 40
[Exit.

An alarum : excursions. Bedford, brought in

sick in a chair. Enter Talbot and Burgun-
dy without', within La Pucelle, Charles,
Bastard, Alenqon, and Reignier, on the

walls.

Puc. Good morrow, gallants ! want ye corn

for bread ?

I think the Duke of Burgundy will fast

Before he’ll buy again at such a rate

:

’Twas full of darnel ; do you like the taste?

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend and shameless court-

ezan !

I trust ere long to choke thee with thine own
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn.

Char. Your grace may starve perhaps before

that time.

Bed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge this

treason!

Puc. What will you do, good grey-beard?

break a lance,
t

5°

And run a tilt at death within a chair ?

Tal. Foul fiend of France, and hag of all

despite,

Encompass’d with thy lustful paramours !

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age

And twit with cowardice a man half dead ?

Damsel, I’ll have a bout with you again,

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame.

Puc. Are ye so hot, sir? yet, Pucelle,
!

thy peace;

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow.

[The English whisper together in com
God speed the parliament ! who shall be

speaker?
Tal. Dare ye come forth and meet us in

field?

Puc. Belike your lordship takes us ther

fools,

To try if that our own be ours or no.

Tal. I speak not to that railing Hecate,

But unto thee, Alengon, and the rest;.

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out?

Alen. Signior, no.

Tal. Signior, hang ! base muletersof Fra:

Like peasant foot-boys do they keep the wal!

And dare not take up arms like gentlemen.

Puc. Away, captains! let’s get us from

walls;

For Talbot means no goodness by his looks.

God be wi’ you, my lord ! we came but to tel!

That we are here. [Exeuntfrom the w
Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be 1

Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame!

Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house,

Prick’d on by public wrongs sustain’d in Fra

Either to get the town again or die

;

And I, as sure as English Henry lives

And as his father here was conqueror.

As sure as in this late-betrayed town
Great Coeur-de-lion’s heart was buried.

So sure I swear to get the town or die.

Bur. My vows are equal partners with

vows.
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying pr

The valiant Duke of Bedford. Come, my li

We will bestow you in some better place,

Fitter for sickness and for crazy age.

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour n

Here will I sit before the walls of Rouen
And will be partner of your weal or woe.

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now
suade you.

Bed. Not to be gone from hence; for

I read
That stout Pendragon in his litter sick

Came to the field and vanquished his foes

:

Methinks I should revive the soldiers’ heart;

Because I ever found them as myself.

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast

Then be it so : heavens keep old Bedford sa

And now no more ado, brave Burgundy,

But gather we our forces out of hand

And set upon our boasting enemy.
[Exeunt all but Bedford and A ttend

An alarum : excursions. Enter Sir Jo:

Fastolfe and a Captain.

Cap. Whither away, Sir John Fastolf

such haste?
Fast. Whither away ! to save myselfby n

We are like to have the overthrow again. 1

Cap. What! will you fly, and leave

Talbot?
Fast. Ay,

All the Talbots in the world, to save my Iik
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'ap. Cowardly knight ! ill fortune follow

thee !
[Exit.

treat: excursions. La Pucelle, ALEN50N,
and Charles fly.

'ed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven
please, 310

I have seen our enemies’ overthrow.
at is the trust or strength of foolish man?
:y that of late were daring with their scoffs

glad and fain by flight to save themselves.
[.Bedford dies

,
and is carried in by two in

his chair.

t alarum. Re-enter Talbot, Burgundy,
and the rest.

'al. Lost, and recover’d in a day again !

5 is a double honour, Burgundy

:

heavens have glory for this victory

!

ur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy
hrines thee in his heart and there eredls
' noble deeds as valour’s monuments. 120
'al. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is

Pucelle now ?

ink her old familiar is asleep

:

v where ’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles
his gleeks ?

at, all amort? Rouen hangs her head for

grief

t such a valiant company are fled,

v will we take some order in the town,
:ing therein some expert officers,

. then depart to Paris to the king,
there young Henry with his nobles lie.

ur. What wills Lord Talbot pleaseth Bur-
gundy. 130

al. But yet, before we go, let’s not forget
noble Duke of Bedford late deceased,
see his exequies fulfill’d in Rouen

:

•aver soldier never couched lance,
mtler heart did never sway in court;
kings and mightiest potentates must die,

that’s the end of human misery. [Exeunt.

Scene III. Theplains near Rouen.

'liter Charles, the Bastard ofOrleans,

Alen§on, La Pucelle, andforces.
’ic.

*
Dismay not, princes, at this accident,

grieve that Rouen is so recovered

;

; is no cure, but rather corrosive,
things that are not to be remedied,
frantic Talbot triumph for a while
like a peacock sweep along his tail ;

II pull his plumes and take away his train,
auphin and the rest will be but ruled.
r

iar. We have been guided by thee hitherto
of thy cunning had no diffidence ; 10
sudden foil shall never breed distrust.
xst. Search out thy wit for secret policies,
we will make thee famous through the world.
ten. We’ll set thy statue in some holy place,
have thee reverenced like a blessed saint

:

>loy thee then, sweet virgin, for our good.
•ic. Then thus it must be; this doth Joan
_
devise

:

air persuasions mix’d with sugar’d words
will entice the Duke of Burgundy
save the Talbot and to follow us. 20

4S3
j

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do
that,

France were no place for Henry’s warriors

;

Nor should that nation boast it so with us,
But be extirped from our provinces.
Alen. For ever should they be expulsed from

France
And not have title of an earldom here.
Puc. Your honours shall perceive how I will

work
To bring this matter to the wished end.

[.Drum sounds afar off.
Hark ! by the sound of drum you may perceive
Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 30

Here sound an English march. Enter
,
and

\

pass over at a distance
, Talbot and his

forces.

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread.
And all the troops of English after him.

French march. Enter the Duke of Burgundy
andforces.

Now in the rearward comes the duke and his

:

Fortune in favour makes him lag behind.
Summon a parley

; we will talk with him.

[ Trumpets sound a parley.
Char. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy !

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy?
Puc. The princely Charles of France, thy 1

countryman.
Bur. What say’st thou, Charles? for I am

marching hence.
Char. Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with

thy words. 40
Puc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of

France

!

Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee.
Bur. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious.
Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile

France,
And see the cities and the towns defaced
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe.

As looks the mother on her lowly babe
When death doth close his tender dying eyes,
See, see the pining malady of France

; 49 1

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds,
Which thou thyself hast given her woful breast.

;

O, turn thy edged sword another way;
Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that

help.

One drop of blood drawn from thy country’s '

bosom
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign

gore

:

Return thee therefore with a flood of tears,

And wash away thy country’s stained spots.
Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me with her

words,
Or nature makes me suddenly relent.

Puc. Besides, all French and France exclaims
j

on thee, 60
Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny.
Who join’ st thou with but with a lordly nation
That will not trust thee but for profit’s sake ?

When Talbot hath set footing once in France
i

An$ fashion’d thee that instrument of ill,

Who then but English Henry will be lord
And thou be thrust out like a fugitive ?
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Call we to mind, and mark but tfiis for proof,

Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe?

And was he not in England prisoner? 70

But when they heard he was thine enemy,

They set him free without his ransom paid,

In spite of Burgundy and all his friends.

See, then, thou fight’st against thy countrymen

And join’st with them will be thy slaughter-men.

Come, come, return; return, thou wandering

lord

Charles and the rest will take thee in their arms.

Btir. I am vanquished ;
these haughty words

of hers
Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot,

And made me almost yield upon my knees. 80

Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen,

And, lords, accept this hearty kind embrace

:

My forces and my power of men are yours

:

So farewell, Talbot ; I ’ll no longer trust thee.

Puc. [Aside] Done like a Frenchman: turn,

and turn again

!

Char. Welcome, brave duke ! thy friendship

makes us fresh.

Bast. And doth beget new courage in our

breasts.

A len. Pucelle hath bravely play’d her part in

this,

And doth deserve a coronet of gold.

Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our

powers,
. >

9°
And seek how we may prejudice the foe.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. Paris. Thepalace.

Enter the King, Gloucester, Bishop of Win-
chester, York, Suffolk, Somerset, War-
wick, Exeter : Vernon, Basset, and others.

To them with his Soldiers, Talbot.

Tal. My gracious prince, and honourable

peers,

Hearing of your arrival in this realm,

I have awhile given truce unto my wars,

To do my duty to my sovereign

:

In sign whereof, this arm, that hath reclaim’d

To your obedience fifty fortresses,

Twelve cities and seven walled towns of strength,

Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem,

Lets fall his sword before your highness’ feet,

A nd with submissive loyalty of heart 10

Ascribes the glory of his conquest got

First to my God and next unto your grace.
[Kneels.

King. Is this the Lord Talbot, uncle Glou-

cester,

That hath so long been resident in France?
Glou. Yes, if it please your majesty, my

liege.

King. Welcome, brave captain and victorious

lord

!

When I was young, as yet I am not old,

I do remember how my father said

A stouter champion never handled sword.

Long since we were resolved of your truth, 20

Your faithful service and your toil in war;
Yet never have you tasted our reward,

Or been reguerdon’d with so much as thanks.

Because till now we never saw your face

:

Therefore, stand up ;
and, for these good deserts,

We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury

;

And in our coronation take your place.

[Sennet. Flourish. Exeunt all but Ver
and Bas

Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so ho
sea,

Disgracing of these colours that I wear
In honour of my noble Lord of York

:

Darest thou maintain the former words 1

spakest?
Bas. Yes, sir ; as well as you dare patron:

The envious barking of your saucy tongue
Against my lord the Duke of Somerset.

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is.

/ Bas. Why, what is he ? as good a mai
York.

Ver. Hark ye; not so: in witness, take

that. [Strikes l

Bas. Villain, thou know’st the law of arn

such
That whoso draws a sword, ’tis present death

Or else this blow should broach thy dea

blood.

But I’ll unto his majesty, and crave
I may have liberty to venge this wrong

;

When thou shalt see I ’ll meet thee to thy co

Ver. Well, miscreant, I’ll be there as :

as you

;

And, after, meet you sooner than you would.
[Ex6

ACT IV.

Scene I. Paris. A hall ofstate.

Enter the King, Gloucester, Bishop of 'V

Chester, York, Suffolk, Somerset, V
wick, Talbot, Exeter, the Governoi

Paris, and others.

Glou. Lord bishop, set the crown upon
head.

Win. God save King Henry, of that n

the sixth

!

Glou. Now, governor of Paris, take your c

That you eleCl no other king but him ;

Esteem none friends but such as are his frien

And none your foes but such as shall pretend

Malicious practices against his state :

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God

!

Enter Sir John Fastolfe.

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode f

Calais,

To haste unto your coronation,

A letter was deliver’d to my hands,

Writ to your grace from the Duke of Burgun

Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy
thee

!

I vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee n

To tear the garter from thy craven’s leg,

[Plucking it

Which I have done, because unworthily

Thou wast installed in that high degree.

Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest:

This dastard, at the battle of Patay,

When but in all I was six thousand strong

And that the French were almost ten to one.

Before we met or that a stroke was given,

Like to a trusty squire did run away

:
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which assault we lost twelve hundred men;
/self and divers gentlemen beside
ire there surprised and taken prisoners,

en judge, great lords, if I have done amiss;
whether that such cowards ought to wear
is'ornament of knighthood, yea or no.

dou. To say the truth, this fa<5t was infamous
d ill beseeming any common man, 31
ich more a knight, a captain and a leader.

Tdl. When first this order was ordain’d, my
lords,

ights of the garter were of noble birth,

liant and virtuous, full of haughty courage,
:h as were grown to credit by the wars

;

t fearing death, nor shrinking for distress,

t always resolute in most extremes,
then that is not furnish’d in this sort

th but usurp the sacred name of knight, 40
>faning this most honourable order,

d should, if I were worthy to be judge,
quite degraded, like a hedge-born swain
at doth presume to boast of gentle blood:
'ting. Stain to thy countrymen, thou hear’st

tliy doom

!

packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight

;

nceforth we banish thee, on pain of death.
[Exit Fastolfe.

i now, my lord protedlor, view the letter

it from our uncle Duke of Burgundy.
'lou. What means his grace, that he hath
changed his style? 50

more but, plain and bluntly, ‘To the king!’
th he forgot he is his sovereign ?

doth this churlish superscription
tend some alteration in good will ?

at’s here? [Reads] ‘I have, upon especial
cause,

ved with compassion of my country’s wreck,
,

rether with the pitiful complaints
>uch as your oppression feeds upon,
saken your pernicious faction
1 join’d with Charles, the rightful King of
France.’ * 60

fionstrous treachery! can this be so,
it in alliance, amity and oaths,
:re should be found such false dissembling
guile?

mg. What! doth my uncle Burgundy re-
volt?

lou. lie doth, my lord, and is become your
foe.

’ing. Is that the worst this letter doth con-
tain?

lou. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he
writes.

mg. Why, then, Lord Talbot there shall
talk with him

l give him chastisement for this abuse,

y
say you, my lord? are you not content? 70

dl. Content, my liege
!
yes, but that I am

prevented,
tould have begg’d I might have been em-
ploy’d.

mg. Then gather strength and march unto
him straight

:

him perceive how ill we brook his treason
1 what offence it is to flout his friends.
hi. I go, my lord, in heart desiring still

may behold confusion of your foes. [Exit.

Enter Vernon and Basset.

Ver. Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign.
Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the com-

bat too.

York. This is my servant: hear him, noble
prince. 80

Som. And this is mine : sweet Henry, favour
him.

K. Hen. Be patient, lords; and give them
leave to speak.

Say, gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim ?
1

And wherefore crave you combat? or with whom?
(

Ver. With him, my lord; for he hath done 1

me wrong.
Bas. And I with him ; for he hath done me ;

wrong.
K. Hen. What is that wrong whereof you

|

both complain?
First let me know, and then I ’ll answer you.

j

Bas. Crossing the sea from England into
|

France,
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue,
Upbraided me about the rose I wear; 91
Saying, the sanguine colour of the leaves
Did represent my master’s blushing cheeks,
When stubbornly he did repugn the truth
About a certain question in the law
Argued betwixt the Duke of York and him;
With other vile and ignominious terms

:

In confutation of which rude reproach
And in defence of my lord’s worthiness,
I crave the benefit of law of arms. 100

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord

:

For though he seem with forged quaint conceit
To set a gloss upon his bold intent,

Yet know, my lord, I was provoked by him

;

And he first took exceptions at this badge,
Pronouncing that the paleness of this flower
Bewray’d the faintness of my master’s heart.

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left?

Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of York,
will out,

Though ne’er so cunningly you smother it. 1x0
K. Hen. Good Lord, what madness rules in

brainsick men,
When for so slight and frivolous a cause
Such factious emulations shall arise

!

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset,
Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace.

York. Let this dissension first be tried by
fight,

And then your highness shall command a peace.
Som . The quarrel toucheth none but us alone

;

Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. ng
York. There is my pledge; accept it, Somerset.
Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first.

Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord.

Glou. Confirm it so ! Confounded be your
strife

!

And perish ye, with your audacious prate

!

Presumptuous vassals, are you not ashamed
Wilh this immodest clamorous outrage
To trouble and disturb the king and us?
And you, my lords, methinks you do not well
To bear with their perverse objections ;

Much less to take occasion from their mouths 130
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves

:

Let me persuade you take a better course.
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Exe. It grieves his highness :
good my lords,

be friends.

K. Hen. Come hither, you that would be

combatants

:

Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour,

Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause.

And you, my lords, remember where we are

;

In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation :

If they perceive dissension in our looks

And that within ourselves we disagree, 140

How will their grudging stomachs be provoked

To wilful disobedience, and rebel l

Beside, what infamy will there arise,

When foreign princes shall be certified

That for a toy, a thing of no regard,

j

King Henry’s peers and chief nobility

Destroy’d themselves, and lost the realm of

France

!

! O, think upon the conquest ofmy father,

i

My tender years, and let us not forego

i

That for a trifle that was bought with blood ’. 150

j

Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife,

i
I see no reason, if I wear this rose,

[Putting on a red rose.

That any one should therefore be suspicious

I more incline to Somerset than York

:

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both

:

As well they may upbraid me with my crown,

Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown’d.

But your discretions better can persuade

Than I am able to instruct or teach :

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 160

So let us still continue peace and love.

Cousin of York, we institute your grace

To be our regent in these parts of France

:

And, good my Lord of Somerset, unite

Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot

;

And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors,

Go cheerfully together and digest

Your angry choler on your enemies.

Ourself, my lord protestor and the rest

After some respite will return to Calais; 170

From thence to England ;
where I hope ere long

To be presented, by your victories,

1 With Charles, Alengon and that traitorous rout.

! [Flourish. Exeunt all but York, Warwick,
Exeter and Vernon.

War. My Lord of York, I promise you, the

king
Prettily, methought, did play the orator.

York. And so he did ;
but yet I like it not,

In that he wears the badge of Somerset.

War. Tush, that was but his fancy, blame

him not;

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no

1

harm.
! York. An if I wist he did,—but let it rest ;

180

! Other affairs must now be managed.
[.Exeimt all but Exeter.

Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress

thy voice

;

For, had the passions of thy heart burst out,

I fear we should have seen decipher’d there

More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils.

Than yet can be imagined or supposed.

But howsoe’er, no simple man that sees

This jarring discord of nobility,

This shouldering of each other in the court,

This factious bandying of their favourites, 190

But that it doth presage some ill event.

’Tis much when sceptres are in children’s han

But more when envy breeds unkind division

;

There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. 1

[eA

Scene II. Before Bourdeaux.

Ejiter Talbot, with trump and drum.
\

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, tri.

peter

;

Summon their general unto the wall.

Trtmipet sounds. Enter General and othei i

aloft.

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth j

Servant in arms to Harry King of England;

And thus he would : Open your city gates;

Be humble to us ; call my sovereign yours,

And do him homage as obedient subjects;

And I ’ll withdraw me and my bloody power

:

But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace,

You tempt the fury of my three attendants,

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fi

Who in a moment even with the earth

Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers,

If you forsake the offer of their love.

Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of dea ;

Our nation’s terror and their bloody scourge 1

The period of thy tyranny approacheth.

On us thou canst not enter but by death ;

For, I protest, we are well fortified

And strong enough to issue out and fight

:

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed,

Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee:

On either hand thee there are squadrons pitcl

To wall thee from the liberty of flight

;

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress.

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil

And pale destruction meets thee in the face.

Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacramei

To rive their dangerous artillery

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot.

Lo, there thou stand’st, a breathing valiant m
Of an invincible unconquer’d spirit

!

This is the latest glory of thy praise

That I, thy enemy, due thee withal

;

For ere the glass, that now begins to run.

Finish the process ofhis sandy hour, '

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured,

Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale and deac

[Drum afar

Hark! hark! the Dauphin’s drum, a warning 1

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul

;

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out.

[Exeiint General, i

Tal. He fables not ;
I hear the enemy:

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wn

O, negligent and heedless discipline !

How are we park’d and bounded in a pale,

A little herd of England’s timorous deer,

Mazed with a yelping kennel of French curs

If we be English deer, be then m blood;

Not rascal-like, to fall down with a pinch,
|

But rather, moody-mad and desperate stags,
j

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of stee

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay

:

Sell every man his life as dear as mine,
_

!

And they shall find dear deer of us, my frienc
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1 and Saint George, Talbot and England’s
right,

sper our colours in this dangerous fight

!

[Exeunt.

Scene III. Plains in Gascony.

ler a Messenger that meets York. Enter
York with trumpet and many Soldiers.

"ork. Are not the speedy scouts return’d
again,

t dogg’d the mighty army of the Dauphin ?

less. They are return’d, my lord, and give it

out

t he is march’d to Bourdeaux with his power,
fight with Talbot: as he march’d along,
your espials were discovered
) mightier troops than that the Dauphin led,

ich join’d with him and made their march for

Bourdeaux.
'

ork. A plague upon that villain Somerset,
t thus delays my promised supply 10
lorsemen, that were levied for this siege !

owned Talbot doth expedl my aid,

I am lowted by a traitor villain

. cannot help the noble chevalier

:

comfort him in this necessity

!

2 miscarry, farewell wars in France.

Enter Sir William Lucy.

ucy. Thou princely leader of our English
strength,

erso needful on the earth of France,
r to the rescue of the noble Talbot,
) now is girdled with a waist of iron 20
hemm’d about with grim destruction :

Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! to Bourdeaux,
York

!

,
farewell Talbot, France, and England’s

honour.
ork. O God, that Somerset, who in proud
heart

1 stop my cornets, were in Talbot’s place !

hould we save a valiant gentleman
orfeiting a traitor and a coward.
. ire and wrathful fury makes me weep,
: thus we die, while remiss traitors sleep.
'icy. O, send some succour to the distress’d
lord

! 30
ork. He dies, we lose

; I break my warlike
word

;

mourn, France smiles; we lose, they daily
get;

long of this vile traitor Somerset.
icy. Then God take mercy on brave Tal-
bot’s soul

;

on his son young John, who two hours since
t in travel toward his warlike father

!

seven years did not Talbot see his son

;

now they meet where both their lives are
done.

]rk. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have
id his young sen welcome to his grave? 40
y ! vexation almost stops my breath,
. sunder’d friends greet in the hour of death.
r, farewell : no more my fortune can,
curse the cause I cannot aid the man.
ie, Blois, PoiCtiers, and Tours, are won away,

’Long all of Somerset and his delay.

[Exit, with his soldiers.
Lucy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition

Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders,
Sleeping negledlion doth betray to loss
The conquest of our scarce cold conqueror, 50
That ever living man of memory,
Henry the Fifth : whiles they each other cross,
Lives, honours, lands and all hurry to loss. [Exit.

Scene IV. Otherplains in Gascony.

Enter Somerset, with his army; a Captain of
Talbot’s with him.

Som. It is too late
; I cannot send them now

:

This expedition was by York and Talbot
Too rashly plotted : all our general force
Might with a sally of the very town
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour
By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure

:

York set him on to fight and die in shame,
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the

name.
Cap. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me

Set from our o’ermatch’d forces forth for aid. 11

Enter Sir William Lucy.

Soon. How now. Sir William! whither were
you sent?

Lucy. Whither, my lord? from bought and
sold Lord Talbot;

Who, ring’d about with bold adversity,
Cries out for noble York and Somerset,
To beat assailing death from his weak legions

:

And whiles the honourable captain there
Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs.
And, in advantage lingering, looks for rescue,
You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s

honour, 20
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation.
Let not your private discord keep away
The levied succours that should lend him aid,
While he, renowned noble gentleman,
Yields up his life unto a world of odds

:

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy,
Alengon, Reignier, compass him about,
And Talbot perisheth by your default.

Soon. York set him on ; York should have sent
him aid.

L ncy. And York as fast upon your grace ex-
claims

; 30
Swearing that you withhold his levied host,
Collected for this expedition.

Soooi. York lies; he might have sent and had
the horse

;

I owe him little duty, and less love

;

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending.
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of

France,
Hath now entrapp’d the noble-minded Talbot

:

Never to England shall he bear his life

;

But dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife.

Soooi. Come, go ; I will dispatch the horsemen
straight

: 40
Within six hours they will be at his aid.

Lucy. Too late comes rescue : he is ta’en or
slain

;

For fly he could not, if he would have fled

;

1
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And fly would Talbot never, though he might.

Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot, then adieu !

Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his shame
in you. [Exeunt.

Scene V. The English camp near Bourdeaux.

Enter Talbot and John his son.

Tal. O young John Talbot ! I did send for thee

To tutor thee in stratagems of war,

That Talbot’s name might be in thee revived

When sapless age and weak unable limbs

Should bring thy father to his drooping chair.

But, O malignant and ill-boding stars !

Now thou art come unto a feast of death,

A terrible and unavoided danger

:

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse ;

And I ’ll diredt thee how thou shalt escape io

By sudden flight : come, dally not, be gone.

John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your
son?

And shall I fly? O, if you love my mother,

Dishonour not her honourable name,

To make a bastard and a slave of me !

The world will say, he is not Talbot’s blood.

That basely fled when noble Talbot stood.

Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain.

John. Fie that flies so will ne’er return again.

Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure

to die. 20

John. Then let me stay; and, father, do
you fly

:

Your loss is great, so your regard should be ;

My worth unknown, no loss is known in me.

Upon my death the French can little boast;

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost.

Flight cannot stain the honour you have won ;

But mine it will, that no exploit have done

:

You fled for vantage, every one will swear;

But, if I bow, they’ll say it was for fear.

There is no hope that ever I will stay, 30
If the first hour I shrink and run away.
Here on my knee I beg mortality,

Rather than life preserved with infamy.

Tal. Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one
tomb?

John. Ay, rather than I ’ll shame my mother’s

womb.
Tal. Upon my blessing, I command thee go.

John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe.

Tal. Part of thy father may be saved in thee.

John. No part of him but will be shame
in me.

Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not

lose it. 4°
John. Yes, your renowned name : shall flight

abuse it?

Tal. Thy father’s charge shall clear thee

from that stain.

John. You cannot witness for me, being slain.

If death be so apparent, then both fly.

Tal. And leave my followers here to fight

and die?

My age was never tainted with such shame.

John. And shall my youth be guilty of such
blame ?

No more can I be sever’d from your side,

Than can yourself yourself in twain divide

:

Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I
; 50

For live I will not, if my father die.

Tal. Then here I take my leave of tl

fair son.

Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon.

Come, side by side together live and die ;

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly

\_Exe%

Scene VI. A field ofbattle.

Alarum : excursions, 'wherein Talbot’s So
hemmed about, and Talbot rescues him.

Tal. Saint George and victory ! fight, soldi

fight

:

The regent hath with Talbot broke his word
And left us to the rage of France his sword.
Where is John Talbot? Pause, and take

breath

;

I gave thee life and rescued thee from death.

John. O, twice my father, twice am I

son

!

The life thou gavest me first was lost and dor
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate,

To my determined time thou gavest new date

Tal. When from the Dauphin’s crest

sword struck fire,

It warm’d thy father’s heart with proud desir

Of bold-faced vidlory. Then leaden age,

Quicken’d with youthful spleen and warlike n
Beat down Afen^on, Orleans, Burgundy,
And from the pride of Gallia rescued thee.

The ireful bastard Orleans, that drew blood

From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood
Of thy first fight, I soon encountered,

And interchanging blows I quickly shed
Some of his bastard blood ;

and in disgrace

Bespoke him thus ;
‘ Contaminated, base

And misbegotten blood I spill of thine,

Mean and right poor, for that pure blooc

mine
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my bi

boy :
’

Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy,
;

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father’s c

Art thou not weary, John? how dost thou far

Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly,

Now thou art. seal’d the son of chivalry?

Fly, to revenge my death when I am dead

:

The help of one stands me in little stead.

O, too much folly is it, well I wot,

To hazard all our lives in one small boat

!

If I to-day die not with Frenchmen’s -rage,

To-morrow I shall die with mickle age

:

By me they nothing gain an if I stay

;

’Tis but the shortening of my life one day

:

In thee thy mother dies, our household’s nam
My death’s revenge, thy youth, and Englaj

fame

:

All these and more we hazard by thy stay;

All these are saved if thou wilt fly away.

John. The sword of Orleans hath not m
me smart

;

These words of yours draw life-blood from

heart

:

On that advantage, bought with such a sham<

To save a paltry life and slay bright fame.

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly,

The coward horse that bears me fall and die

!

And like me to the peasant boys of France,
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je shame’s scorn and subject of mischance

!

dy, by all the glory you have won, 50
f I fly, I am not Talbot’s son

:

n talk no more of flight, it is no boot

;

>n to Talbot, die at Talbot’s foot.

xl. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of
Crete,

a Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet

:

ou wilt fight, fight by thy father’s side

;

,

commendable proved, let’s die in pride.

[Exeunt.

Scene VII, Anotherpart ofthefield.

To be the pillage of a giglot wench 41
So, rushing in the bowels of the French,
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight.
Bur. Doubtless lie would have made a noble

knight

:

See, where he lies inhearsed in the arms
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms !

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones
asunder,

Whose life was England’s glory, Gallia’s wonder.
Char. O, no, forbear ! for that which we have

fled

During the life, let us not wrong it dead. 50

Varum: excursions. Enter old Talbot
led by a Servant.

d. Where is my other life? mine own is

gone

;

here’s young Talbot? where is valiant John?
mphant death, smear’d with captivity,
lg Talbot’s, valour makes me smile at thee

:

a he perceived me shrink and on my knee,
iloody sword he brandish’d over me,
like a hungry lion, did commence
{h deeds of rage and stern impatience :

vhen my angry guardant stood alone,
ering my ruin and assail’d of none, 10
r-eyed fury and great rage of heart
enly made him from my side to start
the clustering battle of the French;
in that sea of blood my boy did drench
iver-mounting spirit, and there died,
carus, my blossom, in his pride.
-v. 6 my dear lord, lo, where your son is

borne

!

r Soldiers, with the body ofyoung Talbot.
1. Thou antic death, which laugh’st us here
to scorn,

,
from thy insulting tyranny,
ed in bonds of perpetuity, 20
Talbots, winged through the lither sky,
! despite shall ’scape mortality.
>u, whose wounds become hard-favour’d
ieath,

to thy father ere thou yield thy breath

!

death by speaking, whether he will or no

;

ne him a Frenchman and thy foe.

>oy ! he smiles, methinks, as who should say,
ieath been French, then death had died
o-day.

come and lay him in his father’s arms:
irit can no longer bear these harms. 30
rs, adieu ! I have what I would have,
ny old arms are young John Talbot’s grave.

[Dies.

Charles, Alen^on, Burgundv, Bas-
tard, La Pucelle, andforces.

r. Had York and Somerset brought rescue
n,

ould have found a bloody day of this.

How the young whelp of Talbot’s, raging-
mod,
ish his puny sword in Frenchmen’s blood !

Once I encounter’d him, and thus I said

:

maiden youth, be vanquish’d by a maid :’

ith a proud majestical high scorn,
svrer’d thus: ‘Young Talbot was not born

Enter Sir William Lucy, attended

;

Herald of
the French preceding.

Lucy. Herald, condudt me to the Dauphin’s
tent,

To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the day.
Char. On what submissive message art thou

sent?
Lticy. Submission, Dauphin ! ’tis a mere French

word ;

We English warriors wot not what it means.
I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta’en
And to survey the bodies of the dead.

Char. For prisoners ask’st thou? hell our
prison is.

But tell me whom thou seek’st.
Lticy. But where’s the great Alcides of the

field, 6o
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury,
Created, for his rare success in arms,
Great Earl of Washford, Waterford and Valence

;

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield,
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdun ofAlton,
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of

Sheffield,

The thrice-vidlorious Lord of Falconbridge
;

Knight of the noble order of Saint George,
Worthy Saint Michael and the Golden Fleece ;

Great marshal to Henry the Sixth 70
Of all his wars within the realm of France?

Ptic. Here is a silly stately style indeed

!

The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath.
Writes not so tedious a style as this.

Him that thou magnifiest with all these titles
Stinking and fly-blown lies here at our feet.
Lucy. Is Talbot slain, the Frenchmen’s only

scourge,
Your kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis?
O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d,
That I in rage might shoot them at your faces ! 80
O, that I could but call these dead to life

!

It were enough to fright the realm of France

:

Were but his picture left amongst you here,
It would amaze the proudest of you all.

Give me their bodies, that I may bear them hence
And give them burial as beseems their worth.
Puc. I think this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost,

He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit!
For God’s sake, let him have ’em; to keep them

here,

They would but stink, and putrefy the air. 90
Char. Go, take their bodies hence.
Lucy. I’ll bear them hence; but from their

ashes shall be rear’d
A phoenix that shall make all France afeard.



FIRST PART OF'KING HENRY VI.

Char. So we be rid of them, do with ’em what

thou wilt.
1 And now to Paris, in this conquering vein :

All will be ours, now bloody 1 albot s slain.

£Exeunt

.

ACT V.

Scene I. London. Thepalace.

Sennet. EnterYmG, Gloucester, #t^Exeter.

King. Have you perused the letters from the

1
pope,

The emperor and the Earl of Armagnac?
#

Glou. I have, my lord : and their intent is this

i They humbly sue unto your excellence

To have a godly peace concluded of

Between the realms of England and of France.

King. How doth your grace affeft their motion

.

Glou. Well, my good lord ;
and as the only

means
To stop effusion of our Christian blood

And stablish quietness on every side. *o

King. Ay, marry, uncle ; for I always thought

It was both impious and unnatural

That such immanity and bloody strife
_

Should reign among professors of one faith.

Glou. Beside, my lord, the sooner to effect

And surer bind this knot of amity,

The Earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles,

A man of great authority in France,

Proffers his only daughter to your grace 19

In marriage, with a large and sumptuous dowry.

King. Marriage, uncle ! alas, my years are

young

!

And fitter is my study and my books

Than wanton dalliance with a paramour,

i Yet call the ambassadors ;
and, as you please,

j
So let them have their answers every one

:

I shall be well content with any choice

Tends to God’s glory and my country s weal.

Win. Stay, my lord legate: you shall

receive

The sum of money which I promised

Should be deliver’d to his holinessOI1UU1U. V4. ^
For clothing me in these grave ornaments.

Leg. I will attend upon your lordship’s le

Win. [Aside] Now Winchester will not

mit, I trow,

Or be inferior to the proudest peer.

Humphrey of Gloucester, thou shalt well pei

That, neither in birth or for authority,

The bishop will be overborne by thee :

I ’ll either make thee stoop and bend thy ki

Or sack this country with a mutiny. [Ea

Scene II. France. Plains in Anjot

Enter Charles, Burgundy, Alenin,
tard, Reignier, La Pucelle, and/or

Char. These news, my lords, may che-

drooping spirits

:

’Tis said the stout Parisians do revolt

And turn again unto the warlike French.

Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Cha:

France,
.

And keep not back your powers jn dallianc

Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn

Else, ruin combat with their palaces !

Enter Winchester in Cardinals habit,
a

Legate and two Ambassadors.

Exe. What! is my Lord ofWinchester install'd,

And call’d unto a cardinal’s degree?

Then I perceive that will be verified 30

Henry the Fifth did sometime prophesy,

‘ If once he come to be a cardinal,
j

He’ll make his cap co-equal with the crown.

King. My lords ambassadors, your several suits

Have been consider’d and debated on.

Your purpose is both good and reasonable ;

And therefore are we certainly resolved

To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; ,

Which by my Lord of Winchester we mean

Shall be transported presently to France. 40

Glou. And for the proffer of my lord your

master,

I have inform’d his highness so at large

As liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts,

Her beauty and the value of her dower.

He doth intend she shall be England^ queen.

King. In argumentand proof ofwhich contract,

Bear her this jewel, pledge of my affedtion.

And so, my lord protestor, see them guarded

And safely brought to Dover ;
where inshipp d

Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 5°

[Exeunt all but Winchester and Legate.

Enter Scout.

' Scout. Success unto our valiant general

I And happiness to his accomplices !

j
Char. What tidings send our scouts ? Ip:

I
speak. ., ,

j

Scout. The English army, that divided

I Into two parties, is now conjoin’d in one,

1 And means to give you battle presently.

|

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, tne

ing is

;

But we will presently provide for them.

Bur. I trust the ghost of Talbot is not t

|

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fea

Puc. Of all base passions, fear is most acc

' Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be

I Let Henry fret and all the world repine.

Char. Then on, my lords; and Frai

fortunate

!

Scene III. Before Anglers.

Alarum. Excursions. Enter La Puce,

Puc. The regent conquers, and the F

men fly*
. „ ,

.

Now help, ye charming spells and periapts

And ye choice spirits that admonish me
j

And give me signs of future accidents. [T/u

You speedy helpers, that are substitutes !

Under the lordly monarch of the north,
J

Appear and aid me in this enterprise.

Enter Fiends.

This speedy and quick appearance argues
;

Of your accustom’d diligence to me.

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull d

Out of the powerful regions under earth,

Help me this once, that France may get th

[They walk ,
and spec

O, hold me not with silence over-long
! ^
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e I was wont to feed you with my blood,

p a member off and give it you
rnest of a further benefit,

u do condescend to help me now.
[They hang their heads.

3pe to have redress? My body shall

ecompense, if you will grant my suit.

[ They shake their heads.
)t my body nor blood-sacrifice 20
at you to your wonted furtherance?
take my soul, my body, soul and all,

e that England give the French the foil.

{They depart.
hey forsake me ! Now the time is come
France must vail her Iofty-plumed crest

et her head fall into England’s lap.

icient incantations are too weak,
ell too strong for me to buckle with

:

France, thy glory droopeth to the dust.

{Exit.

rsions. Re-enter La Pucelle fighti
d to Jiand with York: La Pucelle is

•n. The Frenchfly.
k. Damsel of France, I think I have you
ast:

tin your spirits now with spelling charms
•y if they can gain your liberty,

dly prize, fit for the devil’s grace !

ow the ugly wench doth bend her brows,
dth Circe she would change my shape

!

. Changed to a worser shape thou canst
tot be.

k. O, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man

;

ape but his can please your dainty eye.
A plaguing mischief light on Charles and

liee

!

:ay ye both be suddenly surprised 40
'Ody hands, in sleeping on your beds !

k. Fell banning hag, enchantress, hold
ly tongue

!

I prithee, give me leave to curse awhile.
k. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to
le stake. {Exeu?it.

m. Enter Suffolk, with Margaret in
his hand.

Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner.

{Gazes on her.
st beauty, do not fear nor fly !

vill touch thee but with reverent hands
;

hese fingers for eternal peace,

y them gently on thy tender side.
•t thou? say, that I may honour thee. 50
. Margaret my name, and daughter to a

;

ng,

ing of Naples, whosoe’er thou art.
An earl I am, and Suffolk am I call’d,

offended, nature’s miracle,
rt allotted to be ta’en by me

:

1 the swan her downy cygnets save,

g them prisoner underneath her wings,
this servile usage once offend,
be free again as Suffolk’s friend.

{She is going.
! I have no power to let her pass ; 60
id would free her, but my heart says no.
s the sun upon the glassy streams,

Twinkling another counterfeited beam,
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes.
Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak:
I ’ll call for pen and ink, and write my mind.
Fie, de la Pole ! disable not thyself

;

Hast not a tongue ? is she not here ?

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight?
Ay, beauty’s princely majesty is such, 70
Confounds the tongue and makes the senses rough.
Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk—ifthy name be so

—

What ransom must I pay before I pass?
For I perceive I am thy prisoner.

Suf.
'
How canst thou tell she will deny thy

suit,

Before thou make a trial of her love?
Mar. Why speak’st thou not? what ransom

must I pay?
Suf. She’s beautiful and therefore to be woo’d

;

She is a woman, therefore to be won.
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom? yea, or no.
Suf Fond man, remember that thou hast a

wife
; 80

Then how can Margaret be thy paramour?
Mar. I were best to leave him, for he will not

hear.

Suf. There all is marr’d; there lies a cooling
card.

Mar. He talks at random; sure, the man is

mad.
Suf. And yet a dispensation may be had.
Mar. And yet I would that you would answer

me.
i

Suf. I’ll win this Lady Margaret. For whom?
Why, for my king: tush, that’s a wooden thing

!
jMar. He talks of wood : it is some carpenter.
1

Suf. Yet so my fancy may be satisfied, 91
j

And peace established between these realms.
j

But there remains a scruple in that too

;

For though her father be the King of Naples,
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor.
And our nobility will scorn the match.
Mar. Hear ye, captain, are you not at leisure?

,

Suf It shall be so, disdain they ne’er so much:
Henry is youthful and will quickly yield.
Madam, I have a secret to reveal. 100
Mar. What though I be enthrall’d ? he seems

a knight,
And will not any way dishonour me.

Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say.Mar. Perhaps I shall be rescuedby the French

;

And then I need not crave his courtesy.
Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in a

cause

—

Mar. Tush, women have been captivate ere
now.

Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you so?
Mar. I cry you mercy, ’tis but Quid for Quo.
Suf. Say, gentle princess, would you not sup-

pose no
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen?
Mar. To be a queen in bondage is more vile

Than is a slave in base servility
;

For princes should be free.

Yuf. And so shall you,
If happy England’s royal king be free.Mar.

'

Why, what concerns his freedom untome ? I

Suf. I ’llundertake to make thee Henry’s queen,
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand
And set a precious crown upon thy head,
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If thou wilt condescend to be my

—

Mar. What? 120

Suf. His love.

Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry’s wife.

Suf. No, gentle madam ; I unworthy am
To woo so fair a dame to be his wife

And have no portion in the choice myself.

How say you, madam, are ye so content?

Mar. An if my father please, I am content.

Suf. Then call our captains and our colours

forth.

And, madam, at your father’s castle walls

We’ll crave a parley, to confer with him. 130

A parley sounded. E 7iter Reignier on the walls,

See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner !

Reig. To whom?
Suf. To me.
Reig. Suffolk, what remedy?

I am a soldier and unapt to weep
Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness.

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord

:

Consent, and for thy honour give consent,

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king

;

Whom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto;

And this her easy-held imprisonment
Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty. 140

Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks?

Suf. Fair Margaret knows
That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign.

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend

To give thee answer of thy just demand.
[Exitfrom the walls.

Suf. And here I will expedl thy coming.

Trumpets sound. Enter Reignier, below.

Reig. Welcome, brave earl, into our terri-

tories :

Command in Anjou what your honour pleases.

Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a

child,

Fit to be made companion with a king

:

What answer makes your grace unto my suit ? 150

Reig. Since thou dost deign to woo her little

worth
To be the princely bride of such a lord;

Upon condition I may quietly

Enjoy mine own, the country Maine and Anjou,

Free from oppression or the stroke of war,

My daughter shall be Henry’s, if he please.

Suf. That is her ransom ; I deliver her

;

And those two counties I will undertake

Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy.

Reig. And I again, in Henry’s royal name,

As deputy unto that gracious king,
.

161

Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith.

Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee kingly

thanks,

Because this is in traffic of a king.

[Aside] And yet, methinks, I could be well con-

tent

To be mine own attorney in this case.

I ’ll over then to England with this news,

And make this marriage to be solemnized.

So farewell, Reignier : set this diamond safe

In golden palaces, as it becomes. 170

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace
L w

The Christian prince, King Henry, were he
Mar. Farewell, my lord

:
good wishes, j

and prayers
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [6
Suf Farewell, sweet madam : but hark

Margaret

;

No princely commendations to my king?
Mar. Such commendations as becon

maid,
A virgin and his servant, say to him.

Suf. Words sweetly placed and modest
redled.

But, madam, I must trouble you again

;

No loving token to his majesty?
Mar. Yes, my good lord, a pure unsp

heart,

Never yet taint with love, I send the king.

Suf. And this withal. [Kisse

Mar. That for thyself : I will not so prt

To send such peevish tokens to a king.

[.Exeunt Reignier and Marg

Suf O, wert thou for myself! But, Su

stay

;

Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth

;

There Minotaurs and ugly treasons lurk.

Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise

:

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount,

And natural graces that extinguish art ;
'

Repeat their semblance often on the seas,

That, when thou comest to kneel at H
feet,

Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with wc

Scene IV. Camp of the Duke of Yoi

in A 7ijou.

E 7iter York, Warwick, arid others.

j

York. Bring forth that sorceress cond<

j

to burn.

E7iter La Pucelle, guarded
,
and a Shep

Shep. Ah, Joan, this kills thy father’s

outright

!

Have I sought every country far and near,

And, now it is my chance to find thee out,

Must I behold thy timeless cruel death ?

Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I’ll die

thee

!

Puc. Decrepit miser ! base ignoble wret

I am descended of a gentler blood :

Thou art no father nor no friend of mine.

Shep. Out, out! My lords, an please

’tis not so

;

I did beget her, all the parish knows

:

Her mother liveth yet, can testify

She was the first fruit of my bachelorship.

War. Graceless ! wilt thou deny thy p
age ?

York. This argues what her kind of lift

been, I

Wicked and vile ;
and so her death concluc

Shep. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so

cle

!

God knows thou art a collop of my flesh

;

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear

:

Deny me not, I prithee, gentle Joan.

Puc. Peasant, avaunt! You have sul

this man,



rpose to obscure my noble birth.

p. ’Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest

lorn that I was wedded to her mother.
. down and take my blessing, good my girl,

hou not stoop? Now cursed be the time
r nativity ! I would the milk
nother gave thee when thou suck’dst her
Dreast,

>een a little ratsbane for thy sake !

e, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field,

some ravenous wolf had eaten thee
! 31

hou deny thy father, cursed drab?
-n her, burn her ! hanging is too good.

[Exit.
k. Take her away ; for she hath lived too
ong,

the world with vicious qualities.

First, let me tell you whom you have
ondemn’d:
e begotten of a shepherd swain,
sued from the progeny of kings

;

us and holy ; chosen from above,
piration of celestial grace, 40
rk exceeding miracles on earth.
r had to do with wicked spirits

:

iu, that are polluted with your lusts,

l with the guiltless blood of innocents,
>t and tainted with a thousand vices,
>e you want the grace that others have,
dge it straight a thing impossible
tipass wonders but by help of devils,

isconceived
!

Joan of Arc hath been
n from her tender infancy, 50
and immaculate in very thought

;

maiden blood, thus rigorously effused,

y for vengeance at the gates of heaven,
h Ay, ay : away with her to execution !

'. And hark ye, sirs; because she is a
laid,

'or no faggots, let there be enow

:

>arrels of pitch upon the fatal stake,
) her torture may be shortened.

Will nothing turn your unrelenting
;arts ?

Joan, discover thine infirmity, 60
arranteth by law to be thy privilege,
ith child, ye bloody homicides

;

* not then the fruit within my womb,
?h ye hale me to a violent death.
Now heaven forfend ! the holy maid

ith child

!

The greatest miracle that e’er ye
rought :

Dur stridt preciseness come to this?
She and the Dauphin have been jug-

mg:
lagine what would be her refuge.

Well, go to; we’ll have no bastards

70
lly since Charles must father it.

You are deceived ; my child is none of

\ien50n that enjoy’d my love.
Alen^on ! that notorious Machiavel

!

an if it had a thousand lives.

O, give me leave, I have deluded you

:

either Charles nor yet the duke I named,
gnier, king of Naples, that prevail’d.
\ married man ! that’s most intolerable.

York. Why, here’s a girl ! I think she knows
not well, 80

There were so many, whom she may accuse.War. It’s sign she hath been liberal and free.
York. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.

Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee :

Use no entreaty, for it is in vain.
Puc. Then lead me hence ; with whom I leave

my curse

:

May never glorious sun reflex his beams
Upon the country where you make abode

;

But darkness and the gloomy shade of death
Environ you, till mischief and despair go
Drive you to break your necks or hang your-

selves
! [Exit, guarded.

York. Break thou in pieces and consume to
ashes,

Thou foul accursed minister of hell

!

Enter Cardinal Beaufort, Bishop of
Winchester, attended.

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence
With letters of commission from the king.
For know, my lords, the states of Christendom,
Moved with remorse of these outrageous broils,
Have earnestly implored a general peace
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French

;

And here at hand the Dauphin and his train 100
Approacheth, to confer about some matter.

York. Is all our travail turn’d to this effect?
After the slaughter of so many peers,
So many captains, gentlemen and soldiers.
That in this quarrel have been overthrown
And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit,
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace?
Have we not lost most part of all the towns.
By treason, falsehood and by treachery.
Our great progenitors had conquered? no
O, Warwick, Warwick ! I foresee with grief
The utter loss of all the realm of France.
War. Be patient, York; if we conclude a

peace,
It shall be with such strict and severe covenants
As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby.

Enter Charles, A1.EN50N, Bastard, Reignier,
and others.

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus
agreed

That peaceful truce shall be proclaim’d in France,
We come to be informed by yourselves
What the conditions of that league must be.

York. Speak, Winchester; for boiling choler
chokes 120

The hollow passage of my poison’d voice,
By sight of these our baleful enemies.

Car. Charles, and the rest, it is enadled thus

:

That, in regard King Henry gives consent,
Of mere compassion and of lenity,

To ease your country of distressful war,
And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace,
You shall become true liegemen to his crown

:

And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself, 130
Thou shalt be placed as viceroy under him,
And still enjoy thy regal dignity.
A len . Must he be then as shadow of himself?
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Adorn his temples with a coronet,

And yet, in substance and authority,

Retain but privilege of a private man ?

This proffer is absurd and reasonless.

Char. ’Tis known already that I am possess’d

With more than half the Gallian territories,

And therein reverenced for their lawful king : 140

Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish’d,

Detradl so much from that prerogative,

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole?

No, lord ambassador, I ’ll rather keep

That which I have than, coveting for more,

Be cast from possibility of all.

York. Insulting Charles ! hast thou by secret

means
Used intercession to obtain a league,

And, now the matter grows to compromise,

Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison ? 150

Either accept the title thou usurp’st,

Of benefit proceeding from our king

And not of any challenge of desert,

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars.

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy

To cavil in the course of this contract

:

! If once it be negledted, ten to one

We shall not find like opportunity.
! Aten. To say the truth, it is your policy

i
To save your subjedts from such massacre 160

I And ruthless slaughters as are daily seen

By our proceeding in hostility

;

And therefore take this compadl of a truce,

Although you break it when your pleasure serves.

War. How say’st thou, Charles? shall our

condition stand?

Char. It shall ;

Only reserved, you claim no interest

In any of our towns of garrison.

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty,

! As thou art knight, never to disobey 17°

I Nor be rebellious to the crown of England,

j
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England.

;

So, now dismiss your army when ye please

;

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still,

! For here we entertain a solemn peace. {Exeunt.

Scene V. London. The palace.

Enter Suffolk in conference with the King,
Gloucester and Exeter.

Kins;. Your wondrous rare description, noble

earl,

i Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish’d me :

Her virtues graced with external gifts

Do breed love’s settled passions in my heart

:

j

And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts

i Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide,

So am I driven by breath of her renown
1 Either to suffer shipwreck or arrive

i

Where I may have fruition of her love.

Suf Tush, my good lord, this superficial tale

|
Is but a preface of her worthy praise ;

11

The chief perfections of that lovely dame,
Had I sufficient skill to utter them,
Would make a volume of enticing lines,

j

Able to ravish any dull conceit

:

And, which is more, she is not so divine,

So full-replete with choice of all delights,

But with as humble lowliness of mind

She is content to be at your command ;

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste inter.

To love and honour Henry as her lord.

King. And otherwise will Henry ne’e

sume.
Therefore, my lord protestor, give consent

That Margaret may be England’s royal qu.

Glou. So should I give consent to flatte

You know, my lord, your highness is betro

Unto another lady of esteem

:

Hew shall we then dispense with that contr

And not deface your honour with reproach',

Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oath

Or one that, at a triumph having vow’d
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists

By reason of his adversary’s odds

:

A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds,

And therefore may be broke without offenc

Glou. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret

than that?

Her father is no better than an earl,

Although in glorious titles he excel.

Suf. Yes, my lord, her father is a king,

The King of Naples and Jerusalem ;

And of such great authority in France
As his alliance will confirm our peace

And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.

Glou. And so the Earl of Armagnac m;

Because he is near kinsman unto Charles.

Exe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant a

dower,
Where Reignier sooner will receive than g
Suf. A dower, my lords ! disgrace not s

king,

That he should be so abjedt. base and pool

To choose for wealth and not for perfect lc

Henry is able to enrich his queen
. .

•

And not to seek a queen to make him rich

So worthless peasants bargain for their wh
As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse.

Marriage is a matter of more worth

Than to be dealt in by attorneyship

;

Not whom we will, but whom his grace aff

Must be companion of his nuptial bed

:

And therefore, lords, since he affedts her n

It most of all these reasons bindeth us,

In our opinions she should be preferr’d.

For what is wedlock forced but a hell,

An age of discord and continual strife?

Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss,

And is a pattern of celestial peace.

Whom should we match with Henry, being

,

But Margaret, that is daughter to a king?

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth

Approves her fit for none but for a king

:

Her valiant courage and undaunted spirit,

More than in women commonly is seen,

Will answer our hope in issue of a king

;

For Henry, son unto a conqueror,

Is likely to beget more conquerors,

If with a lady of so high resolve

As is fair Margaret he be link’d in love.

Then yield, my lords ;
and here conclude \

That Margaret shall be queen, and none h

King. Whether it be through force c

report,

My noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that

My tender youth was never yet attaint

With any passion of inflaming love,
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mot tell
;
but this I am assured,

l such sharp dissension ip my breast,

fierce alarums both ofhope and fear,

ara sick with working ofmy thoughts.

,
therefore, shipping; post, my lord, to

France;
e to any covenants, and procure
Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come
•oss the seas to England and be crown’d 90
Henry’s faithful and anointed queen ;

our expenses and sufficient charge,
ng the people gather up a tenth.

Dne, I say; for, till you do return,

;
perplexed with a thousand cares,

you, good uncle, banish all offence

:

If you do censure me by what you were,
Not what you are, I know it will excuse
This sudden execution of my will.

And so, condudt me where, from company, 100
I may revolve and ruminate my grief. {Exit.

Glou. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and
last. fExeunt Gloticester and Exeter.

Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d; and thus
'

he goes,
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, I

With hope to find the like event in love,
But prosper better than the Trojan did.
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king ;

•

But I will rule both her, the king and realm.

[Exit.

1;
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Lords, Ladies, and Attendants, Petitioner

dermen, a Herald, a Beadle, Sheriff,

Officers, Citizens, ’Prentices, Falcc

Guards, Soldiers, Messengers, &c.

A Spirit.

Scene : England.

ACT I.

Scene I. London. Thepalace.

Flourish of trumpets '. then hautboys. Enter
the King, Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester,
Salisbury, Warwick, and Cardinal Beau-

fort, on the one side ; the Queen, Suffolk,

York, Somerset, and Buckingham, on the

other.

Suf. As by your high imperial majesty

I had in charge at my depart for France,

As procurator to your excellence.

To marry Princess Margaret for your grace,

So, in the famous ancient city Tours,

In presence of the Kings of France and Sicil,

The Dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretagne and

Alengon,
Seven earls, twelve barons and twenty reverend

bishops,

I have perform’d my task and was espoused

:

And humbly now upon my bended knee, io

In sight of England and her lordly peers.

Deliver up my title in the queen

To your most gracious hands, that are the sub-

stance

Of that great shadow I did represent

;

The happiest gift that ever marquess gave,

The fairest queen that ever king received.

King. Suffolk, arise. Welcome, Queen Mar-

garet :

I can express no kinder sign of love

Than this kind kiss. O Lord, that lends m
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness

!

For thou hast given me in this beauteous fa

A world of earthly blessings to my soul,

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts.

Queen. Great King of England and m;

cious lord,

The mutual conference that my mind hath

By day, by night, waking and in my drean

In courtly company or at my beads,

With you, mine alder-liefest sovereign,

Makes me the bolder to salute my king

With ruder terms, such as my wit affords

And over-joy of heart doth minister.

King. Her sight did ravish ;
but her gr

speech,

Her words y-clad with wisdom’s majesty,

Makes me from wondering fall to weeping;

Such is the fulness of my heart’s content.

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my'

All [kneeling]. Long live Queen Mar;:

England’s happiness ! I

Queen. We thank you all. [Flo\

Suf. My lord proteftor, so it please

grace,

Here are the articles of contradled peace

Between our sovereign and the French

Charles,

For eighteen months concluded by consent.

Glou. [Reads] ‘Imprimis, It is agreed be
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French king Charles, and William de la Pole,

rquess of Suffolk, ambassador for Henry King
England, that the said Henry shall espouse
Lady Margaret, daughter unto Reignier King
Naples, Sicilia and Jerusalem, and crown her
;en of England ere the thirtieth of May next
ling. Item, that the duchy of Anjou and the

nty of Maine shall be released and delivered

nte king her father’— [Lets the£a£erfall,
'ing. Uncle, how now

!

lou. Pardon me, gracious lord ;

le sudden qualm hath struck me at the heart
l dimm’d mine eyes, that I can read no
further.

'ing. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on.

ar. [Reads] ‘Item, It is further agreed be-
sn them, that the duchies ofAnjou and Maine
1 be released and delivered over to the king
father, aftd she sent over of the King of
land’s own proper cost and charges, without
ng any dowry.’
ing. They please us well. Lord marquess,
kneel down

:

here create thee the first duke of Suffolk,

gird thee with the sword. Cousin of York,
here discharge your grace from being regent
e parts of France, till term ofeighteen months
ull expired. Thanks, uncle Winchester,
icester, York, Buckingham, Somerset,
.bury, and Warwick; 70
thank you all for this great favour done,
ntertainment to my princely queen,
e, let us in, and with all speed provide
ee her coronation be perform’d.

[Exeunt King
,
Queen

,
and Suffolk,

’ou. Brave peers of England, pillars of the
state,

ou Duke Humphrey must unload his grief,
• grief, the common grief of all the land,
t! did my brother Henry spend his youth,
valour, coin and people, in the wars ?

he so often lodge in open field, 80
inter’s cold and summer’s parching heat,
Dnquer France, his true inheritance?
did my brother Bedford toil his wits,
eep by policy what Henry got?
i you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham,
e York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick,
ived deep scars in France and Normandy?
ath mine uncle Beaufort and myself,
all the learned council of the realm,
ed so long, sat in the council-house 90
T and late, debating to and fro

France and Frenchmen might be kept in
awe,
had his highness in his infancy
ned in Paris in despite of foes?
shall these labours and these honours die?
Henry’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance,
deeds of war and all our counsel die?
irs of England, shameful is this league !

this marriage, cancelling your fame,
ng your names from books of memory, 100
tg the characters of your renown,
dng monuments of conquer’d France,
ing all, as all had never been !

Nephew, what means this passionate
discourse,

peroration with such circumstance ?

For France, ’tis ours; and we will keep it still.

Glou. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can ;

But now it is impossible we should :

Suffolk, the new-made duke that rules the roast,
Hath given the duchy of Anjou and Maine no
Unto the poor King Reignier, whose large style
Agrees not with the leanness of his purse.

Sal. Now, by the death of Him that died for
all.

These counties were the keys of Normandy.
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son?
IVar. For grief that they are past recovery ;

For, were there hope to conquer them again,
My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no

tears.

Anjou and Maine ! myself did win them both ;

Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer

:

And are the cities, that I got with wounds, 12

1

Deliver’d up again with peaceful words?
Mort Dieu

!

York. For Suffolk’s duke, may he be suffocate,
jThat dims the honour of this warlike isle

!
jFranee should have torn and rent my very heart, 1

Before I would have yielded to this league.
;

I never read but England’s kings have had
Large sums of gold and dowries with their

;

wives

;

And our King Henry gives away his own, 130
To match with her that brings no vantages.

^ Glou. A proper jest, and never heard before, :

That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth
For costs and charges in transporting her !

She should have stayed in France and starved in
France,

Before

—

Car. My Lord of Gloucester, now ye grow too
hot:

It was the pleasure of my lord the king.
Glou.' My Lord of Winchester, I know your

mind;
’Tis not my speeches that you do mislike, T40

\

But ’tis my presence that doth trouble ye.
Rancour will out

:
proud prelate, in thy face

I see thy fury : if I longer stay,
We shall begin our ancient bickerings.
Lordings,_ farewell; and say, when I am gone,
I prophesied France will be lost ere long. [Exit.

f

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage.
’Tis known to you he is mine enemy,
Nay, more, an enemy unto you all,

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 150
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood,
And heir apparent to the English crown

:

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage,
And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west,
There’s reason he should be displeased at it.

Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing words
Bewitch your hearts ; be wise and circumspedl.
What though the common people favour him,
Calling him ‘ Humphrey, the good Duke of Glou-

cester,’

Chapping their hands, and crying with loud voice,
‘ Jesu maintain your royal excellence !’

With ‘God preserve the good Duke Humphrey !’

I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss.
He will be found a dangerous protestor.
Buck. Why should he, then, protedl our sove-

reign,

He being of age to govern of himself?

32
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Cousin of Somerset, join you with me,

And all together, with the Duke of Suffolk,

We’ll quickly hoise Duke Humphrey from his

seat.

Car. This weighty business will not brook

delay ;
17°

I ’ll to the Duke of Suffolk presently. [Exit.

Sam. Cousin of Buckingham, though Hum-
phrey’s pride

And greatness of his place be grief to us,

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal

:

;

His insolence is more intolerable

i Than all the princes in the land beside

:

|

If Gloucester be displaced, he'll be protedlor.

j

Buck. Or thou or I, Somerset, will be pro-

tector,

Despite Duke Humphrey or the cardinal. 179
[Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset.

Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him.

While these do labour for their own preferment,

Behoves it us to labour for the realm.

I never saw but Humphrey Duke of Gloucester

Did bear him like a noble gentleman.

Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal,

More like a soldier than a man o’ the church,

As stout and proud as he were lord of all,

Swear like a ruffian and demean himself

Unlike the ruler of a commonweal.
Warwick, my son, the comfort of my age,

.
190

Thy deeds, thy plainness and thy housekeeping,

Hath won the greatest favour of the commons,
Excepting none but good Duke Humphrey

:

And, brother York, thy a&s in Ireland,

In bringing them to civil discipline,

Thy late exploits done in the heart of France,

When thou wert regent for our sovereign,

Have made thee fear’d and honour’d of the people

:

Join we together, for the public good,

In what we can, to bridle and suppress 200

The pride of Suffolk and the cardinal,

With Somerset’s and Buckingham’s ambition;

And, as we may, cherish Duke Humphrey’s deeds,

While they do tend the profit of the land.

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the

land,

And common profit of his country

!

York. [Aside] And so says York, for he hath

greatest cause.

Sal. Then let’s make haste away, and look

unto the main.

War. Unto the main ! O father, Maine is lost;

That Maine which by main force Warwick did win,

And would have kept so long as breath did last

!

Main chance, father, you meant; but I meant

Maine,
Which I will win from France, or else be slain.

[Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury.

York. Anjou and Maine are given to the

French;
Paris is lost ;

the state of Normandy
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone :

Suffolk concluded on the articles, •

The peers agreed, and Henry was well pleased

To change two dukedoms fora duke’s fair daughter.

I cannot blame them all : what is’t to them? 220

’Tis thine they give away, and not their own.

Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their

pillage

And purchase friends and give to courtezans,

Still revelling like lords till all be gone ;

While as the silly owner of the goods
Weeps over them and wrings his hapless ham
And shakes his head and trembling stands alt

While all is shared and all is borne away,
Ready to starve and dare not touch his own

;

So York must sit and fret and bite his tongue,

While his own lands are bargain’d for and sol

Methinks the realms of England, France
Ireland

Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood

As did the fatal brand Althaea burn’d
Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon.
Anjou and Maine both given unto the Frend
Cold news for me, for I had hope of France,

Even as I have of fertile England’s soil.

A day will come when York shall claim his 0 1

And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts

And make a show of love to proud Duke H
phrey,

And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown

For that’s the golden mark I seek to hit

:

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right,

Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fist,

Nor wear the diadem upon his head,

Whose church-like humours fits not for a cro

Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve

Watch thou and wake when others be asleep

To pry into the secrets of the state

;

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love,

With his new bride and England’s dear-bo

queen,
And Humphrey with the peers be fall’n at ja

Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose,

With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfur

And in my standard bear the arms of York,

To grapple with the house of Lancaster
;

.

And, force perforce, I’ll make him yield

crown,
Whose bookish rulehath pull’d fair England d

Scene II. The Duke of Gloucester’s h

EnterDuKE Humphrey andhis wife Elea

Duch. Why droops my lord, like over-rij

corn.

Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load?

Why doth the great Duke Humphrey kni

brows,
As frowning at the favours of the world?

Why are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth,

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sigh

What seest thou there? King Henry’s diade

Enchased with all the honours of the world?

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face,

Until thy head be circled with the same.

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious go'

What, is’t too short? I’ll lengthen it with m
And, having both together heaved it up,

We’ll both together lift our heads to heaven

And never more abase our sight so low

As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground^

Glou. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost lov

lord,

Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts.

And may that thought, when I imagine ill

Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henr

Be my last breathing in this mortal world

!
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7 troublous dream this night doth make me sad.

luck. What dream’d my lord? tell me, and
I’ll requite it

th sweet rehearsal of my morning’s dream.
rlou. Methought this staff, mine office-badge

in court,

is broke in twain ; by whom I have forgot,

t, as I think, it was by the cardinal

;

d on the pieces of the broken wand
:re placed the heads of Edmund Duke of

Somerset,

d William de la Pole, first duke of Suffolk. 30
is was my dream: what it doth bode, God
knows.

~)uch. Tut, this was nothing but an argument
at he that breaks a stick of Gloucester’s grove
ill lose his head for his presumption.
: list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke :

thought I sat in seat of majesty
the cathedral church of Westminster,
i in that chair where kings and queens are
crown’d

;

ere Henry and dame Margaret kneel’d to me
1 on my head did set the diadem. 40
'lou. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide out-
right :

sumptuous dame, ill-nurtured Eleanor,
thou not second woman in the realm,

1 the protedtor’s wife, beloved of him ?

>t thou not worldly pleasure at command,
•ve the reach or compass of thy thought ?

I wilt thou still be hammering treachery,
tumble down thy husband and thyself
m top of honour to disgrace’s feet ?

ly from me, and let me hear no more
! 50

uch. What, what, my lord ! are you so choleric
h Eleanor, for telling but her dream?
t time I’ll keep my dreams unto myself,
not be check’d.
ou. Nay, be not angry

; I am pleased again.

Enter Messenger.

ess. My lord protestor, ’tis his highness’
pleasure

; do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban’s,
re as the king and queen do mean to hawk.
ou. I go. Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us?
ich. Yes, my good lord, I ’ll follow presently.

[.Exeunt Gloucester and Messenger.
>w I must ; I cannot go before, 61
e Gloucester bears this base and humble
mind.

: I a man, a duke, and next of blood,
aid remove these tedious stumbling-blocks
smooth my way upon their headless necks

;

being a woman, I will not be slack
lay my part in Fortune’s pageant,
re are you there? Sir John! nay, fear not,
man,
ire alone ; here’s none but thee and I.

Enter Hume.
ime. Jesus preserve your royal majesty ! 70
ck. What say’ st thou? majesty ! I am but
grace.

'we. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’s
advice,

grace’s title shall be multiplied.

Duch. What say’st thou, man ? hast thou as
yet conferr’d

With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch,
With Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer?
And will they undertake to do me good?Htime. This they have promised, to show your

highness
A spirit raised from depth of under-ground.
That shall make answer to such questions 80
As by your grace shall be propounded him.
Duck. It is enough; I’ll think upon the ques-

tions :

When from Saint Alban’s we do make return,
We’ll see these things effected to the full.

Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man,
With thy confederates in this weighty cause.

[Exit.
Hume. Hume must make merry with the

duchess’ gold

;

Marry, and shall. But, how now, Sir John Hume

!

Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum

:

The business asketh silent secrecy. 90
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch

;

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil.
Yet have I gold flies from another coast;
I dare not say, from the rich cardinal
And from the great andnew-made Duke of Suffolk,
Yet I do find it so ; for, to be plain,
They, knowing Dame Eleanor’s aspiring humour.
Have hired me to undermine the duchess
And buz these conjurations in her brain.
They say ‘A crafty knave does need no broker ;’

Yet am I Suffolk and the cardinal’s broker. 101
Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves.
Well, so it stands; and thus, I fear, at last
Hume’s knavery will be the duchess’ wreck.
And her attainture will be Humphrey’s fall:
Sort how it will, I shall have gold for all. {Exit.

Scene III. The palace.

Entcr three orfour Petitioners
, Peter, the

Armourer’s man
,
being one.

First Petit. My masters, let’s stand close

:

my lord protedtor will come this way by and by,
and then we may deliver our supplications in the
quill.

Sec. Petit. Marry, the Lord protect him, for
he’s a good man

!
Jesu bless him

!

Enter Suffolk a?id Queen.
Peter. Here a’ comes, methiriks, and the queen

with him. I ’ll be the first, sure.
Sec. Petit. Come back, fool; this is the Duke

of Suffolk, and not my lord protedtor. 10
Suf. How now, fellow! wouldst any thing

with me ?

First Petit. I pray, my lord, pardon me; I
took ye for my lord protedtor.
Queen. [Reading] ‘To my Lord Protedtor!’ !

Are your supplications to his lordship? Let me !

see them : what is thine ?

First Petit. Mine is, an’t please your grace,
j

against John Goodman, my lord cardinal’s man,
for keeping my house, and lands, and wife and
all, from me. 2r

Suf. Thy wife too ! that’s some wrong, indeed.
What’s yours? What’s here! [Reads] ‘Against

32—2
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the Duke of Suffolk, for enclosing the commons

of Melford.’ How now, sir knave !

! Sec. Petit. Alas, sir, I am but a poor peti-

j

tioner of our whole township.

!
Peter. [Giving his petition Against my

master, Thomas Horner, for saying that the

|
Duke of York was rightful heir to the crown. 30

Queen. What say’st thou? did the Duke of

York say he was rightful heir to the crown?

Peter. That my master was? no, forsooth:

my master said that he was, and that the king

was an usurper.
, _ „ .

Suf. Who is there? [Enter Servant.] i ake

this fellow in, and send for his master with a pur-

suivant presently : we’ll hear more of your matter

before the king. [Exit Servant with Peter.

Queen. And as for you, that love to be pro-

tected 4°

Under the wings of our protector’s grace.

Begin your suits anew, and sue to him.
[Tears the supplications.

Away, base cullions ! Suffolk, let them go.

All. Come, let’s be gone.
.

[Exeunt.

Queen. My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise,

Is this the fashion in the court of England?

Is this the government of Britain’s isle,

And this the royalty of Albion’s king ?

What, shall King Henry be a pupil still

Under the surly Gloucester’s governance? 5°

Am I a queen in title and in style,

And must be made a subject to a duke ?

I tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours

Thou ran’ st a tilt in honour of my love

And stolest away the ladies’ hearts of France,

I thought King Henry had resembled thee

In courage, courtship and proportion

:

But all his mind is bent to holiness,

To number Ave-Maries on his beads

;

His champions are the prophets and apostles, 60

His weapons holy saws of sacred writ,

His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves

Are brazen images of canonized saints.

I would the college of the cardinals
.

Would choose him pope and carry him to Rome,

And set the triple crown upon his head

:

That were a state fit for his holiness.

Suf. Madam, be patient : as I was cause

Your highness came to England, so will I

In England work your grace’s full content. 70

Queen. Beside the haughty protedlor, have we

Beaufort . .

The imperious churchman, Somerset, Bucking-

And grumbling York ; and not the least of these

But can do more in England than the king.

Suf. And he of these that can do most of all

Cannot do more in England than the Nevils

.

Salisbury and Warwick are no simple peers.

Queen. Not all these lords do vex me half so

much
As that proud dame, the lord protestor s wife.

She sweeps it through the court with troops of

ladies,
,

.j*°

More like an empress than Duke Humphrey swife:

Strangers in court do take her for the queen

:

She bears a duke’s revenues on her back,

And in her heart she scorns our poverty

:

Shall I not live to be avenged on her?.

Contemptuous base-born callet as she is,

She vaunted ’mongst her minions t’other day,

The very train of her worst wearing gown
Was better worth than all my father’s lands,

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daugh

Suf. Madam, myself have limed a bush for

And placed a quire of such enticing birds,

That she will light to listen to the lays.

And never mount to trouble you again.

So, let her rest : and, madam, list to me

;

For I am bold to counsel you in.this.

Although we fancy not the cardinal,

Yet must we join with him and with the lord*

Till we have brought Duke Humphrey in disgr

As for the Duke of York, this late complaint

Will make but little for his benefit.

So, one by one, we’ll weed them all at last,

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm.

Sound a sennet. Enter the King, Duke Hi

phrey of Gloucester, Cardinal Beaufic

Buckingham, York, Somerset, Salisbu

Warwick, and the Duchess of Glouces'8

King. For my part, noble lords, I care

which

;

Or Somerset or York, all’s one to me.

York. If York have ill demean’d himse

France,
Then let him be denay’d the regentship. .

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the pk

Let York be regent; I will yield to him.

War. Whether your grace be worthy, yeac

Dispute not that : York is the worthier.

Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters sj

War. The cardinal’s not my better in the

Buck. All in this presence are thy bei

Warwick. A

War. Warwick may live to be the best of

Sal. Peace, son! and show some re;

Buckingham,
Why Somerset should be preferred m this.

Queen. Because the king, forsooth, will

it s°.
. . , , ,

.

Glou. Madam, the king is old enough nur

To give his censr re : these are no women’sma

Queen. If he be old enough, what needs

grace
To be protedlor of his excellence ?

Glou. Madam, I am protedlor of the real

And, at his pleasure, will resign my place.

Suf. Resign it then and leave thine insol

Since thou wert king—as who is king but the

The commonwealth hath daily run to wreck

The Dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the sea;

And all the peers and nobles of the realm

Have been as bondmen to thy sovereignly.

Car. The commons hast thou rack'd

clergy’s bags

Are lank and lean with thy extortions.

Som. Thy sumptuous buildings and thy^

attire

Have cost a mass of public treasury.

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution

Upon offenders hath exceeded law I

And left thee to the mercy of the law.
.

Queen. Thy sale of offices and towns in Y r;

If they were known, as the suspedl is great.

Would make thee quickly hop without thy I

[Exit Gloucester. The Queen drops her
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e me my fan : what, minion ! can ye not? 141
[She gives the Duchess a box on the ear

.

•y you mercy, madam ; was it you?
Inch. Was’t I

!
yea, I it was, proud French-

woman :

lid I come near your beauty with my nails,

set my ten commandments in your face.

'ing. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; ’twas against her
will.

>uch. Against her will
!
good king, look to’t

in time

;

’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby:
mgh in thi^ place most master wear no breeches,
shall not strike Dame Eleanor unrevenged.

[Exit.
uck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleanor,
l listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds

:

’s tickled now ; her fume needs no spurs,

’llgallop far enough to her destruction. [Exit.

Re-enter Gloucester.

lou. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown
1 walking once about the quadrangle,
me to talk of commonwealth affairs,

or your spiteful false objections,
re them, and I lie open to the law

:

God in mercy so deal with my soul, 160
in duty love my king and country !

to the matter that we have in hand

:

j, my sovereign, York is meetest man
>e your regent in the realm of France.

f. Before we make election, give me leave
how some reason, of no little force,
York is most unmeet of any man.

irk. I’ll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am
unmeet

:

,
for I cannot flatter thee in pride

;

if I be appointed for the place, 170
Lord of Somerset will keep me here,
out discharge, money, or furniture,
France be won into the Dauphin’s hands:
time, I danced attendance on his will
^aris was besieged, famish’d, and lost.

ar. That can I witness ; and a fouler faCt
t lever traitor in the land commit.
f. Peace, headstrong Warwick !

vr. Image of pride, why should I hold my
peace ?

nter Horner, the A rmourer, and his
man Peter, guarded.

f. Because here is a man accused of treason :

God the Duke of York excuse himself ! 181
yk. Doth any one accuse York for a
traitor ?

*g. What mean’st thou, Suffolk; tell me,
what are these ?
f
. Please it your majesty, this is the man
doth accuse his master of high treason :

vords were these: that Richard Duke of
Yprk
‘ightful heir unto the English crown
hat your majesty was an usurper.
ig. Say, man, were these thy words?

An’t shall please your majesty, I never
ior thought any such matter: God is my
'A I am falsely accused by the villain.
By these ten bones, my lords, he did

speak them to me in the garret one night, as
we were scouring my Lord of York’s armour.

t

York. Base dunghill villain and mechanical,
I’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech.
I do beseech your royal majesty,
Let him have all the rigour of the law. 109

Afor. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake
the words. My accuser is my ’prentice; and
when I did correct him for his fault the other
day, he did vow upon his knees he would be
even with me : I have good witness of this

:

therefore I beseech your majesty, do not cast
away an honest man for a villain’s accusation.
King. Uncle, what shall we say to this 1

in law?
Glou. This doom, my lord, if I may judge :

Let Somerset be regent o’er the French,
Because in York this breeds suspicion : 210 •

And let these have a day appointed them
For single combat in convenient place,
For he hath witness of his servant’s malice :

This is the law, and this Duke Humphrey’s
doom.

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty.
Hor. And I accept the combat willingly.
Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight

; for God’s
sake, pity my case. The spite of man prevaileth
against me. O Lord, have mercy upon me 1 I
shall never be able to fight a blow. O Lord, mv
heart

! _ 22\
Glou. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be

hang’d.
King. Away with them to prison ; and the

day of combat shall be the last of the next
month. Come, Somerset, we’ll see thee sent
away* [Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene IV. Gloucester’s garden.

Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, South-
well, and Bolingbroke.

Hume. Come, my masters; the duchess, I
tell you, experts performance of your promises.
Boling. Master Hume, we are therefore pro-

vided: will her ladyship behold and hear our
exorcisms ?

Hume. Ay, what else? fear you not her !

courage.
Boling. I have heard her reported to be a

'

woman of an invincible spirit: but it shall be
i

convenient, Master Hume, that you be by her
aloft, while we be busy below; and so, I pray

j

you, go, in God’s name, and leave us. [Exit
\

Hume.~\ Mother Jourdain, be you prostrate and
J

grovel on the earth
;
John Southwell, read you;

and let us to our work.

Enter Duchess aloft
, Hume following.

!

Duch. Well said, my masters; and welcome
j

all. To this gear the sooner the better.
Boling. Patience, good lady; wizards know !

their times

:

Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night,
The time of night when Troy was set on fire ; 20 !

The time when screech-owls cry and ban-dogs
j

howl
And spirits walk and ghosts break up their graves,

!

That time best fits the work we have in hand.
iMadam, sit you and fear not: whom we raise,
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We will make fast within a hallow’d verge.

[Here they do the ceremonies belonging,

and make the circle ; Bolingbroke or

Southwell reads, Conjuro te, &c. It

thunders and lightens terribly ; then

the Spirit riseth.

Spir. Adsum.
M. Jourd. Asmath,

By the eternal God, whose name and power

Thou tremblest at, answer that I shall ask

;

For, till thou speak, thou shalt not pass from

hence. 3°

Spir. Ask what thou wilt. That I had said

and done

!

Boling. ‘ First of the king : what shall of him
become ?’ [Reading out ofa paper.

Spir. The duke yet lives that Henry shall

depose

;

But him outlive, and die a violent death.

[As the Spirit speaks,
Southwell

writes the answer.

Boling. * What fates await the Duke of

Suffolk?’

Spir. By water shall he die, and take his end.

Boling. ‘What shall befall the Duke of

Somerset V
Spir. Let him shun castles

;

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains

Than where castles mounted stand. 4°

Have done, for more I hardly can endure.

Boling. Descend to darkness and the burning

lake !

False fiend, avoid
! . .

[Thunder and lightning. Exit Spirit.

What shall betide the Duke of Somerset?

Let him shun castles

;

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains

Than where castles mounted stand.’

Come, come, my lords

;

These oracles are hardly attain’d,

And hardly understood.

The king is now in progress towards S;t

Alban’s,

With him the husband of this lovely lady
: j

Thither go these news, as fast as horse h

carry them

:

A sorry breakfast for my lord protestor.

Buck. Your grace shall give me leave, /

Lord of York,
To be the post, in hope of his reward.

York. At your pleasure, my good lord. Wh
within there, ho

!

Enter a Servingman.

Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick
To sup with me to-morrow night. Away

! [
[Exei.

ACT II.

Enter the Duke of York and the Duke of
Buckingham with their Guard and break in.

York. Lay hands upon these traitors and

their trash.

Beldam, I think we watch’d you at an inch.

What, madam, are you there? the king and com-
monweal

Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains

:

My lord protestor will, I doubt it not,

See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts.

Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England’s

king, 5°

Injurious duke, that threatest where’s no cause.

Buck. True, madam, none at all: what call

you this?

Away with them ! let them be clapp’d up close,

And kept asunder. You, madam, shall with us.

Stafford, take her to thee.

[Exeunt above Duchess and Hume, guarded.

We’ll see your trinkets here all forthcoming.

All, away

!

[.Exeunt guard with Jourdain, Southwell, £j°c.

York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you

watch’d her well

:

A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon !

Now, pray, my lord, let’s see the devil’s writ. 6o

What have we here ? [Reads.
‘ The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose

;

But him outlive, and die a violent death.’

Why, this is just
‘ Aio te, iEacida, Romanos vincere posse.*

Well, to the rest

:

‘ Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk?

By water shall he die, and take his end.

Scene I. Saint A Ibaiis.

Enter the King, Queen, Gloucester, G
dinal, and Suffolk, with Falconers J

loing.

Queen. Believe me, lords, for flying at *

brook,
I saw not better sport these seven years day

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high;
j

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out.
;

King. But what a point, my lord, your fa;

made,
And what a pitch she flew above the rest

!

To see how God in all his creatures works
!

j

Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high.

Suf. No marvel, an it like your majesty,
j

My lord protedlor’s hawks do tower so well
; j

They know their master loves to be aloft
. J

And bears his thoughts above his falcon’s pit(

Glou. My lord, ’tis but a base ignoble mir

That mounts no higher than a bird can soar,
j

Car. I thought as much ;
he would be all

the clouds.
.

Glou. Ay, my lord cardinal? how think

by that?

Were it not good your grace could fly to heav

King. The treasury of everlasting joy.

Car. Thy heaven is on earth ;
thine eyes 1

thoughts
Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart

;

Pernicious protestor, dangerous peer,

That smooth’st it so with king and commonwc

Glou. What, cardinal, is your priest!/

grown peremptory ?

Tantaene animis coelestibus irae?

Churchmen so hot? good uncle, hide such

lice

;

With such holiness can you do it?

Suf. No malice, sir ; no more than well

comes
So good a quarrel and so bad a peer,

Glou. As who, my lord ?

Suf. Why, as you, my 1

An’t like your lordly lord-prote&orship.
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Glou. Why, Suffolk, England knows thine
insolence.

Queen. And thy ambition, Gloucester.
King. I prithee, peace, good queen,
id whet not on these furious peers

;

ir blessed are the peacemakers on earth.

Car. Let me be blessed for the peace I make,
;ainst this proud protestor, with my sword

!

Clou. [Aside to Car.] Faith, holy uncle, would
’twere come to that

!

Car. [Aside to GlouC\ Marry, when thou
darest.

Clou. [Aside to Car.] Make up no factious
numbers for the matter

; 40
thine own person answer thy abuse.
Car. [Aside to Glou.] Ay, where thou darest

not peep : an if thou darest,
is evening, on the east side of the grove.
King. How now, my lords

!

Car. Believe me, cousin Gloucester,
id not your man put up the fowl so suddenly,
; had had more sport. [Aside to Glou.] Come

with thy two-hand sword.
Clou. True, uncle.

Car. [Aside to Glou.] Are ye advised? the
east side of the grove ?

Clou. [Aside to Car.] Cardinal, I am with
you.

ling. Why, how now, uncle Gloucester

!

Clou. Talking of hawking
; nothing else, my

lord. 50
dde to Car.] Now, by God’s mother, priest,

I’ll shave your crown for this,

all my fence shall fail.

ar. [Aside to Glou.] Medice, teipsum—

•

itedlor, see to ’t well, protedl yourself.
ling. The winds grow high; so do your
stomachs, lords.

w irksome is this music to my heart

!

en such strings jar, what hope of harmony?
ray, my lords, let me compound this strife.

nter a Townsman ofSaint Allan's, crying
‘ A miracle !

’

'low.. What means this noise?
low, what miracle dost thou proclaim ? 60
'010ns. A miracle ! a miracle !

uf.
*

Come to the king and tell him what
miracle.

'owns. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Al-
ban’s shrine,

hin this half-hour, hath received his sight;
lan that ne’er saw in his life before.
mg. Now, God be praised, that to believing
souls

2S light in darkness, comfort in despair

!

ler the Mayor of Saint A lbait’s and his
'ethren, bearing Simpcox, between two in
chair

, Simpcox’s Wifefollowing.
ar. Here comes the townsmen on proces-
sion,

present your highness with the man.
mg. Great is his comfort in this earthly
vale, ... 70
ough by his sight his sin be multiplied.
Ion. Stand by, my masters ; bring him near
the king

;

highness’ pleasure is to talk with him.

King. Good fellow, tell us here the circum-
stance,

That we for thee may glorify the Lord.
What, hast thou been long blind and now re-

stored ?

Simp. Born blind, an’t please your grace.
IVife. Ay, indeed, was he.

Suf. What woman is this?
IVife. His wife, an ’t like your worship. 80
Glou. Hadst thou been his mother, thou

couldst have better told.
King. Where wert thou born?
Simp. At Berwick in the north, an’t like

your grace.
King. Poor soul, God’s goodness hath been

•great to thee

:

Let never day nor night unhallow’d pass,
But still remember what the Lord hath done.
Queen. Tell me, good fellow, earnest thou

here by chance,
Or of devotion, to this holy shrine ?

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion; being
call’d

A hundred times and oftener, in my sleep, qo
By good Saint Alban; who said, ‘Simpcox,

come,
Come, offer at my shrine, and I will help thee.’

Wife. Most true, forsooth; and many time
and oft

Myself have heard a voice to call him so.
Car. What, art thou lame?
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me !

Suf. How earnest thou so ?

Sunp. A fall off of a tree.Wife. A plum-tree, master.
Glou. How long hast thou been blind?
Simp. O, born so, master.
Glou. What, and wouldst climb a tree?
Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a

youth.

Wife. Too true; and bought his climbing very
dear. IOO

Glou . Mass, thou lovedst plums well, that
wouldst venture so.

Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desired
some damsons,

And made me climb, with danger of my life.

Glou. A subtle knave ! but yet it shall not
serve.

Let me see thine eyes: wink now: now open
them:

In my opinion yet thou see’st not well.
Simp. Yes, master, clear as day, I thank God

and Saint Alban.
Glou. Say’st thou me so? What colour is this

.

cloak of?
Simp. Red, master; red as blood. no
Glou. Why, that’s well said. What colour is

my gown of?
Simp. Black, forsooth: coal-black as jet.
King. Why, then, thou know’st what colour

jet is of? •

Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see.
Glou. But cloaks and gowns, before this day,

a many.
Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life.
Glou. Tell me, sirrah, what’s my name?
Simp. Alas, master, I know not.
Glou. What’s his name?



Simp. I know not.

Glou. Nor his?

Simp. No, indeed, master.

Glou. What ’s thine own name ?

Simp. Saunder Simpcox, an if it please you,

master.

Glou. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest

knave in Christendom. If thou hadst been born

blind, thou mightst as well have known all our

names as thus to name the several colours we do

wear. Sight may distinguish of colours, but sud-

denly to nominate them all, it is impossible. My
lords, Saint Alban here hath done a miracle ; and
would ye not think his cunning to be great, that

could restore this cripple to his legs again?

Simp. O master, that you could !

Glou. My masters of Saint Alban’s, have you
not beadles in your town, and things called

whips?
May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace.

Glou. Then send for one presently.

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither

straight. [Exit an Attendant. 141

Glou. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by.

Now, sirrah, if you mean to save yourself from

whipping, leap me over this stool and run away.

Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand

alone

:

You go about to torture me in vain.

Have pradlised dangerously against your state

Dealing with witches and with conjurers

:

Whom we have apprehended in the fa<5t

;

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground,

Demanding of King Henry’s life and death,

And other of your highness’ privy-council

;

As more at large your grace shall understand,

Car. [Aside to Glou.] And so, my lord p
tedlor, by this means

Your lady is forthcoming yet at London.
This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapo

edge

;

’Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your horn

Glou. Ambitious churchman, leave to aff

my heart:

Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my powe
And, vanquish’d as I am, I yield to thee,

Or to the meanest groom.
King. O God, what mischiefs work the wicl

Enter a Beadle with whips.

Glou. Well, sir, we must have you find your

legs. Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over

that same stool.

Bead. I will, my lord. Come on, sirrah ; off

with your doublet quickly. 15 1

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do? I am
not able to stand.

[After the Beadle hath hit him once
,

he leaps over the stool and mins
away; and they follow and cry,

‘A miracle
!’

King. O God, seest Thou this, and bearest

so long?
Queen . It made me laugh to see the villain

run.

Glou. Follow the knave; and take this drab

away.
Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need.

Glou. Let them be whipped through every

market-town, till they come to Berwick, from

whence they came. *6o

[Exeunt Wife ,
Beadle, Mayor,

&>c.

Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle

to-day.

Suf. True; made the lame to leap and fly

Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby

Queen. Gloucester, see here the tainture

thy nest,

And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best.

Glou. .
Madam, for myself, to heaven I

appeal,

How I have loved my king and commonweal
And, for my wife, I know not how it stands

;

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard

:

Noble she is, but if she have forgot

Honour and virtue and conversed with such

As, like to pitch, defile nobility,

I banish her my bed and company
And give her as a prey to law and shame,

That hath dishonour’d Gloucester’s honest nai

King. Well, for this night we will repose

here

:

To-morrow toward London back again,

To look into this business thoroughly

And call these foul offenders to their answers

And poise the cause in justice’ equal scales,

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful ca

prevails. [Flourish. Exeit

Scene II. London. The Duke of Yor
garden.

away.
.

Glou. But you have done more miracles than 1 ;

i You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly.

Enter Buckingham.

j

King. What tidings with our cousin Buck-
ingham ?

Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to

unfold.

A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent,

j
Under the countenance and confederacy

i Of Lady Eleanor, the protestor's wife,

I
The ringleader and head of all this rout, 170

Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick.

York. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury

Warwick,
Our simple supper ended, give me leave

In this close walk to satisfy myself,

In craving your opinion of my title,

Which is infallible, to England’s crown.

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full.

War. Sweet York, begin: and if thy cl;!

be good,
The Nevils are thy subjects to command.

York. Then thus :

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons

:

The first, Edward the Black Prince, Princt!

Wales;
The second, William of Hatfield, and the thir

Lionel Duke of Clarence ; next to whom
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster

;

The fifth was Edmund Langley, Duke of Y01

The sixth was Thomas of Woodstock, Dukf

Gloucester

;

William of Windsor was the seventh and last.
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ard the Black Prince died before his father
left behind him Richard, his only son,
>after Edward- the Third’s death reign’d as
king

; 2Q
Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaster,
eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt,
ra’d by the name of Henry the Fourth,
-d on the realm, deposed the rightful king,
his poor queen to France, from whence she
came,
him to Pomfret; where, as all you know,
nless Richard was murder’d traitorously.
ar. Father, the duke hath told the truth;
; got the house of Lancaster the crown.
>rk. Which now they hold by force and not
by right;

30
Richard, the first son’s heir, being dead,
ssue of the next son should have reign’d.
1. But William of Hatfield died without an
heir.

rk. The third son, Duke of Clarence, from
whose line

m the crown, had issue, Philippe, a daughter,
married Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March

:

ind had issue, Roger Earl of March

;

r had issue, Edmund, Anne and Eleanor.
This Edmund, in the reign of Boling-

broke,

aave read, laid claim unto the crown
; 40

but for Owen Glendower, had been king
kept him in captivity till he died.
3 the rest.

His eldest sister, Anne,
'Other, being heir unto the crown,
ed Richard Earl of Cambridge

; who was
;nn

dmund Langley, Edward the Third’s fifth
ion.

r I claim the kingdom : she was heir
>ger Earl of March, who was the son
mund Mortimer, who married Philippe
aughter unto Lionel Duke of Clarence 50
the issue of the elder son
A before the younger, I am king.
r. What plain proceeding is more plain
han this? *

• doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt,
urth son; York claims it from the third.
°nel s issue fails, his should not reign

;

not yet, but flourishes in thee
thy sons, fair slips of such a stock,
father Salisbury, kneel we together;
this private plot be we the first 60

nail salute our rightful sovereign
onour of his birthright to the crown.
• Long live our sovereign Richard, Eng-

?

nd s king !

&

We thank you, lords. But I am not
nur king
>e crown’d and that my sword be stain’d
eart-blood of the house of Lancaster

;

at s not suddenly to be perform’d,
-u advice and silent secrecy.
; as I do in these dangerous days

:

t the^Duke of Suffolk’s insolence, 70
utort s pride, at Somerset’s ambition,
Kingham and nil the crew of them
y have snared the shepherd of the flock,
rtuous prince, the good Duke Humphrey:

they^ seek, and they in seeking that
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy.
*W. My lord, break we off; we know your

mind at full.

IVar My heart assures me that the Earl of
Warwick

ShaH one day make the Duke of York a king.

tj.'Y j ,
Nevil, this I do assure myself

:

Richard shall live to make the Earl of Warwick
Ihe greatest man in England but the king.

[Exeunt.

Scene III. A hall ofjtistice.

Sound trumpets. Enter the King, the Queen,
Gloucester, York, Suffolk, and Salis-
bury; the Duchess of Gloucester, Mar-
gery Jourdain, Southwell, Hume, and
JjOLIngbroke, underguard.
King Stand forth, Dame Eleanor Cobham

.
Gloucester s wife

:

In sight of God and us, your guilt is great

:

Receive the sentence of the law for sins
Such as by God’s book are adjudged to death
You four, from hence to prison back again

;

Jb rom thence unto the place of execution •

The witch in Smithfield shall be burn’d to ashesAnd you three shall be strangled on the gallows
’

You, madam, for you are more nobly born
Despoiled of your honour in your life, 1G
Shall, after three days’ open penance done,
Liye m your country here in banishment.
With Sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man.
Duch. Welcome is banishment; welcome weremy death.
Glou Eleanor, the law, thou see’st, hath

judged thee:
I cannot justify whom the law condemns.
[Exeunt Duchessand otherprisoners, guardedMine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief

*

!Ah Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age
|Will bring thy head with sorrow to the ground !

I beseech your majesty, give me leave to go; 20
Sorrow would solace and mine age would easeKmg. Stay, Humphrey Duke of Gloucester:

ere thou go,
Give up thy staff: Henry will to himself
Protestor be ; and God shall be my hope,

a
y
j
Stay

.’
my guide and lantern to my feet :And go in peace, Humphrey, no less beloved

Ilian when thou wert proteaor to thy king.

4* l
ee no reason why a king of years

jShould be to be protected like a child. r

God and King Henry govern England’s realm, 00
Give up your staff, sir, and the king his realm. I

^aff
My staff? here, noble Henry, is my

As willingly do I the same resign
As e’er thy father Henry made it mine *

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave itAs others would ambitiously receive it
Farewell, good king : when I am dead and gone,

‘

May honourable peace attend thy throne ! [Exit.
Queen. Why, now is Henry king, and Mar-

garet queen

;

And Humphrey Duke of Gloucester scarce him-
self,

That bears so shrewd a maim
; two pulls once *

His lady banish’d, and a limb lopp’d off.
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This staff of honour raught, there let it stand

Where it best fits to be, in Henry’s hand.

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine and hangs his

sprays
; . ,

Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her youngest days.

York. Lords, lethim go. Please it your majesty,

This is the day appointed for the combat

;

And ready are the appellant and defendant,

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists, 50

So please your highness to behold the fight.

Queen. Ay, good my lord ;
for purposely there-

fore

Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried.

King. O’ God’s name, see the lists and all

things fit

:

Here let them end it ; and God defend the right

!

York. I never saw a fellow worse bested,

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant,

The servant of this armourer, my lords.

York. Take away his weapon. Fellow,

God, and the good wine in thy master’s wa-

Peter. O God, have I overcome mine e.

..1 this presence? O Peter, thou hast prev

in right

!

King. Go, take hence that traitor fron

sight

;

For by his death we do perceive his guilt

:

And God in justice hath reveal’d to us

The truth and innocence of this poor fellow,

Which he had thought to have murder’d u
fully.

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward.

[Sound aflourish. Ex

Scene IV. A street.

Enter at one door,
Horner, the Armourer,

and

his Neighbours, drinking to him so much that

he is drunk ; and he enters with a drum before

him and his staffwith a sand-bagfastened to

it ; and at the other door Peter, his man,

with a drum and sand-bag, and ’Prentices

drinking to him.

First Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink

to you in a cup of sack : and fear not, neighbour,

you shall do well enough. 61

Sec. Neigh. And here, neighbour, here s a cup

of charneco.
, , ,

.

Third Neigh. And here ’s a pot of good double

beer, neighbour : drink, and fear not your man.

Hor. Let it come, i’ faith, and I ’ll pledge you

all ;
and a fig for Peter

!

First'Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee:

and be not afraid.

Sec. 'Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy

master : fight for credit of the ’prentices. p
Peter. I thank you all : drink, and pray for

me, I pray you; for I think I have taken my last

draught in this world. Here, Robin, an if I die,

1 I give thee my apron : and, Will, thou shalt have

I

my hammer: and here, Tom, take all the money
1

that I have. O Lord bless me ! I pray God ! for

I am never able to deal with my master, he hath

learnt so much fence already.

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to

blows. Sirrah, what’s thy name? 81

Peter. Peter, forsooth.

Sal. Peter! what more?
Peter. Thump.
Sal. Thump ! then see thou thump thy master

well.
, . ,

Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were,

upon my man’s instigation, to prove him a knave

and myself an honest man : and touching the

Duke of York, I will take my death, I never

meant him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen

:

and therefore, Peter, have at thee with a down-

right blow ! .

York. Dispatch: this knaves tongue begins

to double.

Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants

!

[A larum. Theyfight, and Peter strikes

him down.

Hor Hold, Peter, hold ! I confess, I confess

treason.
[Dies.

Enter Gloucester and his Servingmen
mourning cloaks.

Glou. Thus sometimes hath the brightes

a cloud

;

And after summer evermore succeeds

Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping col

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet.

Sirs, what’s o’clock?

Serv. Ten, my lord.

Glou. Ten is the hour that was appointe

To watch the coming of my punish’d duche

Uneath may she endure the flinty streets,

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet.

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook

The abjedt people gazing on thy face,

With envious looks, laughing at thy shame,

That erst did follow thy proud chariot-whec

When thou didst ride in triumph throug

streets.

But, soft ! I think she comes; and I’ll prep

My tear-stain’d eyes to see her miseries.

Enter the Duchess of Gloucester in a

sheet, and a taper burning in her hand

;

Sir John Stanley, the Sheriff, and Off

Serv. So please your grace, we’ll tak

from the sheriff.

Glou. No, stir not, for your lives; It

pass by.

Duch. Come you, my lord, to see my

shame ?

Now thou dost penance too. Look how they

See how the giddy multitude do point,

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes or

Ah, Gloucester, hide thee from their hateful

And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame,

And ban thine enemies, both mine and thir

Glou. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this

Duch. Ah, Gloucester, teach me to

myself
! ,

For whilst I think I am thy married wife I

And thou a prince, protedtor of this land,

Methinks I should not thus be led along,

Mail’d up in shame, with papers on my ba<

And follow’d with a rabble that rejoice

To see my tears and hear my deep-fet gro;

The ruthless flint doth cut my tender feet,

And when I start, the envious people laug

And bid me be advised how I tread.

Ah, Humphrey, can I bear this shameful \

Trow’st thou that e’er I ’ll look upon the w

Or count them happy that enjoy the sun

.
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dark shall be my light and night my day; 40
hink upon my pomp shall be my hell,

etime I’ll say, I am Duke Humphrey’s wife,
he a prince and ruler of the land

:

so he ruled and such a prince he was
e stood by whilst I, his forlorn duchess,
made a wonder and a pointing-stock
very idle rascal follower,

be thou mild and blush not at my shame,
stir at nothing till the axe of death

g over thee, as, sure, it shortly will

;

Suffolk, he that can do all in all

1 her that hateth thee and hates us all,

York and impious Beaufort, that false priest,
e all limed bushes to betray thy wings,
,
fly thou how thou canst, they’ll tangle thee :

fear not thou, until thy foot be snared,
never seek prevention of thy foes.

ou. Ah, Nell, forbear! thou aimest all awry;
st offend before I be attainted

;

had I twenty times so many foes, 60
each of them had twenty times their power,
hese could not procure me any scathe,
ng as I am loyal, true and crimeless,
ldst have me rescue thee from this reproach ?

,
yet thy scandal were not wiped away,

1 in danger for the breach of law.
greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell:
y thee, sort thy heart to patience

;

e few days’ wonder will be quickly worn.

Enter a Herald.

r. I summon your grace to his majesty’:
parliament,

en at Bury the first of this next month.
m. And my consent ne’er ask’d herein be-
fore !

is close dealing. Well, I will be there.

[Exit Herald.
In ell, I take my leave : and, master sheriff,
ot her penance exceed the king’s commission.

\

Tr
-'

An’t please your grace, here my com-
mission stays,
Sir John Stanley is appointed now
'ke her with him to the Isle of Man.
u- Must you, Sir John, protedt my lady
here?

n. So am I given in charge, may’t please
your grace. 80
u. Entreat her not the worse in that I pray
ise her well : the world may laugh again ;

may live to do you kindness if
0 it her : and so, Sir John, farewell

!

:h. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not
arewell

!

u. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak.
[Exeunt Gloucester and Servingmen.

'h. Art thou gone too ? all comfort go with
hee

!

me abides with me : my joy is death
;

» at whose name I oft have been afear’d,
se I wish’d this world’s eternity. 90
y, I prithee, go, and take me hence;
not whither, for I beg no favour,
:°nvey me where thou art commanded.
*• Wny, madam, that is to the Isle of Man

;

to be used according to your state.
h. That’s bad enough, for I am
•roach

:

but re-

And shall I then be used reproachfully?
Stan. Like to a duchess, and Duke Hum-

phrey’s lady

;

According to that state you shall be used. 99
Duck. Sheriff, farewell, and better than I fare,

Although thou hast been conduct of my shame.
Sher. It is my office ; and, madam, pardon me.
Duck. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is dis-

charged.
Come, Stanley, shall we go?
Stan. Madam, you*- penance done, throw off

this sheet,
And go we to attire you for our journey.
Duck. My shame will not be shifted with my

sheet

:

No, it will hang upon my richest robes
And show itself, attire me how I can.
Go, lead the way

; I long to see my prison, no
[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I. The Abbey at Bury St Edmund’s.

Sound a sennet. Enter the King, the Queen,
Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk, York,
Buckingham, Salisbury and Warwick to
the Parliament.

King. I muse my Lord of Gloucester is not
come:

’Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man,
Whate’er occasion keeps him from us now.
Queen. Can you not see ? or will ye not ob-

serve
The strangeness of his alter’d countenance?
With what a majesty he bears himself.
How insolent of late he is become.
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike him-

self?

We know the time since he was mild and affable,
And if we did but glance a far-off look, 10
Immediately he was upon his knee,
That all the court admired him for submission

:

But meet him now, and, be it in the morn,
When every one will give the time of day’
He knits his brow and shows an angry eye
And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee,
Disdaining duty that to us belongs.
Small curs are not regarded when they grin

;

But great men tremble when the lion roars;’
And Humphrey is no little man in England. 20
First note that he is near you in descent,
And should you fall, he as the next will mount.
Me seemeth then it is no policy,
Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears
And his advantage following your decease,
That he should come about your royal person
Or be admitted to your highness’ council.
By flattery hath he won the commons’ hearts,
And when he please to make commotion,
’Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him. 30Now ’tis the spring, and weeds are shallow-

rooted ;

Suffer them now, and they’ll o’ergrow the garden
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry.
The reverent care I bear unto my lord
Made me colled! these dangers in the duke.
If it be fond, call it a woman’s fear;
Which fear if better reasons can supplant,
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I will subscribe and say I wrong’d the duke.

My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York,

Reprove my allegation, if you can
; 40

Or else conclude my words effectual.

Suf. Well hath your highness seen into this

duke

;

And, had I first been put to speak my mind,

I think I should have told your grace’s tale.

The duchess by his subornation,

Upon my life, began her devilish practices:

Or, if he were not privy to those faults,

Yet, by reputing of his high descent,

As next the king he was successive heir,

And such high vaunts of his nobility, 50

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess

By wicked means to frame our sovereign’s fall.

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep

;

And in his simple show he harbours treason.

The fox barks not when he would steal the lamb.

No, no, my sovereign ;
Gloucester is a man

Unsounded yet and full of deep deceit.

Car. Did he not, contrary to forpi of law,

Devise strange deaths for small offences done ?

York. And did he not, in his protectorship, 60

Levy great sums of money through the realm

For soldiers’ pay in France, and never sent it?

By means whereof the towns each day revolted.

Buck. Tut, these are petty faults to faults

unknown,
Which time will bring to light in smooth Duke

Humphrey.
King. My lords, at once : the care you have

of us,

To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot,

Is worthy praise: but, shall I speak my con-

science,

Our kinsman Gloucester is as innocent

From meaning treason to our royal person 70

As is the sucking lamb or harmless dove

The duke is virtuous, mild and too well given

To dream on evil or to work my downfall.

Queen. Ah, what’s more dangerous than this

fond affiance!

Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrow d,

For he’s disposed as the hateful raven :

Is he a lamb? his skin is surely lent him,

For he’s inclined as is the ravenous wolf.

Who cannot steal a shape that means deceit?

Take heed, my lord ;
the welfare of us all 80

Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man.

Enter Somerset.

Som. All health unto my gracious sovereign !

King. Welcome, Lord Somerset. What news

from France?
Som. That all your interest in those terri-

tories

Is utterly bereft you ;
all is lost.

King. Cold news, Lord Somerset : but God s

will be done

!

York. [Aside] Cold news for me; for I had

hope of Franee
i As firmly as I hope for fertile England.

1 Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud
1 And caterpillars eat my leaves away ; 9°

But I will remedy this gear ere long,

Or sell my title for a glorious grave.

Enter Gloucester.

Glou. All happiness unto my lord the kir

Pardon, my liege, that I have stay’d so long

Suf. Nay, Gloucester, know that thoi

come too soon,

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art*

1 do arrest thee of high treason here.

Glou. Well, Suffolk, thou shalt not set

blush
Nor change my countenance for this arrest:

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted.

The purest spring is not so free from mud
As I am clear from treason to my sovereign

Who can accuse me? wherein am I guilty?

York. ’Tis thought, my lord, that you
bribes of France,

And, being protestor, stayed the soldiers’ ps

By means whereof his highness hath lost Fr;

Glou. Is it but thought so? what are

that think it?

I never robb’d the soldiers of their pay,

Nor ever had one penny bribe from France.

So help me God, as I have watch’d the night

Ay, night by night, in studying good for

land,

That doit that e’er I wrested from the king,

Or any groat I hoarded to my use,

Be brought against me at my trial-day

!

No ; many a pound of mine own proper stor

Because I would not tax the needy common
Have I dispursed to the garrisons.

And never ask’d for restitution.

Car. It serves you well, my lord, to ss

much.
Glou. I say no more than truth, so hel

God!
. .

York. In your protectorship you did de\

Strange tortures for offenders never heard 0

That England was defamed by tyranny.

Glou. Why, /tis well known that, whiles
‘

protector,

Pity was all the fault that was in me ;

For I should melt at an offender’s tears,

And lowly words were ransom for their fauli

Unless it were a bloody murderer.

Or foul felonious thief that fleeced poor pa

gers,

I never gave them condign punishment:

Murder indeed, that bloody sin, I tortured

Above the felon or what trespass else.

Suf. My lord, these faults are easy, qu

answered

:

But mightier crimes are laid unto your char

Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. I

I do arrest you in his highness’ name

;

And here commit you to my lord cardinal
'

To keep, until your further time of trial.
:

King. My lord of Gloucester, ’tis my s\

hope
That you will clear yourself from all suspect

My conscience tells me you are innocent.
|

Glou. Ah, gracious lord, these days are

gerous

:

Virtue is choked with foul ambition

And charity chased hence by rancour’s ham

Foul'subornation is predominant
And equity exiled your highness’ land.

I know their complot is to have my life,
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ifmy death might make this island happy
prove the period of their tyranny,
mid expend it with all willingness: 150
mine is made the prologue to their play

;

thousands more, that yet suspedl no peril,

not conclude their plotted tragedy,
ifort’s red sparkling eyes blab his heart’s
malice,

Suffolk’s cloudy brow his stormy hate;

p Buckingham unburthens with his tongue
envious load that lies upon his heart

;

dogged York, that reaches at the moon,
se overweening arm I have pluck’d back,
ilse accuse doth level at my life : 160
you, my sovereign lady, with the rest,
eless have laid disgraces on my head
with your best endeavour have stirr’d up
iefest liege to be mine enemy :

ill of you have laid your heads together—
-If had notice of your conventicles

—

all to make away my guiltless life.

11 not want false witness to condemn me,
store of treasons to augment my guilt

;

indent proverb will be well effected : 170
aff is quickly found to beat a dog.’
r. My liege, his railing is intolerable :

>se that care to keep your royal person
treason’s secret knife and traitors’ rage
us upbraided, chid and rated at,

he offender granted scope of speech,
1 make them cool in zeal unto your grace.
F
. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady
here

ignominious words, though clerkly couch’d,
she had suborned some to swear 180
allegations to o’erthrow his state?
'en. But I can give the loser leave to chide,
k Far truer spoke than meant: I lose,
ndeed

;

ew the winners, for they play’d me false

!

^ell such losers may have leave to speak.
k. He’ll wrest the sense and hold us here
ill day :

|

cardinal, he is your prisoner.

•,
Sirs, take away the duke, and guard

dm sure.

l. An ! thus King Henry throws away
is crutch
his legs be firm to bear his body. 190
s the shepherd beaten from thy side
olvesare gnarlingwho shall gnaw thee first,
at my fear v/ere false 1 ah, that it were

!

aod King Henry, thy decay I fear.

{Exit, guarded.

.
My lords, what to your wisdoms seem-

Ji best,

ando, as if ourself were here.
n. What, will your highness leave the
arhament?

C’
Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown’d

ith grief,

flood begins t® flow within mine eyes,
ly round engirt with misery, 200
at’s more miserable than discontent?
de Humphrey ! in thy face I see
ip of honour, truth and loyalty :

t, good Humphrey, is the hour to come
er I proved thee false or fear’d thy faith,
aunng star now envies thy estate.

That these great lords and Margaret our queenDo seek subversion of thy harmless life?
Thou never didst them wrong nor no man wrong

;

And as the butcher takes away the calf 210
And binds the wretch and beats it when it strays.
Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house,
Even so remorseless have they borne him hence ;And as the dam runs lowing up and down,
Looking the way her harmless young one went,
And can do nought but wail her darling’s loss.
Even so myself bewails good Gloucester’s case
With sad unhelpful tears, and with dimm’d eyes
Look after him and cannot do him good,
So mighty are his vowed enemies. 220
His fortunes I will weep and ’twixt each groan
Say ‘Who’s a traitor? Gloucester he is none.’

[Exeunt all but Queen, Cardinal Beaufort,
Suffolk, and York ; Somerset remains apart.
Queen. Free lords, cold snow melts with the

sun’s hot beams.
Henry my lord is cold in great affairs,
Too full of foolish pity, and Gloucester’s show
Beguiles him as the mournful crocodile
With sorrow snares relenting passengers.
Or as the snake roll’d in a flowering bank,
With shining checker’d slough, doth sting a

child
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 230
Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I

—

And yet herein I judge mine own wit good

—

This Gloucester should be quickly rid the world,
To rid us.from the fear we have of him.

Car. That he should die is worthy policy;
But yet we want a colour for his death :

’Tis meet he be condemn’d by course of law.
Suf. But, in my mind, that were no policy

:

The king will labour still to save his life,

The commons haply rise, to save his life
; 240

And yet we have but trivial argument,
More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death.

York. So that, by this, you would not have
him die.

Suf. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I

!

York. ’Tis York that hath more reason for
his death.

But, my lord cardinal, and you, my Lord of
Suffolk,

Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,
Were’t not all one, an empty eagle were set
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite,
As place Duke Humphrey for the king’s pro-

j

tedtor ? 250 I

Queen. So the poor chicken should be sure of
j

death.
j

Suf. Madam, ’tis true ; and were’t not mad- !

ness, then,
To make the fox surveyor of the fold ?

Who being accused a crafty murderer.
His guilt should be but idly posted over.
Because his purpose is not executed.
No ; let him die, in that he is a fox.
By nature proved-an enemy to the flock.
Before his chaps be stain’d with crimson blood,
As Humphrey, proved by reasons, to my liege.
And do not stand on quillets how to slay him : 261
Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety,
Sleeping or waking, ’tis no matter how,
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit
Which mates him first that first intends deceit.
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Queen. Thrice-noble Suffolk, ’tis resolutely

spoke.

Suf. Not resolute, except so much were done

;

For things are often spoke and seldom meant

.

But that my heart accordeth with my tongue,

Seeing the deed is meritorious, 270

And to preserve my sovereign from his foe.

Say but the word, and I will be his priest.

Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord

of Suffolk,

Ere you can take due orders for a priest

:

Say you consent and censure well the deed,

And I’ll provide his executioner,

I tender so the safety of my liege
#

Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy

doing.

Queen. And so say I.

York And I : and now we three have spoke

it, ,

280

It skills not greatly who impugns our doom.

Enter a Post.

Post. Great lords, from Ireland am I come

amain,
To signify that rebels there are up

And put the Englishmen unto the sword
: _

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime,

Before the wound do grow uncurable ;

For, being green, there is great hope of help.

Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient

stop
! , . • v 9

What counsel give you in this weighty cause/

York That Somerset be sent as regent thi-

ther: . , ,

29°

’Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ d

,

Witness the fortune he hath had in France.

Som. If York, with all his far-fet policy,

Had been the regent there instead of me,

He never would have stay’d in France so long.

York. No, not to lose it all, as thou hast done :

I rather would have lost my life betimes

Than bring a burthen of dishonour home

By staying there so long till all were lost.

Show me one scar charafter’d on thy skin : 300

Men’s flesh preserved so whole do seldom win.

Queen. Nay, then, this spark will prove a

raging fire, , , . . ,

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with

:

No more, good York ;
sweet Somerset, be still

:

Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there,

Might happily have proved far worse than his.

York. What, worse than nought? nay, then,

a shame take all

!

Som. And, in the number, thee that wishest

shame ! . r
Car. My Lord of York, try what your for-

tune is.

The uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arms
.

310

And temper clay with blood of Englishmen

.

To Ireland will you lead a band of men,

Collected choicely, from each county some,

And try your hap against the Irishmen?
.

York. I will, my lord, so please his majesty.

Suf. Why, our authority is his consent,

And what we do establish he confirms •

Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand.

York. I am content
:
provide me soldiers, lords,

Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 32C>

Suf. A charge, Lord York, that I will

perform’d. '

But now return we to the false Duke Humph
Car. No more of him ;

for I will deal with

That henceforth he shall trouble us no more.

And so break off; the day is almost spent

:

Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that ev

York. My Lord of Suffolk, within four

days
At Bristol I expedt my soldiers

;

For there I ’ll ship them all for Ireland.

Suf. I ’ll see it truly done, my Lord of Y
[Exeunt all but I,

York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fe:

thoughts,

And change misdoubt to resolution :

Be that thou hopest to be, or what thou art

Resign to death ;
it is not worth the enjoyin

Let pale-faced fear keep with the mean-born

And find no harbour in a royal heart.

Faster than spring-time showers comes the

on thought,

And not a thought but thinks on dignity.
#

My brain more busy than the labouring spic

Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies

Well, nobles, well, ’tis politicly done,.

To send me packing with an host of men

:

I fear me you but warm the starved snake,

Who, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting

hearts. . ,

’Twas men I lack’d and you will give them

I take it kindly ;
yet be well assured

}
.

You put sharp weapons in a madman s hand

Whiles I in Ireland nourish a mighty band,

I will stir up in England some black storm

Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or

And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage

Until the golden circuit on my head,

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beam

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.

And, for a minister of my intent,

I have seduced a headstrong Kentishman,

John Cade of Ashford,

To make commotion, as full well he can,

Under the title of John Mortimer.

In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade

Oppose himself against a troop of kerns,

And fought so long, till that his thighs with

Were almost like a sharp-qmll’d porpentme

And, in the end being rescued, I have seen

Him caper upright like a wild Monsco,

Shaking the bloody darts as he his bells.

Full often, like a shag-hair’d crafty kern.

Hath he conversed with the enemy,

And undiscover’d come to me again

And given me notice of their villames.

This devil here shall be my substitute ;

For that John Mortimer, which now is dea-

In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resembl

By this I shall perceive the commons mind

How they affedt the house and claim of xo.|

Say he be taken, rack’d and tortured,

I know no pain they can inflidl upon him

Will make him say I moved him to those a

Say that he thrive, as ’tis great like he will

Why, then from Ireland come I with my sti

And reap the harvest which that rascal sow

For Humphrey being dead, as he shall be.

And Henry put apart, the next for me. L
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ene II. Bury St Edmunds. A room
ofstate.

Enter certain Murderers, hastily,

st Mur. Run to my Lord of Suffolk ; let

him know
ave dispatch’d the duke, as he commanded.
. Mur. 0 that it were to do ! What have
ve done ?

ever hear a man so penitent ?

Enter Suffolk.

ft Mur. Here comes my lord.

: Now, sirs, have you dispatch’d this thing?
ft Mur. Ay, my good lord, he’s dead.
! Why, that’s well said. Go, get you to
ay house

;

reward you for this venturous deed,
ing and all the peers are here at hand, io
you laid fair the bed? Is all things well,
ling as I gave directions?
t Mur. ’Tis, my good lord.

Away! begone. {Exeunt Murderers.

trumpets. Enter the King, the Queen,
dinal Beaufort, Somerset, with At-
ants.

s
Go, call our uncle to our presence

xaight

;

i intend to try his grace to-day,
e guilty, as ’tis published.

I’ll call him presently, my noble lord.

{Exit.
r- Lords, take your places ; and, I pray
du all,

J no straiter ’gainst our uncle Gloucester
om true evidence of good esteem 21
approved in practice culpable.
*• God forbid any malice should prevail,
ultless may condemn a nobleman !

od he may acquit him of suspicion !

I thank thee, Meg; these words con-
nt me much.

Re-enter Suffolk.

>w ! why look’st thou pale ? why tremblest
OU?
is our uncle? what’s the matter, Suffolk?
Dead in his bed, my lord ; Gloucester is

ad.

Marry, God forfend
! 30

God’s secret judgement: I did dream
night

te was dumb and could not speak a word.
{The King swoons.

How fares my lord? Help, lords!
king is dead.
Rear up his body

; wring him by the nose.
Run, go, help, help ! O Henry, ope

ne eyes

!

He doth revive again : madam, be patient.
O heavenly God

!

p,
How fares my gracious lord?

^omfort, my sovereign
! gracious Henry,

nfort

!

^What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort

5i 1

Came he right now to sing a raven’s note, 40Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers;
And thinks he that the chirping of a wren,
By crying comfort from a hollow breast,
Can chase away the first-conceived sound?
Hide not thy poison with such sugar’d words;
Lay not thy hands on me; forbear, I say;
Their touch affrights me as a serpent’s sting.
I hou baleful messenger, out ofmy sight

!

Upon thy eye-balls murderous tyranny
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 50Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding

:

Yet do not go away: come, basilisk,
And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight;
For in the shade of death I shall find joy:
In life but double death, now Gloucester’s dead.
Queen. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk

thus?
Although the duke was enemy to him,
Yet he most Christian-like laments his death:
And for myself, foe as he was to me,
Might liquid tears or heart-offending groans 60
Or blood-consuming sighs recall his life,
I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans,
Look pale as primrose with blood-drinking sighs,
And all to have the noble duke alive.
What know I how the world may deem of me?
For it is known we were but hollow friends

:

It may be judged I made the duke away;
So shall my name with slander’s tongue be

wounded,
And princes’ courts be fill’d with my reproach.
1 his get I by his death : ay me, unhappy

! 70Io be a queen, and crown’d with infamy

!

King. Ah, woe is me for Gloucester, wretched
man

! |

Queen. Be woe for me, more wretched than I

he is.

What, dost thou turn away and hide thy face?
I am no loathsome leper

; look on me.
What ! art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf?
Be poisonous too and kill thy forlorn queen.

|
s all thy comfort shut in Gloucester’s tomb?
Why, then, dame Margaret was ne’er thy joy.
Erect his statua and worship it, 80
And make my image but an alehouse sign.
Was I for this nigh wreck’d upon the sea
And twice by awkward wind from England’s bank
Drove back again unto my native clime ?

What boded this, but well forewarning wind
Did seem to say ‘ Seek not a scorpion’s nest,
Nor set.no footing on this unkind shore’?
What did I then, but cursed the gentle gusts
And he that loosed them forth their brazen caves

;

And bid them blow towards England’s blessed
shore, ^Ur turn our stern upon a dreadful rock?

Yet A2olus would not be a murderer,
But left that hateful office unto thee

:

The pretty-vaulting sea refused to drown me,
Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown’d on

shore,
With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkindness :

1 he splitting rocks cower’d in the sinking sands
And would not dash me with their ragged sides
Because thy flinty heart, more hard than they,

*

Might in thy palace perish Margaret. 100
As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs,
When from thy shore the tempest beat us back,
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I stood upon the hatches in the storm,

And when the dusky sky began to rob

My earnest-gaping sight of thy land s view,

I took a costly jewel from my neck,

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,

And threw it towards thy land : the sea received it,

And so I wish’d thy body might my heart:

And even with this I lost fair England’s view no
And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart

And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles,

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast,

i How often have I tempted Suffolk’s tongue,

I
The agent of thy foul inconstancy,

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did

When he to madding Dido would unfold

His father’s a<5ts commenced in burning Troy !

Am I not witch’d like her? or thou not false like

him?
Ay me, I can no more ! die, Margaret ! 120

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so long.

Noise zvithin. Enter Warwick, Salisbury,
and many Commons.

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign,

That good Duke Humphrey traitorously is mur
der’d

By Suffolk and the Cardinal Beaufort’s means.

The commons, like an angry hive of bees

That want their leader, scatter up and down
And care not who they sting in his revenge.

Myself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny,

Until they hear the order of his death.

King. That he is dead, good Warwick, tis

too true ;
I 3°

But how he died God knows, not Henry

:

Enter his chamber, view his breathless corpse,

And comment then upon his sudden death.

War. That shall I do, my liege. Stay, Salis-

bury,
With the rude multitude till I return. [Exit.

King. O Thou that judgest all things, stay

my thoughts,

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul

|

Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey’s life !

1

If my suspedt be false, forgive me, God,

For judgement only doth belong to thee. 140

Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips

With twenty thousand kisses and to drain

I Upon his face an ocean of salt tears,

i To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk

;
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling

:

But all in vain are these mean obsequies

;

; And to survey his dead and earthy image,

What were it but to make my sorrow greater?

Suf. A dreadful oatl}, sworn with a

tongue ! .

What instance gives Lord Warwick for his

War. See how the blood is settled in his

Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost,
j

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale and blood’

Being all descended to the labouring heart 1

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death;

Attracts the same for aidance ’gainst the enj]|

Which with the heart there cools and ne’<«

turneth
To blush and beautify the cheek again. 1
But see, his face is black and full of blood,

j|
His eye-balls further out than when he lived!

Staring full ghastly like a strangled man ; fl

His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretchedit

struggling

;

His hands abroad display’d, as one that grai

And tugg’d for life and was by strength subci

Look, on the sheets his hair, you see, is sticj

His well-proportion’d beard made rough®

rugged,
Like to the summer’s corn by tempest lodge.

It cannot be but he was murder’d here; I

The least of all these signs were probable.
|

Suf. Why, Warwick, who should do thet*

to death? I

Myself and Beaufort had him in prote&ion;|

And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers.
’

I

War. But both of you were vow’d d

Humphrey’s foes, 1

And you, forsooth, had the good duke to k<

:

’Tis like you would not feast him like a friei

And ’tis well seen he found an enemy.

Queen. Then you, belike, suspect these
|

menmen
As guilty of Duke Humphrey’s^tirneless dej

Re-enter Warwick and others,
bearing Glou-

cester’s body on a bed.

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view

this body.

King. That is to see how deep my grave is

made ;
I 5°

For with his soul fled all my worldly solace,

For seeing him I see my life in death.

War. As surely as my soul intends to live
_

With that dread King that took our state upon him

To free us from his father’s wrathful curse,

I do believe that violent hands were laid

Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke.

War\ Who finds the heifer dead and bit:

fresh

And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, I

But will suspedt ’twas he that made the slausg

Who finds the partridge in the puttock’s nei

But may imagine how the bird was dead, I

Although the kite soar with unbloodied beal

Even so suspicious is this tragedy. J
Queen. Are you the butcher, Suffolk? Wi

your knife?

Is Beaufort term’d a kite? Where are his t

Suf. I wear no knife to slaughter sleeping

But here’s a vengeful sword, rusted with e:

That shall be scoured in his rancorous hear

That slanders me with murder’s crimson ba

Say, if thou darest, proud Lord of Warwick

That I am faulty in Duke Humphrey’s dea

[Exeunt Cardinal, Somerset, and 0

War. What dares not Warwick, if fab

folk dare him ?

Queen. He dares not calm his contunf

spirit I

Nor cease to be an arrogant controller, 1

Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand

War. Madam, be still; with reverence

For every word you speak in his behalf
j

Is slander to your royal dignity. :

Suf. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in deme;.

If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much.

Thy mother took into her blameful bed
[

Some stern untutor’d churl, and noble stoc



graft with crab-tree slip
; whose fruit thou art

never of the Nevils' noble race.

ar. But that the guilt of murder bucklers
thee

I should rob the deathsman of his fee,

:ing thee thereby of ten thousand shames,
that my sovereign’s presence makes me mild,
lid, false murderous coward, on thy knee 220
i thee beg pardon for thy passed speech
say it was thy mother that thou meant’st,
thou thyself wast born in bastardy

;

after all this fearful homage done,
thee thy hire and send thy soul to hell,

cious blood-sucker of sleeping men !

f. Thou shalt be waking while I shed thy
blood,

m this presence thou darest go with me.
xr. Away even now, or I will drag thee
hence

:

urthy though thou art, I ’ll cope with thee 230
do some service to Duke Humphrey’s
ghost. [Exeunt Suffolk and Warwick,
'ig. What stronger breastplate than a heart
untainted

!

e is he armed that hath his quarrel just,
le but naked, though lock’d up in steel,

ie conscience with injustice is corrupted.
[A noise within.

•en. What noise is this?

iter Suffolk and Warwick, with their
weapons drawn.

tg. Why, how now, lords! your wrathful
weapons drawn
in our presence ! dare you be so bold?
what tumultuous clamour have we here ?

• The traitorous Warwick with the men
)f Bury

.
240

l upon me, mighty sovereign.
[To the Commons

, entering\ Sirs, stand
ipart ; the king shall know your mind,
lord, the commons send you word by me,

s Lord Suffolk straight be done to death,
"fished fair England’s territories,

will by violence tear him from your palace
irture him with grievous lingering death,
say, by him the good Duke Humphrey
lied;

say, in him they fear your highness’ death
;

lere instinCl of love and loyalty, 250
rom a stubborn opposite intent,
ng thought to contradict your liking,
; them thus forward in his banishment.
;ay, in care of your most royal person,
f your' highness should intend to sleep
large that no man should disturb your rest
1 of your dislike or pain of death,
otwithstanding such a strait edict,
:here a serpent seen, with forked tongue,
lily glided towards your majesty, 260
2 but necessary you were waked,
>eing suffer’d in that harmful slumber,
ortal worm might make the sleep eternal

;

terefore do they cry, though you forbid,
hey will guard you, whether you will or no,
mch fell serpents as false Suffolk is,

mose envenomed and fatal sting,
iving uncle, twenty times his worth,
ay, is shamefully bereft of life.

Commons. [Within\ An answer from the king,
my Lord of Salisbury ! 270

Suf. ’Tis like the commons, rude unpolish’d
hinds,

Could send such message to their sovereign

:

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d,
To show how quaint an orator you are :

But all the honour Salisbury hath won
Is, that he was the lord ambassador
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king.
Commons. [Within\ An answer from the king,

or we will all break in !

King. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me,
I thank them for their tender loving care; 280
And had I not been cited so by them,
Yet did I purpose as they do entreat;
For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk’s means

:

And therefore, by His majesty I swear,
Whose far unworthy deputy I am,
He shall not breathe infection in this air
But three days longer, on the pain of death.

[Exit Salisbury.
Queen. O Henry, let me plead for gentle

Suffolk

!

King. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle
Suffolk ! 2po

No more, I say: if thou dost plead for him,
Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath.
Had I but said, I would have kept my word,
But when I swear, it is irrevocable.
If, after three days’ space, thou here be’st found
On any ground that I am ruler of,

The world shall not be ransom for thy life.

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with
me

;

I have great matters to impart to thee.
[Exeunt all but Queen and Suffolk.

Queen. Mischance and sorrow go along with
you

! 300
Heart’s discontent and sour affliction

Be playfellows to keep you company !

There’s two of you ; the devil make a. third !

And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps

!

Yuf. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave.
Queen. Fie, coward woman and soft-hearted

wretch !

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemy?
Suf. A plague upon them ! wherefore should

I curse them?
Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan,
I would invent as bitter-searching terms, 311-
As curst, as harsh and horrible to hear,
Deliver’d strongly through my fixed teeth,
With full as many signs of deadly hate,
As lean-faced Envy in her loathsome cave :

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words;
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint;
Mine hair be fix’d on end, as one di&traCf

;

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban:
And even now my burthen’d heart would break,
Should

_

I not curse them. Poison be their
drink! o 21

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they
taste !

Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees

!

Their chiefest prospeCt murdering basilisks !

Their softest touch as smart as lizards’ stings !

33
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Their music frightful as the serpent’s hiss,

And boding screech-owls make the concert full

!

All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell

—

Queen. Enough, sweet Suffolk; thou tor-

ment’st thyself;
.

And these dread curses, like the sun gainst glass,

Or like an overcharged gun, recoil, 331

And turn the force of them upon thyself.

Suf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me
leave ?

Now, by the ground that I am banish’d from.

Well could I curse away a winter’s night,

Though standing naked on a mountain top,

Where biting cold would never let grass grow,

And think it but a minute spent in sport.

Queen. O, let me entreat thee cease. Give

me thy hand,
That I may dew it with my mournful tears

; 340

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place,

To wash away my woful monuments.

O, could this kiss be printed in thy hand,

That thou mightst think upon these by the seal,

Through whom a thousand sighs are breathed

for thee !

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief

;

’Tis but surmised whiles thou art standing by,

As one that surfeits thinking on a want.

I will repeal thee, or, be well assured,

Adventure to be banished myself
: 35°

And banished I am, if but from thee.

Go ;
speak not to me ;

even now be gone.

O, go not yet! Even thus two friends con-

demn’d
Embrace and kiss and take ten thousand leaves,

Loather a hundred times to part than die.

Yet now farewell ;
and farewell life with thee !

Suf. Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished

;

Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee.

’Tis not the land I care for, wert thou thence

;

A wilderness is populous enough, 360

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company
For where thou art, there is the world itself,

With every several pleasure in the world,

And where thou art not, desolation.

I can no more : live thou to joy thy life ;

Myself no joy in nought but that thou livest.

Enter Vaux.

Queen. "Whither goes Yaux so fast? what
news, I prithee?

Vaux. To signify unto his majesty

That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death ;

For suddenly a grievous sickness took him, 370

That makes him gasp and stare and catch

the air,

Blaspheming God and cursing men on earth.

Sometime he talks as if Duke Humphrey’s ghost

Were by his side ;
sometime he calls the king

And whispers to his pillow as to him
The secrets of his overcharged soul

:

And I am sent to tell his majesty

That even now he cries aloud for him.

Queen. Go tell this heavy message to the king.

[Exit Vaux.
Ay me! what is this world! what news are

these !
3^o

But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor loss,

Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure?

Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee.

KING HENRY VI. LAc

And with the southern clouds contend in te;

Theirs for the earth’s increase, mine fo

sorrows ?

Now get thee hence : the king, thou know'

coming

;

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead.

Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live

And in thy sight to die, what were it else

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap?
.

Here could I breathe my soul into the air,

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe
_

Dying with mother’s dug between its lips

:

Where, from thy sight, I should be raging i|l

And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes,

To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouti

So shouldst thou either turn my flying soul,

Or I should breathe it so into thy body,

And then it lived in sweet Elysium.

To die by thee were but to die in jest

;

From thee to die were torture more than d([t

O, let me stay, befall what may befall

!

Queen. Away! though parting be a 1 ^

corrosive,

It is applied to a deathful wound.
To France, sweet Suffolk : let me hear from

For wheresoe’er thou art in this world’s glol
j

have an Iris that shall find thee out.

Suf. I go.

Queen. And take my heart with thee.

Suf. A jewel, lock’d into the wofull’st c.

That ever did contain a thing of worth.

Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we

:

This way fall I to death.

Queen . This way for me.
[Exeunt seve

|

Scene III. A bedchamber.

Enter the King, Salisbury, Warwick, <

Cardinal in bed.

King. How fares my lord? speak, Bea

to thy sovereign.

Car. If thou be’st death, I ’ll give thee

land’s treasure,
#

;
’

Enough to purchase such another island,

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain.

King. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life,

Where death’s approach is seen so terrible

!

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign spe;

thee.

Car. Bring me unto my trial when you

Died he not in his bed? where should he di

Can I make men live, whether they will or n

O, torture me no more ! I will confess.

Alive again ? then show me where he is

:

I ’ll give a thousand pound to look upon hir

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded the

Comb down his hair
;
look, look ! it stanc

right,
,

. ,

Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged sou

Give me some drink ;
and bid the apothecai

Bring the strong poison that I bought of hn

King. O thou eternal Mover of the hea1

Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch

!

O, beat away the busy meddling fiend

That lays strong siege unto this wretch’s so

And from his bosom purge this black despa

War. See, how the pangs of death do

him grin !
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at. Disturb him not; let him pass peaceably.
r
ing. Peace to his soul, if God’s good plea-
sure be

!

d cardinal, if thou think’st on heaven’s bliss,

d up thy hand, make signal of thy hope,
dies, and makes no sign. O God, forgive
him

! 2g7ar. So bad a death argues a monstrous life.

ing. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners all.

e up his eyes and draw the curtain close

;

let us all to meditation. {.Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I. The coast ofKent.

mm. Fight at sea. Ordnance goes off.
'iter a Captain, a Master, a Master’s-Mate,
alter Whitmore, and others; with them
fFFOLic, and others

,
prisoners.

rP- The gaudy, blabbing and remorseful day
ept into the bosom of the sea;
now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades

: drag the. tragic melancholy night ;

,
with their drowsy, slow and flagging wings,

dead men’s graves and from' their mistyjaws
the foul contagious darkness in the air.
efore bring forth the soldiers of our prize ;

whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs,
shall they make their ransom on the sand, io
ith their blood stain this discolour’d shore,
er, this prisoner freely give I the®

;

thou that art his mate, make boot of this

;

>ther, Walter Whitmore, is thy share.
'st Gent. What is my ransom, master? let
me know.
'st. A thousand crowns, or else lay down
your head.
te. And so much shall you give, or off
?oes yours.
*• What, think you much to pay two thou-
sand crowns,
>ear the name and port of gentlemen?
oth the villains’ throats

; for die you shall

:

ves of those which we have lost in fight 21
unterpoised with such a petty sum !

st Gent. I ’ll give it, sir
; and therefore

pare my life.

Gent. And so will I and write home for it
traight.

it. I lost mine eye in laying the prize
board,

lerefore to revenge it, shalt thou die
;

, ,, , . .
[ToSuf.

) should tnese, if I might have my will.
Be not so rash; take ransom, let him

/e.

Look on my George
; I am a gentleman :

le at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid. 30
t

.
.

And so am I ; my name is Walter
/mtmore.
ow! why start’st thou ? what, doth death
fright?

d hy name affrights me, in whose sound
death.
ing man did calculate my birth
Id me that by water I should die ;

not this make thee be bloody-minded
;me is Gaultier, being rightly sounded.

IVhit. Gaultier or Walter, which it is, I care
not:

Never yet did base dishonour blur our name,
But with our sword we wiped away the blot

; 40
I herefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge,
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defaced,
And I proclaim’d a coward through the world !

Suf.
.
Stay, Whitmore

; for thy prisoner is a
prince,

The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole.
IVhit. The Duke ofSuffolk muffled up in rags !

Suf. Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke :

Jove sometime went disguised, and why not I?
Cap But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be.
Suf. Obscure and lowly swain, King Henry’s

blood,
The honourable blood of Lancaster,
Must not be shed by such a jaded groom.
Hast thou not kiss’d thy hand and held my stirrup ?
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule
And thought thee happy when I shook my head?How often hast thou waited at my cup,
Led fr

t
1

? my trencher
> kneel’d down at the board.

When I have feasted with Queen Margaret?
Remember it and let it make thee crest-fall’n,
Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride ;

* 60How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood
And duly waited for my coming forth ?

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf
And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue.

Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn
swam?

Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath
me.

Suf. Base slave, thy words are blunt and so
art thou.

Cap. Convey him hence and on our long-boat’s
side

Strike off his head.
Suf. Thou darest not, for thy own.
Lap. Yes, Pole.
Suf. Pole

!

A
Ca
f- ,

Pool ! Sir Pool ! lord ! 70
Ay, kennel, puddle, sink

; whose filth and dirt
Troubles the silver spring where England drinks.Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth
For swallowing the treasure of the realm :

Thy lips that kiss’d the queen shall sweep the
ground ;

And thou that smiledst at good Duke Humphrey’s
.

death
Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain.
Who in contempt shall hiss at thee again

;

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell,
Lor daring to affy a mighty lord 80
Unto the daughter of a worthless king,
Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem.
By devilish policy art thou grown great
And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorged
With gobbets of thy mother’s bleeding heart.
By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France
The false revolting Normans thorough thee

*

Disdain to call us lord, and Picardy
Hath slain their governors, surprised our fortsAnd sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. 00
The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all,
Whose, dreadful swords were never drawn in vain.
As hating thee, are rising up in arm;,

:

And now the house of York, tnrust from the crown
|
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. By shameful murder of a guiltless king

And lofty proud encroaching tyranny,

Burns with revenging fire ;
whose hopeful colours

Advance our half-faced sun, striving to shine,

Under the which is writ ‘ Invitis nubibus.’

The commons here in Kent are up in arms : ioo

And, to conclude, reproach and beggary

Is crept into the palace of our king,

And all by thee. Away ! convey him hence.

Suf. O that I were a god, to shoot forth

thunder
Upon these paltry, servile, abjedt drudges !

Small things make base men proud : this villain

here,

Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more
Than Bargulus the strong Illyrian pirate.

Drones suck not eagles’ blood but rob bee-hives :

It is impossible that I should die no
By such a lowly vassal as thyself.

Thy words move rage and not remorse in me :

I go of message from the queen to trance ;

I charge thee waft me safely cross the Channel.

Cap. Walter,—
Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy

death.

Suf. Gelidus timor occupat artus it is thee

I fear. ,

Whit. Thou shalt have cause to fear before

I leave thee.

What, are ye daunted now? now will ye stoop?

First Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him,

speak him fair. I2°

Suf. Suffolk’s imperial tongue is stern and

rough,
Used to command, untaught to plead for favour.

Far be it we should honour such as these

With humble suit: no, rather let my head

Stoop to the block than these knees bow to any

Save to the God of heaven and to my king ;

And sooner dance upon a bloody pole

Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar groom.

True nobility is exempt from fear

:

More can I bear than you dare execute. 130

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more.

Suf. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye

can,

That this my death may never be forgot !

Great men oft die by vile bezonians :

A Roman sworder and banditto slave

Murder’d sweet Tully ;
Brutus’ bastard hand

Stabb’d Julius Caesar; savage islanders

Pompey the Great; and Suffolk dies by pirates.

[Exeunt Whitmore and others zuith Suffolk.

Cap. And as for these whose ransom we have

set,

It is our pleasure one of them depart : 140

Therefore come you with us and let him go.

[Exeunt all but the First Gentleman.

Re-enterWhitmore zuith Suffolk’s body.

Whit. There let his head and lifeless body
lie,

. r .

Until the queen his mistress bury it. [Exit.

First Gent. O barbarous and bloody spectacle !

His body will I bear unto the king :

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ;

So will the queen, that living held him dear.

[Exit zvith the body.

Scene II. Blackheath.

Enter George Bevis and John Holla

Bevis. Come, and get thee a sword, tl

made of a lath : they have been up these twe

IIoil. They have the more need to sleep

then.
Bevis. I tell thee, Jack Cade the cl

means to dress the commonwealth, and ti

and set a new nap upon it.

Holl. So he had need, for ’tis threa

Well, I say it was never merry world in Er

since gentlemen came up.

Bevis. O miserable age ! virtue is not reg

in handicrafts-men.
Holl. The nobility think scorn to go in 1

aprons.
Bevis. Nay, more, the king’s council <

good workmen.
Holl. True ;

and yet it is said, labour

vocation ; which is as much to say as, )<

magistrates be labouring men; and the

should we be magistrates.

Bevis. Thou hast hit it ; for there’s no

sign of a brave mind than a hard hand.

Holl. I see them! I see them! There’s

son, the tanner of Wingham,—
.

Bevis. He shall have the skin of our en

to make dog’s-leather of.

Holl. And Dick the Butcher,—
#

1

Bevis. Then is sin struck down like :

and iniquity’s throat cut like a calf.

Holl. And Smith the weaver,—
.

Bevis. Argo, their thread of life is spun

Holl. Come, come, let’s fall in with tht

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick Butcher,
Smi:

Weaver, anda Sazvyer,
zuith infinite mm

Cade. We John Cade, so termed of ou

posed father,—
Dick. [Aside] Or rather, of stealing a c

herrings.

Cade. For our enemies shall fall befo

inspired with the spirit of putting down kin;

princes,—Command silence.

Dick. Silence !

Cade. My father was a Mortimer,—
Dick. [Aside] He was an honest man,

good bricklayer.

Cade. My mother a Plantagenet,— ?

Dick. [Aside] I knew her well; she

midwife.
Cade. My wife descended of the Lacie?

Dick. [Aside] She was, indeed, a p<

daughter, and sold many laces.

Smith. [Aside] But now of late, not a

travel with her furred pack, she washes

here at home.
,

Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable

Dick. [Aside] Ay, by my faith, the f

honourable ;
and there was he born, under a 1

for his father had never a house but the ca^

Cade. Valiant I am.
Smith. [Aside] A’ must needs ;

for begs

valiant.

Cade. I am able to endure much.

Dick. [Aside] No question of that: for

seen him whipped three market-davs toget



ide. I fear neither sword nor fire.

nith. [Aside] He need not fear the sword ;

is coat is of proof.

ick. [AsideJ But methinks he should stand

ar of fire, being burnt i’ the hand for stealing

eep,

ide. Be brave, then; for your captain is

e, and vows reformation. There shall be in

and seven halfpenny loaves sold for a penny

;

hree-hooped pot shall have ten hoops ; and
1 make it felony to drink small beer: all the

a shall be in common ; and in Cheapside
my palfry go to grass ; and when I am king,

ng I will be,

—

U. God save your majesty

!

ide. I thank you, good people ; there shall

o money ; all shall eat and drink on my
: ;

and I will apparel them all in one livery,

they may agree like brothers and worship
heir lord.
:ck. The first thing we do, let’s kill all the

ers.

ide. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a
ntable thing, that of the skin of an innocent
should be made parchment? that parchment,

f scribbled o’er, should undo a man? Some
he bee stings ; but I say, ’tis the bee’s wax

;

did but seal once to a thing, and I was never
own man since. How now ! who’s there? 91

nter some, bringing-forward the Clerk of
Chatham.

nth. The clerk of Chatham : he can write
•ead and cast accompt.
de. O monstrous

!

nth. We took him setting of boys’ copies.

de. Here’s a villain !

lith. Has a book in his pocket with red
•s in ’t.

de. Nay, then, he is a conjurer.

ck. Nay, he can make obligations, and write
-hand. 101
de. I am sorry for’t : the man is a proper
of mine honour; unless I find him guilty,

lall not die. Come hither, sirrah, I mus,t
ine thee : what is thy name?
-rk. Emmanuel.
ck. They use to write it on the top of letters

;

go hard with you.
de. Let me alone. Dost thou use to write
ame? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an
it plain-dealing man ? in
-rk. Sir, I thank God, I have been so well
;ht up that I can write my name.
He hath confessed : away with him ! he’s

tin and a traitor.

de. Away with him, I say ! hang him with
m and ink-horn about his neck.

[Exit one with the Clerk.

Enter Michael.
ch. Where ’s our general ?

de. Here I am, thou particular fellow. 119
Fly, fly, fly ! Sir Humphrey Stafford

iis brother are hard by, with the king’s

de. Stand, villain, stand, or I’ll fell thee
He shall be encountered with a man as

as, himself: he is but a knight, is a’ ?

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford and his Bro-
ther, with drum and soldiers.

Staf. Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of
Kent, 130

Mark’d for the gallows, lay your weapons down

;

Home to your cottages, forsake this groom

;

The king is merciful, if you revolt.

Bro. But angry, wrathful, and inclined to blood.
If you go forward ; therefore yield, or die.

Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass
not;

It is to you, good people, that I speak,
Over whom, in time to come, I hope to reign;
For I am rightful heir unto the crown.
Staf Villain, thy father was a plasterer ; 140

And thou thyself a shearman, art thou not?
Cade. And Adam was a gardener.
Bro. And what of that?
Cade. Marry, this; Edmund Mortimer, Earl

of March,
Married the Duke of Clarence’ daughter, did he

not?
Staf. Ay, sir.

Cade. By her he had two children at one I

birth.

Bro. That’s false.

Cade. Ay, there’s the question; but I say,
I

’tis true :

The elder of them, being put to nurse, 150
j

Was by a beggar-woman stolen away;
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage,
Became a bricklayer when he came to age

:

His son am I ; deny it, if you can.
Dick. Nay, ’tis too true ; therefore he shall be ;

king.

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father’s ,

house, and the bricks are alive at this day to
j

testify it; therefore deny it not.

Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’s :

words,
That speaks he knows not what? 160

All. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye
gone.

j

Bro. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath
taught you this.

Cade. [Aside] He lies, for I invented it my-
self.

Go to, sirrah, tell the king from me, that, for his
father’s sake, Henry the Fifth, in whose time boys
went to span-counter for French crowns, I am
content he shall reign

; but I ’ll be protestor over
him.
Dick. And furthermore, we’ll have the Lord

Say’s head for selling the dukedom of Maine. 170
Cade. And good reason

; for thereby is Eng-
land mained, and fain to go with a staff, but that
my puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell
you that that Lord Say hath gelded the common-
wealth, and made it an eunuch : and more than
that, he can speak French; and therefore he is
“ traitor.

Staf. O gross and miserable ignorance !

Cade. Nay, answer, if you can : the French-
men are our enemies

;
go to, then, I ask but this

:
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' can he that speaks with the tongue of an enemy
be a good counsellor, or no?

All. No, no; and therefore we’ll have his

head.
Bro. Well, seeing gentle words will not pre-

i

vail,

i Assail them with the army of the king.

Staf. Hex-aid, away; and throughout every
town

Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ;

j That those which fly before the battle ends

j

May, even in their wives’ and children’s sight,

Be hang’d up for example at their doors : 190

;

And you that be the king’s friends, follow me.
{Exeunt the two Staffords,

a7id soldiers.

Cade. And you that love the commons, follow
me.

1 Now show yourselves men ; ’tis for liberty.

I

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman :

Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon

;

j

For they are thrifty honest men and such

j

As would, but that they dare not, take our parts.

Dick. They are all in order and march toward
us.

Cade. But then are we in order when we are

j

most out of order. Come, march forward. 200
\Exeu7it.

Scene III. Anotherpart ofBlackheath.

: AlaruTns to the fight, wherein both the Staf-
fords are slam. E 7iter Cade a7id the rest.

Cade. Where’s Dick, the butcher of Ash-
ford?
Dick. Here, sir.

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and
oxen, and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst
been in thine own slaughter-house : therefore thus
will I reward thee, the Lent shall be as long again
as it is ; and thou shalt have a license to kill for
a hundred lacking one.
Dick. I desire no more. 10
Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservest no

less. This monument of the vidlory will I bear
{putting 07i Sir Humphrey's brigandine\\ and

|

the bodies shall be dragged at my horse heels till

I do come to London, where we will have the
mayor’s sword borne before us.

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good,
I
break open the gaols and let out the prisonei-s.

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come,

J

let’s march towards London. {Exeunt. 20

Scene IV. Lo7idon. The palace.

Enter the King with a supplication, and the

Queen with Suffolk's head, the Duke of
Buckingham a7id the Lord Say.

Queen. Oft have I heard that grief softens the
mind

And makes it fearful and degenerate ;

!
Think therefore on revenge and cease to weep.
But who can cease to weep and look on this?

Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast

:

But where’s the body that I should embrace?

j

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the
I rebels’ supplication?

J

King. 1 ’ll send some holy bishop to entreat

;

' For God forbid so many simple souls 10

KING HENRY VI. * [Ac

Should perish by the sword ! And I myself,
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short.

Will parley with Jack Cade their general:
But stay, I’ll read it over once again.

Queen. Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this lo

face

Ruled, like a wandering planet, over me,
And could it not enforce them to relent,

That were unworthy to behold the same ?

King. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath swon
have thy head.

Say. Ay, but I hope your highness shall 1

his.

King. How now, madam

!

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk’s de;

I fear me, love, if that I had been dead,
Thou wouldest not have mourn’d so much for

Quee7i. No, my love, I should not mourn,
die for thee.

Enter a Messenger.

Kbig. How now! what news? why cor

thou in such haste?
Mess. The rebels are in Southwark

;
fly,

lord

!

Jack Cade proclaims himself Lord Mortimer,
Descended from the Duke of Clarence’ house

And calls your grace usurper openly
And vows to crown himself in Westminster.
His army is a ragged multitude

Of hinds and peasants, rude and mei-ciless : I

Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother’s deati

Hath given them heart and courage to proceJ
All scholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen, I

They call false caterpillars and intend their de;i

King. O graceless men ! they know not wl

they do.

Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Killi

worth,
Until a power be raised to put them down.
Quee7i. Ah, were the Duke of Suffolk 1

alive.

These Kentish rebels would be soon appeased
King. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee; I

Therefore away with us to Killingworth. ;J

Say. So might your grace’s person bel

danger.
The sight of me is odious in their eyes

;

And thei-efore in this city will I stay

And live alone as secret as I may.

E7iter another Messenger.

Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London bridt

The citizens fly and forsake their houses: I
The rascal people, thirsting after prey,

Join with the traitor, and they jointly swear
j

To spoil the city and your royal court.

Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, ta

horse.

King. Come, Margaret ; God, our hope, v|

succour us.
;

I

Queen. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is i\

ceased.

King. Farewell, my lord: trust not ti

Kentish rebels.

Buck. Trust nobody, for fear you be betray
J

Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence)

And therefore am 1 bold and resolute.

{Exeu\
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Scene V. London. The Tower.

?r Lord Scales upon the Tower
,
walking.

Then enter two or three Citizens below,

ales. How now ! is Jack Cade slain?

rst Cit. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain

;

hey have won the bridge, killing all those
withstand them : the lord mayor craves aid

>ur honour from the Tower to defend the
'rom the rebels.

ales. Such aid as I can spare you shall

command ;

[ am troubled here with them myself

;

rebels have assay’d to win the Tower,
ret you to Smithfield and gather head, 10
thither I will send you Matthew Goffe

;

t for your king, your country and your lives

;

so, farewell, for I must hence again.

[Exeunt.

Scene VI. London. Cannon Street.

er Jack Cade and the rest
,
and strikes

his staff 07i Lo7ido7i-sto7ie.

de. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And
sitting upon London-stone, I charge and

land that, of the city’s cost, the pissing-

lit run nothing but claret wine this first

of our reign. And now henceforward it

be treason for any that calls me other than
Mortimer.

E7iter a Soldier, running.

'd. Jack Cade
!
Jack Cade !

ie. Knock him down there. {They kill him.
\ith. If this fellow be wise, he’ll never call

ck Cade more : I think he hath a very fair

ng.

:k. My lord, there’s an army gathered
ter in Smithfield.

ie. Come, then, let’s go fight with them :

*st, go and set London bridge on fire
; and,

1 can, burn down the Tower too. Come,
iway. [Exewit.

Scene VII. London. S77iithffeld.

ims. Matthew Goffe is slain
,
and all

rest. Then enter Jack Cade, with his
pany.

7e. So, sirs : now go some and pull down
avoy; others to the inns of court; down
hem all.

k. I have a suit unto your lordship.
7
e. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for
mrd.
k. Only that the laws of England may
jut of your mouth.
l

. [Aside] Mass, ’twill be sore law, then;
was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and
t whole yet. n
:

th. [Aside] Nay, John, it will be stinking
or his breath stinks with eating toasted

I have thought upon it, it shall be so.

burn all the records of the realm : my
shall be the parliament of England.
1. [Aside] Then we are like to have
statutes, unless his teeth be pulled out.

Cade. And henceforward all things shall be in

common. 21

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize ! here ’s the
Lord Say, which sold the towns in France; he
that made us pay one and twenty fifteens, and
one shilling to the pound, the last subsidy.

Enter George Bevis, with the Lord Say.

#

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten
times. Ah, thou say, thou serge, nay, thou
buckram lord ! now art thou within point-blank
of our jurisdiction regal. What canst thou an-
swer to my_majesty for giving up of Normandy
unto Mounsieur Basimecu, the dauphin of France?
Be it known unto thee by these presence, even
the presence of Lord Mortimer, that I am the
besom that must sweep the court clean of such
filth as thou art. Thou hast most traitorously
corrupted the youth of the realm in eredling a
grammar school ; and whereas, before, our fore-
fathers had no other books but the score and the
tally, thou hast caused printing to be used, and,
contrary to the king, his crown and dignity, thou
hast built a paper-mill. It will be proved to
thy face that thou hast men about thee that
usually talk of a noun and a verb, and such
abominable words as no Christian ear can endure
to hear. Thou hast appointed justices of peace,
to call poor men before them about matters they
were not able to answer. Moreover, thou hast
put them in prison

; and because they could not
read, thou hast hanged them; when, indeed,
only for that cause they have been most worthy
to live. Thou dost ride in a foot-cloth, dost
thou not?
Say. What of that ?

Cade. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy
horse wear a cloak, when honester men than thou
go in their hose and doublets.
Dick. And work in their shirt too ; as myself,

for example, that am a butcher.
Say. You men of Kent,—
Dick. What say you of Kent? 60
Say. Nothing but this; ’tis ‘ bona terra, mala

gens.’

Cade. Away with him, away with him! he
speaks Latin.
Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where

you will.

Kent, in the Commentaries Caesar writ,
Is term’d the civil’st place of all this isle

:

Sweet is the country, because full of riches
;

The people liberal, valiant, adtive, wealthy

;

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity.
I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy, 70
Yet, to recover them, would lose my life.

Justice with favour have I always done
;

Prayers and tears have moved me, gifts could
never.

When have I aught exadled at your hands,
But to maintain the king, the realm and you?
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learne'd clerks,
Because my book preferr’d me to the king,
And seeing ignorance is the curse of God,
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven,
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits, 80
You cannot but forbear to murder me

:



This tongue hath parley’d unto foreign kings

For your behoof,

—

Cade. Tut, when struck’st thou one blow in

the field?

Say. Great men have reaching hands: oft

have I struck

Those that I never saw and struck them dead.

Geo. O monstrous coward! what, to come
behind folks?

Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for

your good. 9°

Cade. Give him a box o’ the eat and that will

make ’em red again.

Say. Long sitting to determine poor mens
causes

Hath made me full of sickness and diseases.

Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then

and the help of hatchet.

Dick. Why dost thou quiver, man ?

Say. The palsy, and not fear, provokes me.

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who should say,

I’ll be even with you: I’ll see if his head will

stand steadier on a pole, or no. Take him away,

and behead him.

Say. Tell me wherein have I offended most?

Have I affedtted wealth or honour? speak.

Are my chests fill’d up with extorted gold?

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold?

Whom have I injured, that ye seek my death?

These hands are free from guiltless blood-

shedding,
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful

thoughts.

O, let me live !
110

Cade. [Aside] I feel remorse in myself with

his words; but I’ll bridle it: he shall die, an

it be but for pleading so well for his life. Away
with him ! he has a familiar under his tongue ; he

speaks n:'t o’ God’s name. Go, take him away, I

say, and strike off his head. presently ;^and then

break into his son-in-law’s house, Sir James
Cromer, and strike off his head, and bring them
both upon two poles hither.

All. It shall be done.
.

120

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make
your prayers,

God should be so obdurate as yourselves,

How would it fare with your departed souls?

And therefore yet relent, and save my life.

Cade. Away with him ! and do as I command
ye. [Exeunt some with Lord Say.

The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a

head on his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute ;

there shall not a maid be married, but she shall

pay to me her maidenhead ere they have it

:

men shall hold of me in capite ; and we charge

and command that their wives be as free as

heart can wish or tongue can tell.

Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheap-

side and take up commodities upon our bills?

Cade. Marry, presently.

A 11. O, brave !

Re-enter one with the heads.

Cade. But is not this braver? Let them kiss

one another, for they loved well when they were

alive. Now part them again, lest they consult

about the giving up of some more towns in

until night: for with these borne before u

stead of maces, will we ride through the st-

and at every corner have them kiss. Away
[E.

Scene VIII. Southwark.

Alarum and retreat. Enter Cade and
his rabblement.

Cade. Up Fish Street ! down Saint M;
Corner ! kill and knock down ! throw then

Thames ! [Sound a parley.] What noise

I hear? Dare any be so bold to sound r

or parley, when I command them kill ?

iT;zfcrBucKiNGHAM andoldClifford, atte

France. Soldiers, defer the spoil of the city

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare anc

disturb thee

:

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors froi

king
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled;

And here pronounce free pardon to them all

That will forsake thee and go home in peact

Clif. What say ye, countrymen? wi

relent,

And yield to mercy whilst ’tis offer’d you ;

Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths?

.

Who loves the king and will embrace his pa

Fling up his cap, and say ‘God save his

jesty
!’

Who hateth him and honours not his father,

Henry the Fifth, that made all France toqi

Shake he his weapon at us and pass by.

A ll. God save the king ! God save the

Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford

ye so brave? And you, base peasants, <

believe him ? will you needs be hanged with

pardons about your necks? Hath my s

therefore broke through London gates, tha

should leave me at the White Hart in S

wark ? I thought ye would never have give

these arms till you had recovered your an

freedom : but you are all recreants and dast

and delight to live in slavery to the nobility,

them break your backs with burthens, take

houses over your heads, ravish your wives

daughters before your faces : for me, I will

:

shift for one ;
and so, God’s curse light upor

all!

All. We’ll follow Cade, we’ll follow Cat

Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the Fiftl

That thus you do exclaim you’ll go with hin

Will he conduct you through the heart of Fr;

And make the meanest of you earls and dult

Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to ;

Nor knows he how to live but by the spoil,

Unless by robbing of your friends and us.

Were’t not a shame, that whilst you live at

The fearful French, whom you late vanquis

Should make a start o’er seas and vanquish

Methinks already in this civil broil

I see them lording it in London streets,

Crying ‘ Villiago !
’ unto all they meet.

Better ten thousand base-born Cades miscarr

Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s m
To France, to France, and get what you have

Spare England, for it is your native coast :

Henry hath money, you are strong and mar.

God on our side, doubt not of victory.
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1. A Clifford ! a Clifford ! we’ll follow the
and Clifford.

de. Was ever feather so lightly blown to
.
ro as this multitude ? The name of Henry
fifth hales them to an hundred mischiefs and
:s them leave me desolate. I see them lay
heads together to surprise me. My sword

: way for me, for here is no staying. In
te of the devils and hell, have through the
middest of you ! and heavens and honour be
ss that no want of resolution in me, but only
ollowers’ base and ignominious treasons,
s me betake me to my heels. [Exit.
:k. What, is he fled ? Go some, and fol-
low him ;

le that brings his head unto the king
have a thousand crowns for his reward. 70

[Exeunt some of them,
v me, soldiers : we’ll devise a mean
concile you all unto the king. [Exeunt.

Scene IX. Kenilworth Castle

.

I trumpets. Enter King, Queen, and
Somerset, on the terrace.

g. Was ever king that joy’d an earthly
hrone,

Duld command no more content than I ?
:>ner was I crept out of my cradle
was made a king, at nine months old.
ever subjedt long’d to be a king
0 long and wish to be a subjedt.

iter Buckingham and old Clifford.
?. Health and glad tidings to your ma-
:sty !

r-
Why, Buckingham, is the traitor Cade

lrprised?

:e but retired to make him strong?

King. Thus stands my state, ’twixt Cade and
York distress’d

;

Like to a ship that, having 'scaped a tempest,
Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a pirate :

But now is Cade driven back, his men dispersed;
And now is York in arms to second him.
I pray thee, Buckingham, go and meet him,

l
w^at

’

s t^ie reason of these arms.
I ell him I’ll send Duke Edmund to the Tower;
And, Somerset, we will commit thee hither,
Until his army be dismiss’d from him. ao
Som. My lord,

4

I’ll yield myself to prison willingly,
Or death, to do my country good.
A mg. In any case, be not too rough in terms

;

t or he is fierce and cannot brook hard language.’
Buck. I will, my lord

; and doubt not so to
deal

As all things shall redound unto your good.
King. Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to

govern better
;

For yet may England curse my wretched reign.
[Flourish. Exeunt.

below
, multitudes, with haliers about

tkeir necks.

He is fled, my lord, and all his powers
• yield ; 10
mbly thus, v/ith halters on their necks,
your highness’ doom, of life or death.
• Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting
tes,

rtain my vows of thanks and praise !

this day have you redeem’d your lives
ow’d how well you love your prince and
untry :

e still in this so good a mind,
nry, though he be infortunate,
yourselves, will never be unkind :

with thanks and pardon to you all, 20
miss you to your several countries.
God save the king ! God save the king !

Scene X. Kent. Iden's garden.

Enter Cade.
Cade. Fie on ambition ! fie on myself, that

have a sword, and yet am ready to famish!
I hese five days have I hid me in these woods
and durst not peep out, for all the country is laid
tor me

; but now am I so hungry that if I might
have a lease of my life for a thousand years I
could stay no longer. Wherefore, on a brick wall
have I climbed into this garden, to see if I can
eat grass, or pick a sallet another while, which is
not amiss to cool a man ’s stomach this hot wea-
ther. And I think this word ‘sallet’ was born to
do me good : for many a time, but for a sallet,my brain-pan had been cleft with a brown bill

;

and many a time, when I have been dry and
bravely marching, jt hath served me instead of a

:

quart pot to drink in ; and now the word ‘sallet’
!

must serve me to feed on.

Enter a Messenger.

Please it your grace to be advertised
<e of York is newly come from Ireland,
k a puissant and a mighty power
-vglasses and stout kerns
ung hitherward in proud array,
proclaimeth, as he comes along,

5 are only to remove from thee
Somerset, whom he terms a traitor.

Enter Iden.
Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the

court,

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these ?
This small inheritance my father left me 20
Contenteth me, and worth a monarchy.
I seek not to wax great by others’ waning,
Or gather wealth, I care not, with what envy

;

Sufficeth that I have maintains my state
And sends the poor well pleased from my gate.

Cade. Here’s the lord of the soil come to
seize me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple
without leave. Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me
and get a thousand crowns of the king by carry-
ing my head to him : but I ’ll make thee eat iron
like an ostrich, and swallow my sword like a
great pin, ere thou and I part.
Iden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe’er thou

be,

I know thee not ; why, then, should I betray thee?
Is t not enough to break into my garden,
And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds
Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner,

'

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ?



SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI.

Cade. Brave thee ! ay, by the best blood that

ever was broached, and beard thee too. Look on

me well: I have eat no meat these five days;

yet, come thou and thy five men, and if I do not

leave you all as dead as a door-nail, I pray God

1 may never eat grass more.

Iden. Nay, it shall ne’er be said, while

England stands,
. r __

That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent,

look odds to combat a poor famish d man.

Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine,

See if thou canst outface me with thy looks

:

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 50

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist,

Thv leg a stick compared with this truncheon

;

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast

;

And if mine arm be heaved in the air,

Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth.

As for words, whose greatness answers words,

Let this my sword report what speech forbears.

Cade. By my valour, the most complete

champion that ever I heard ! Steel, if thou turn

the edge, or cut not out the burly-boned clown in

chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, 1

beseech God on my knees thou mayst be turned

to hobnails. Were theyfight Cadefalls

O I am slain ! famine and no other hath slain

me \ let ten thousand devils come against me, and

crive me but the ten meals I have lost, and i Id

defy them all. Wither, garden; and be hence-

forth a bmying-place to all that do dwell m th s

house, because the unconquered soul of Cade is

fled
70

Iden. Is’t Cade that I have slain, that mon-

strous traitor?

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed,

And hang thee o’er my tomb when I am dead.

Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point

,

But thou shalt wear it as a herald s coat,

To emblaze the honour that thy master got.

Cade. Iden, farewell, and be proud of thy

victory. Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her

best man, and exhort all the world to be cowards

;

for I, that never feared any, am vanquished by

famine, not by valour. [Dies. 81

Iden. How much thou wrong’st me, heaven

be my judge.
, .

Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare

thee
; , ,

And as I thrust thy body m with my sword,

So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell.

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels

Unto a dunghill which shall be thy grave,

And there cut off thy most ungracious head ;

Which I will bear in triumph to the king, 89

Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. [Exit.

To entertain great England’s lawful king.

Ah ! san^a majestas, who would not buy

dear? .

Let them obey that know not how to rule ;

This hand was made to handle nought but gc

I cannot give due aaion to my words,

Except a sword or sceptre balance it :

A sceptre shall it have, have I a soul,

On which I’ll toss the flower-de-luce of Fran

ACT V.

Scene I. Fields between Dartford and Black-

heath.

Enter York, and his army ofIrish ,
with drum

and colours.

York. From Ireland thus comesYork to claim

And pluck
S
the crown from feeble Henry’s ‘head:

Ring, bells, aloud; burn, bonfires, clear and

bright,

Enter Buckingham.

Whom have we here? Buckingham, to dis

me? _

The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissen

Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet

York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I ac

thy greeting.

Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure l

Buck. A messenger from Henry, our d

liege,

To know the reason of these arms in peace

;

Or why thou, being a subjedt as I am,

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn,

Should raise so great a power without his lea

Or dare to bring thy force , so near the court.

York. [Aside] Scarce can I speak, my ci

is so great:
. , a . J

O, I could hew up rocks and fight with flint,

I am so angry at these abj eft terms ;

And now, like Ajax Telamomus,

On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury.

I am far better born than is the king,

More like a king, more kingly in my thougt

But I must make fair weather yet a while,

Till Henry be more weak and I more strong

Buckingham, I prithee, pardon me,

That I have given no answer all this while

;

My mind was troubled with deep pelanchol

The cause why I have brought this army hi

Is to remove proud Somerset from the king,

Seditious to his grace and to the state.

Buck. That is too much presumption 01

part: . ,

But if thy arms be to no other end,

The king hath yielded unto thy demand

:

The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower.

York. Upon thine honour, is he prisone

Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner

York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismis

powers. .

Soldiers, I thank you all disperse yoursefi

Meet me to-morrow in Saint George s field,

You shall have pay and every thmg you wi

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry,

Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons,

As pledges of my fealty and love

;

I’ll send them all as willing as I live :

:

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing 1 n

Is his to use, so Somerset may die.
.

Buck. York, I commend this kind submi

We twain will go into his highness’ tent.

Enter King and Attendants.

King. Buckingham, doth York intend no

to us,
, ,

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in ar

York. In all submission and humility

York doth present himself unto your highn
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:ug. Then what intends these forces thou
dost bring?

_
60

Ni. 'lo heave the traitor Somerset from
hence,
fight against that monstrous rebel Cade,
since I heard to be discomfited.

Enter Iden, with Cade’s head.

If one so rude and of so mean condition
pass into the presence of a king,
present your grace a traitor’s head,
lead of Cade, whom I in combat slew.
>ig. The head of Cade ! Great God, how
just art Thou

!

: me view his visage, being dead,
living wrought me such exceeding trouble.
me, my friend, art thou the man that slew
him? 7I
n. I was, an’t like your majesty.
ig. How art thou call’d? and what is thy
degree ?

n. Alexander Iden, that’s my name;
. esquire of Kent, that loves his king.

So please it you, my lord, ’twere not

ire created knight for his good service.
g. Iden, kneel down. {He kneels.] Rise
ip a knight.
ve thee for reward a thousand marks,
nil that thou henceforth attend on us. 80
;. May Iden live to merit such a bounty,
iver live but true unto his liege

! [Rises.

They 11 pawn their swords for my enfranchise-
ment.

Queen. Call hither Clifford; bid him come
amain,

To say if that the bastard boys of York
Shall be the surety for their traitor father.

_ , _ , ,
[Exit Buckingham.

1 ork. O blood-besotted Neapolitan,
Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge !

The sons of York, thy betters in their birth,
Shall be their father s bail

; and bane to those 120
I hat for my surety will refuse the boys !

Enter Edward and Richard.
See where they come ; I’ll warrant they’ll make

it good.

Enter Queen and Somerset.

f. See, Buckingham, Somerset comes
'ith the queen

:

i her hide him quickly from the duke.
n. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide
is head,
jdly stand and front him to his face.

How now ! is Somerset at liberty?
fork, unloose thy long-imprison’d thoughts,
t thy tongue be equal with thy heart,
endure the sight of Somerset? 00
:ing ! why hast thou broken faith with me,
ng how hardly I can brook abuse?
id I call thee? no, thou art not king,
to govern and rule multitudes,
darest not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor.
-ad of thine doth not become a crown

;

nd is made to grasp a palmer’s staff,
t to grace an awful princely sceptre.
)ld must round engirt these brows of mine,
smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear, 100
with the change to kill and cure.
a hand to hold a sceptre up
:h the same to a<5t controlling laws.
ice : by heaven, thou shalt rule no more
n whom heaven created for thy ruler.
O monstrous traitor! I arrest thee,

irk,
’

a il treason ’gainst the king and crown :

udacious traitor
; kneel for grace.

Wouldst have me kneel? first let me
c of these,
can brook I bow a knee to man. no
:all in my sons to be my bail

:

, ,
[Exit Attendant.

ere they will have me go to ward,

Enter old Clifford and his Son.
Queen And here comes Clifford to deny their

bail.
J

Clif. Health and all happiness to my lord the

T^
k
I
ng Lu ! . [Kneels.

I ork. I thank thee, Clifford : say, what news
with thee?

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look :We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again;
For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee.
C/

^tak e

ThiS ^ my king
’ Y°rk’ 1 d° not mis"

But thou mistakest me much to think I do : no
I o Bedlam with him ! is the man grown mad?
ICing. Ay, Clifford; a bedlam and ambitious

humour
Makes him oppose himself against his king.

Clif. He is a traitor; let him to the TowerAnd chop away that fa&ious pate of his.
*

Queen. He is arrested, but will not obey •

His sons, he says, shall give their words for him.
y ork. Will you not, sons?
Edw. Ay, noble father, if our words will

serve.

7e/

shalf’

nd ^W°rdS WiH n°tj then °Ur weaP°ns

Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we
here

!

York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so

:

lam thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor.
Call hither to the stake my two brave bears,
L hat with the very shaking of their chains
I hey may astonish these fell-lurking curs

;

Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me.

Enter the Earls of Warwick add Salisbury.

Clif. Are these thy bears ? we ’ll bait thy bears
to death,

And manacle the bear-ward in their chains
If thou darest bring them to the baitin^place. 150
Rich. Oft have I seen a hot o’erweening curKun back and bite, because he was withheld;

Who, being suffer’d with the bear’s fell paw,Hath clapp d his tail between his legs and cried *

And such a piece of service will you do
If

y?!h0PP°se Yourselves to match Lord Warwick.
C

lump
nCe

’ hCaP °f Wrath
’ foul indigested

As crooked in thy manners as thy shape !

York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly
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Clif Take heed, lest by your heat you burn

iTw^Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot

to bow?
Old Salisbury, shame to thy silver hair,

Thou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son !

What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the

ruffian,

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles?

O, where is faith? O, where is loyalty?

If it be banish’d from the frosty head,

Where shall it find a harboui in the earth ?

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war,

And shame thine honourable age with blood? 170

Why art thou old, and want’st experience?

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it?

For shame ! in duty bend thy knee to me
That bows unto the grave with mickle age.

Sal. My lord, I have consider’d with myself

The title of this most renowned duke ;

And in my conscience do repute his grace

The rightful heir to England s royal seat.

King. Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto

me? Q
Sal. I have.

.
y°

King. Canst thou dispense with heaven for

such an oath ?

Sal. It is great sin to swear unto a sin,

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath.

Who can be bound by any solemn vow

To do a murderous deed, to rob a man,

To force a spotless virgin’s chastity,

To reave the orphan of his patrimony,
_

To wring the widow from her custom’d right,

And have no other reason for this wrong

But that he was bound by a solemn oath? 190

Queen. A subtle traitor needs no sophister.

King. Call Buckingham, and bid hup arm

himself.
, „ , <- • ,

York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends

thou hast,

I am resolved for death or dignity.

Clif. The first I warrant thee, if dreams prove

IVar. You were best to go to bed and dream

again,

To keep thee from the tempest of the field.

Clif. I am resolved to bear a greater storm

Than any thou canst conjure up to-day

;

And that I’ll write upon thy burgonet, 200

Might I but know thee by thy household badge.

War. Now, by my father’s badge, old Nevii s

The rampant bear chain’d to the ragged staff,

This day I’ll wear aloft my burgonet,

As on a mountain top the cedar shows

That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm,

Even to affright thee with the view thereof

Clif. And from thy burgonet I 11 rend thy

bear
.

And tread it under foot with all contempt,

Despite the bear-ward that prote&s the bear. 210

y Clif. And so to arms, victorious father,

To quell the rebels and their complices.

Rich. Fie ! charity, for shame ! speak not in

For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night.

Y. Clif Foul stigmatic, that s more than thou

canst tell.

Rich. If not in heaven, you’ll surely s

he]] t
[Exeunt sevei

Scene II. Saint Allan's.

Alarums to the battle. Enter Warwic

War. Clifford of Cumberland, ’tis Wa
calls

: , ,

And if thou dost not hide thee from the bea

Now, when the angry trumpet sounds alaru

And dead men’s cries do fill the empty air,

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with m
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberlan

Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arm

Enter York.

How now, my noble lord ! what, all afoot?

York. The deadly-handed Clifford sle

steed,

But match to match I have encounter d hn

And made a prey for carrion kites and cron

Even of the bonny beast he loved so well.

Enter old Clifford.

War. Of one or both of us the time is <

York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out

other chase,

For I myself must hunt this deer to death.

War. Then, nobly, York; ’tis for a

thou fight’st.

As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day,

It grieves my soul to leave thee unassail d

Clif. What seest thou in me, York? wh

thou pause ? ,
i

York. With thy brave bearing should

love,

But that thou art so fast mine enemy.

Clif Nor should thy prowess want pra

esteem,
But that ’tis shown ignobly and in treason

York. So let it help me now again

sword
As I in justice and true right express it.

Clif. My soul and body on the aCtion 1

York. A dreadful lay ! Address thee in?

[Theyfight,
and Cliffon

Clif La fin couronne les oeuvres.

York. Thus war hath given thee pe:

thou art still.

Peace with his soul, heaven, 11 it be thy w

Enteryoung Clifford.

Y. Clif. Shame and confusion ! all is

rout;
, ,

Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounc

Where it should guard. O war, thou son

Whom angry heavens do make their mini

Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part

Hot coals of vengeance ! Let no soldier

He that is truly dedicate to war

Hath no self-love, nor he that loves himse

Hath not essentially but by circumstance

The name of valour. [Seeing his dead

O, let the vile world end,

And the premised flames of the last day

Knit earth and heaven together !

Now let the general trumpet blow his bla
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icularities and petty sounds
ease ! Wast thou ordain’d, dear father,

3se thy youth in peace, and to achieve
silver livery of advised age,

,

in thy reverence and thy chair-days, thus
ie in ruffian battle? Even at this sight 49
heart is turn’d to stone : and while ’tis mine,
all be stony. York not our old men spares;
nore will I their babes : tears virginal

I be to me even as the dew to fire,

beauty that the tyrant oft reclaims
i to my flaming wrath be oil and flax,

ceforth I will not have to do with pity :

: I an infant of the house of York,
as many gobbets will I cut it

ild Medea young Absyrtus did

:

uelty will I seek out my fame. 60
2, thou new ruin of pld Clifford’s house

:

[d iEneas old Anchises bear,

2ar I thee upon my manly shoulders

;

hen iEneas bare a living load,

ang so heavy as these woes of mine.

[Exit,
bearing offhisfather.

'nter Richard and Somerset tofight.
Somerset is killed.

:h. So, lie thou there ;

inderneath an alehouse’ paltry sign,

Jastle in Saint Alban’s, Somerset
made the wizard famous in his death. 69

d, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful still

:

ts pray for enemies, but princes kill. {Exit.

?.* excursions. Enter King, Queen, and
others.

’cn . Away, my lord
!
you are slow

; for
shame, away!
ig. Can we outrun the heavens ? good Mar-
garet, stay.

en. What are you made of? you’ll nor
right nor fly

:

is it manhood, wisdom and defence,
ye the enemy way, and to secure us
lat we can, which can no more but fly.

\A larum afar off.
be ta’en, we then should see the bottom
our fortunes : but if we haply scape,
II we may, if not through your negledt, 80
all to London get, where you are loved
'here this breach now in our fortunes made
eadily be stopp’d.

Re-enteryoung Clifford.

Y. Clif. But that my heart’s on future mischief
set,

I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly

:

But fly you must ; uncurable discomfit
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts.
Away, for your relief ! and we will live

To see their day and them our fortune give

:

Away, my lord, away
!

[Exeunt.

Scene III. Fields near St Alban*s.

Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard,Warwick, and Soldiers, with druni andcolours .

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him,
That winter lion, who in rage forgets
Aged contusions and all brush of time,
And, like a gallant in the brow of youth,
Repairs him with occasion? This happy day
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot.

If Salisbury be lost.

Rich. My noble father,
Three times to-day I holp him to his horse,
Three times taestrid him

; thrice I led him off,

Persuaded him from any further adt : 10
But still, where danger was, still there I met him

;

And like rich hangings in a homely house.
So was his will in his old feeble body.
But, noble as he is, look where he comes.

Enter Salisbury.

Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought
to-day

;

By the mass, so did we all. I thank you, Richard

:

God knows how long it is I have to live

;

And it hath pleased him that three times to-day
You have defended me from imminent death.
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have

:

’Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 21
Being opposites ©f such repairing nature.

York. I know our safety is to follow them

;

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London,
To call a present court of parliament.
Let us pursue him ere the writs go forth.
What says Lord Warwick? shall we after them?War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can.
Now, by my faith, lords, ’twas a glorious day

:

Saint Alban’s battle won by famous York 30
Shall be eternized in all age to come.
Sound drums and trumpets, and to London all

:

And more such days as these to us befall

!

[Exeunt

.
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KING HENRY VI.

DRAMATIS PERSONS.

King Henry the Sixth.

Edward, Prince of Wales, his son.

Lewis XI. King of France.
Duke of Somerset.
Duke of Exeter.
Earl of Oxford.
Earl of Northumberland.
Earl of Westmoreland.
Lord Clifford.
Richard Plantagenet, Duke of York.

Edward, Earl of March, afterwards^

King Edward IV.,

Edmund, Earl of Rutland, L his

George, afterwards Duke of Clarence,
j

sons.

Richard, afterwards Duke of Glou- I

cester, '

Duke of Norfolk.
Marquess of Montague.
Earl of Warwick.
Earl of Pembroke.
Lord Hastings.

ACT I.

Scene I. London. The Parliament-house.

Alarum . Enter the Duke of York, Edward,
Richard, Norfolk, Montague, Warwick,
and Soldiers.

Lord Stafford.
Sir John Mortimer,

]
uncles to the Du c

Sir Hugh Mortimer, ) York.

Henry, Earl of Richmond, a youth.

Lord Rivers, brother to Lady Grey.

Sir William Stanley.
Sir John Montgomery.
Sir John Somerville.
Tutor to Rutland. Mayor of York.

Lieutenant of the Tower. A Nobleman
Two Keepers. A Huntsman.

A Son that has killed his father.

A Father that has killed his son.

Queen Margaret. -

Lady Grey, afterwards Queen to Edwardi

Bona, sister to the French Queen.

Soldiers, Attendants, Messengers, Watchmei|

Scene : England and France

.

War. I wonder how the king escaped our

hands.
, e ,

York. While we pursued the horsemen of the

north,

He slily stole away and left his men :

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland,

Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat,

Cheer’d up the drooping army ; and himself,

Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford, all abreast,
<

Charged our main battle’s front, and breaking m
Were by the swords of common soldiers slam.

Edw. Lord Stafford’s father, Duke of Buck-

ingham, 10

Is either slain or wounded dangerously

;

I cleft his beaver with a downright blow

:

That this is true, father, behold his blood.

Mont. And, brother, here’s the Earl of Wilt-

shire’s blood,
. • ,

Whom I encounter’d as the battles join d.

Rick. Speak thou for me and tell them what

I did.
,

[Throwing down the Duke ofSomerset s head.

York. Richard hath best deserved of all my
sons.

But is your grace dead, my Lord of Somerset

.

Norf. Such hope have all the line of John of

Gaunt

!

Rich. Thus do I hope to shake King H<

War. And so do I. Victorious Prince of

Before I see thee seated in that throne

Which now the house of Lancaster usurps,

I vow by heaven these eyes shall never clos

This is the palace of the fearful king.

And this the regal seat
:
possess it, York

; _

For this is thine and not King Henry s hen

York. Assist me, then, sweet Warwicl

I will

;

For hither we have broken in by force.

Norf. We’ll all assist you ;
he that flies

die. ,

York. Thanks, gentle Norfolk : stay b

my lords ; . .

And, soldiers, stay and lodge by me this nit

[They 1

War. And when the king comes, offe

no violence,

Unless he seek to thrust you out perforce.

York. The queen this day here hold

parliament,

But little thinks we shall be of her council1

:

By words or blows here let us win our right

Rich. Arm’d as we are, let’s stay withi

house.
, „ .i

War. The bloody parliament shall u

Ceiled) •

Unless Plantagenet, Duke of York, be kin;

And bashful Henry deposed, whose cowarc

Hath made us by-words to our enemies.

York. Then leave me not, my lord

resolute

;
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ran to take possession of my right.
r—. Neither the king, nor he that loves him
best,

proudest he that holds up Lancaster,
;s stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells.

Diant Plantagenet, root him up who dares

:

live thee, Richard
; claim the English crown.

'risk. Enter King Henry, Clifford,
ORTHUMBERLAND, WESTMORELAND, ExE-
:r, and the rest.

Hen.
<

My lords, look where the sturdy
rebel sits, 50

1 in the chair of state : belike he means,
’d by the power of Warwick, that false peer,
spire unto the crown and reign as king,
of Northumberland, he slew thy father,
thine, Lord Clifford,; and you both have
vow’d revenge
im, his sons, his favourites and his friends.
'rth. If I be not, heavens be revenged on me !

f The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn
in steel.

?st. What, shall we suffer this? let’s pluck
him down

:

:
ieart for anger burns

; I cannot brook it. 60
Hen. Be patient, gentle Earl of West-
moreland.

f Patience is for poltroons, such as he :

urst not sit there, had your father lived,
racious lord, here in the parliament
s assail the family of York.
rth. Well hast thou spoken, cousin: be
it so.

Hen. Ah, know you not the city favours
them,

hey have troops of soldiers at their beck?

_

But when the duke is slain, they’ll
prickly fly.

Hen. Far be the thought of this from
Henry’s heart,

7o
ike a shambles of the parliament-house !

a of Exeter, frowns, words and threats
be the war that Henry means to use.
factious Duke of York, descend my throne,
neel for grace and mercy at my feet

;

hy sovereign.
h. I am thine.

For shame, come down : he made thee
Duke of York.
k. ’Twas my inheritance, as the earldom
/as.

Thy father was a traitor to the crown,
r. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown
awing this usurping Henry. 81
Whom should he follow but his natural
g?
True, Clifford; and that’s Richard

)uke of York.
Aw. And shall I stand, and thou sit in
iy throne ?

/. It must and shall be so : content thyself.

;
Be Duke of Lancaster

; .
let him be king.

t. He is both king and Duke of Lancaster ;

iat the Lord of Westmoreland shall main-
un.

' And Warwick shall disprove it. You
'r&et

, 89
e are those which chased you from the field

And slew your fathers, and with colours spread
March’d through the city to the palace gates.
North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my

grief;
And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it

West. Plantagenet, of thee and these thy sons^
1 hy kinsmen and thy friends, I ’ll have more lives
lhan drops of blood were in my father’s veins.

Clif. Urge it no more; lest that, instead of
words,

I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger
As shall revenge his death before I stir. 100
War. Poor Clifford ! how I scorn his worth-

less threats

!

York. Will you we show our title to the
crown ?

If not, our swords shall plead it in the field.
K. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the

crown?
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York

;Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, Earl ofMarch-
I am the son of Henry the Fifth,
Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoopAnd seized upon their towns and provinces
War. Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost
.

all. IIOH
r
en ' The lord proteftor lost it, and not I

:

When 1 was crown’d I was but nine months old.
Rick. You are old enough now, and yet, me-

thinks, you lose.

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head.
Edw. Sweet father, do so

; set it on your head.
Mont. Good brother, as thou lovest and hon-

ourest arms,
Let’s fight it out and not stand cavilling thus.
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and the

king will fly.

York. Sons, peace

!

K. Hen. Peace, thou ! and give King Henry
leave to speak. 120War. Plantagenet shall speak first : hear him,
lords

;

And be you silent and attentive too,
For he that interrupts him shall not live.
K. Hen. Think’st thou that I will leave my

kmgly throne,
Wherein my grandsire and my father sat?
No : first shall war unpeople this my realm ;
Ay, and their colours, often borne in France,
And now in England to our heart’s great sorrow
Shsdl be my winding-sheet. Why faint you, lords ?

My title’s good, and better far than his. 130War Prove it, Henry, and thou shaltbe kinm
K. Hen. Henry the Fourth by conquest got

the crown.
York. ’Twas by rebellion against his king.
K. Hen. [AsideJ I know not what to say; my

title’s weak.

—

Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir?
York. What then ?K-He*1' An if he may, then am I lawful king •

For Richard, in the view of many lords,
Resign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth
Whose heir my father was, and I am his/ tao

York. He rose against him, being his sove-
reign,

And made him to resign his crown perforce.
War. Suppose, my lords, he did it uncon-

stram’d.
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Think you ’twere prejudicial to his crown?

Exe. No ;
for he could not so resign his crown

But that the next heir should succeed and reign

K Hen. Art thou against us, Duke of Exeter

.

Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me.

York. Why whisper you, my lords, and an-

swer not? r n •

Fxe My conscience tells me he is lawful king.

K. Hen. [Aside] All will revolt from me, and

turn to him. J 5 1

North. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou

lay’st,

Think not that Henry shall be so deposed.

War. Deposed he shall be, in despite of all.

North. Thou art deceived : ’tis not thy south-

ern power,

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,

Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud,

Can set the duke up in despite of me.

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong,

Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence : 160

May that ground gape and swallow me alive.

Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father

!

K. Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive

my heart
! .

York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown.

What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords?

War. Do right unto this princely Duke ot

York,
Or I will fill the house with armed men,

#

And over the chair of state, where now he sits,

Write up his title with usurping blood.

[He stamps with hisfoot,
and the Soldiers

show themselves .

K. Hen. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but

one word:
.

170

Let me for this my life-time reign as king.

York. Confirm the crown to me and to mine

And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou livest.

King. I am content : Richard Plantagenet,

Enjoy the kingdom*after my decease.
.

Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince your

War? What good is this to England and him-

self! . . ,

West. Base, fearful and despairing Henry !

Clif. How hast thou injured both thyself and

Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit.

But be it as it may : I here entail

The crown to thee and to thine heirs for eve

Conditionally, that here thou take an oath

To cease this civil.war, and, whilst I live,

To honour me as thy king and sovereign,

And neither by treason nor hostility

To seek to put me down and reign thyself.

York. This oath I willingly take and

perform.

War. Long live King Henry ! Plantag

embrace him.

K. Hen. And long live thou and thesi

forward sons

!

York. Now York and Lancaster are r

ciled.

Exe. Accursed be he that seeks to make

foes !
[Sennet. Here they come c

York. Farewell, my gracious lord ; I'll t

War. And I’ll keep London with my sol

Norf. And I to Norfolk with my follow.

Mont. And I unto the sea from whence I

[Exeunt York and his Sons, Warwick
,

folk,
Montague, their Soldiers,

am
tendants.

K. Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow,

court.

Enter Queen Margaret and the Princ

Wales

West. I cannot stay to hear these articles.

North. Nor I.
181

Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these

news.
, .

West. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate

king, ...

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides.

North. Be thou a prey unto the house ofYork,

And die in bands for this unmanly deed

!

Clif. In dreadful war mayst thou be overcome,

Or live in peace abandon’d and despised •

[Exeunt North., Cliff., and West.

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard

them not.
, ,

-

Exe. They seek revenge and therefore will

not yield.
I9Q

K. Hen. Ah, Exeter!

War Why should you sigh, my lord

.

K. Hen. Not for myself, Lord Warwick, but

my son,

Exe. Here comes the queen, whose

bewray her anger

:

I ’ll steal away.
K. Hen. Exeter, so will I.

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me; I will

thee.
. . |

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and

stay.

Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such exti

Ah, wretched man ! would I had died a mt

And never seen thee, never borne thee son

Seeing thou hast proved so unnatural a fatl

Hath he deserved to lose his birthright thu

Hadst thou but loved him half so well as L

Or felt that pain which I did for him once,

Or nourish’d him as I did with my blood,

Thou wouldst have left thy dearest hearl

there, .

Rather than have made that savage duk<

heir

And disinherited thine only son.

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit

.

If you be king, why should not I succeed:

K. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret ;
pard<

sweet son
: r

The Earl of Warwick and the duke enforc

Q. Mar. Enforced thee ! art thou kin

wilt be forced ?

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous v

Thou hast undone thyself, thy son and me

And given unto the house of York such he

As thou shalt roign but by their sufferance

To entail him and his heirs unto the crowi

What is it, but to make thy sepulchre

And creep into it far before thy time?

Warwick is chancellor and the lord of Cal

Stern Falconbridge commands the narrowj

The duke is made proteaor of the realm^

,



yet shalt thou be safe ? such safety finds

trembling lamb environed with wolves.
I been there, which am a silly woman,
soldiers should have toss’d me on their pikes
re I would have granted to that adt.

thou preferr’st thy life before thine honour

:

seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself
from thy table, Henry, and thy bed,

1 that act of parliament be repeal’d
reby my son is disinherited. 250
northern lords that have forsworn thy colours
follow mine, if once they see them spread

;

spread they shall be, to thy foul disgrace
utter ruin of the house of York.

; do I leave thee. Come, son, let’s aw^y;
army is ready ; come, we ’ll after them.
Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me
speak.

Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already :

get thee gone.
Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay
with me?
Mar. Ay, fo be murder’d by his enemies.
ince. When I return with vidtory from the
field 261
ee your grace : till then I ’ll follow her.
Mar. Come, son, away; we may not linger
thus.

[Exeunt Queen Margaret and the Prince.
Hen. Poor queen ! how love to me and to
her son
made her break out into terms of rage

!

nged may she be on that hateful duke,
e haughty spirit, winged with desire,
:ost my crown, and like an empty eagle
Dn the flesh of me and of my son !

oss of those three lords torments my heart

:

rite unto them and entreat them fair. 271
cousin, you shall be the messenger.
And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. Sandal Castle.

ler Richard, Edward, and Montague.
k. Brother, though I be youngest, give
lie leave.

iv. No, I can better play the orator.
'it. But I have reasons strong and forcible.

Enter the Duke of York.
‘k. Why, how now, sons and brother ! at
1 strife?

is your quarrel? how began it first?
v. No quarrel, but a slight contention.
'k. About what?
k. About that which concerns your grace
ind 11s

;

rown of England, father, which is yours. 9
'

j

Mine, boy? not till King Henry be dead.
h. Your right depends not on his life or
leath.

v. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now :

ing the house of Lancaster leave to breathe,
outrun you, father, in the end.
h. I took an oath that he should quietly
eign.

v. But for a kingdom any oath may be
>roken

:

I would break a thousand oaths to reigntme year.
Rich. No; God forbid your grace should be

forsworn.
York. I shall be, if I claim by open war.
Rich. I’ll prove the contrary, if you’ll hear

me speak. 2o
York. Thou canst not, son; it is impossible.
Rick. An oath is of no moment, being not took

Before a true and lawful magistrate,
T hat hath authority over him that swears

:

Henry had none, but did usurp the place
;

Then, seeing ’twas he that made you to depose,
Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous.
Therefore, to arms ! And, father, do but think
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown;
Within whose circuit is Elysium 30
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.
Why do we linger thus? I cannot rest
Until the white rose that I wear be dyed
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry’s heart.

York. Richard, enough
; I will be king, or die.

Brother, thou shalt to London presently,'
And whet on Warwick to this enterprise.
Thou, Richard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk,
And tell him privily of our intent.
You, Edward, shall unto my Lord Cobham, 40
With whom the Kentishmen will willingly rise :

In them I trust; for they are soldiers,
Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit.

While you are thus employ’d, what resteth more,
But that I seek occasion how to rise,

And yet the king not privy to my drift,

Nor any of the house of Lancaster?

Enter a Messenger.

But, stay ; what news? Why comest thou in such
post?

Gabr. The queen with all the northern earls
and lords

Intend here to besiege you in your castle
: 50

She is hard by with twenty thousand men

;

And therefore fortify your hold, my lord.
York. Ay, with my sword. What! think’st

thou that we fear them ?

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me

;

My brother Montague shall post to London

;

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest.
Whom we have left protestors of the king,
With powerful policy strengthen themselves,
And trust not simple Henry nor his oaths.
Mont. Brother, I go; I’ll win them, fear it

not • 50
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Exit.

Enter Sir John Mortimer and Sir Hugh
Mortimer.

York. Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer,
mine uncles,

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour ;

The army of the queen mean to besiege us.
A

1

z> John. She shall not need
; we ’ll meet her

in the field.

York. Wha.t, with five thousand men?
R ich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need

;

A woman s general
; what should we fear ?

_
[A march afar off.

Edw. I hear their drums: let’s set our men I

in order,
jC

I

And issue forth and bid them battle straight. I

34
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York. Five men to twenty ! though the odds

be great,
.

I doubt not, uncle, of our victory,

i Many a battle have I won in France,

When as the enemy hath been ten to one

:

Why should I not now have the like success?

[Alarum . Exeunt.

Scene III. Field ofbattle betwixt Sandal
Castle and IVakefield.

Clif. No cause
! |

Thy father slew my father ;
therefore, die. I

[Stabs JF

Rut. Di faciant laudis summa sit ista tuae

1
Clif Plantagenet ! I come, Plantagenet ! .

.

And this thy son’s blood cleaving to my bladij»'

Shall rust upon weapon, till thy blood, I

Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe offbotl

A larums. Enter Rutland and his Tutor.

Rut. Ah, whither shall I fly to ’scape their

hands?
Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes

.

Enter Clifford and Soldiers.

Clif. Chaplain, away ! thy priesthood saves

thy life.

As for the brat of this accursed duke,

Whose father slew my father, he shall die.

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company.

Clif Soldiers, away with him !

Tut. Ah, Clifford, murder not this innocent

child,

Lest thou be hated both of God and man!
[Exit, dragged off by Soldiers.

Clif. How now! is he dead already? or is it

fear
. T ,„ ,

10

That makes him close his eyes ? I 11 open them.

Rut. So looks the pent-up lion o’er the wretch

That trembles under his devouring paws;

And so he walks, insulting o’er his prey,

And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder.

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword,

And not with such a cruel threatening look.

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die.

I am too mean a subjedt for thy wrath

:

Be thou revenged on men, and let me live. 20

Clif. In vain thou speak’ st, poor boy; my
father’s blood .

,

Hath stopp’d the passage where thy words should

enter.

Rut. Then let my father’s blood open it again

:

He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him.

Clif Had I thy brethren here, their lives and

thine

Were not revenge sufficient for me

;

No, if I digg’d up thy forefathers’ graves

And hung their rotten coffins up in chains,

It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart.

The sight of any of the house of York 3°

Is as a fury to torment my soul

;

And till I root out their accursed line

And leave not one alive, I live in hell.

Therefore— [Lifting his hand.

Rut. O, let me pray before I take my death

!

To thee I pray; sweet Clifford, pity me !

Clif. Such pity as my rapier’s point affords.

Rut. I never did thee harm : why wilt thou

slay me ?

Clif Thy father hath. •

Rut. But ’twas ere I was born.

Thou hast one son ; for his sake pity me, 40

Lest in revenge thereof, sith God is just.

He be as miserably slain as I.

Ah, let me live in prison all my days

;

And when I give occasion of offence,

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause.

Scene IV. Anotherpart ofthefield. I

Alarum. Enter Richard, Duke of Yorl
j

York. The army of the queen hath got I

field

:

My uncles both are slain in rescuing me;
And all my followers to the eager foe

Turn back and fly, like ships before the wind

Or lambs pursued by hunger-starved wolves.

My sons, God knows what,hath bechanced th :

But this I know, they have demean’d themse I

Like men born to renown by life or death.

Three times did Richard make a lane to me, 1

And thrice cried ‘ Courage, father ! fight it oiy

And full as oft came Edward to my side,

With purple falchion, painted to the hilt.

In blood of those that had encounter’d him;
|

And when the hardiest warriors did retire, I

Richard cried ‘Charge! and give no focjri

ground !’
.

And cried ‘A crown, or else a glorious tomD
jA sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre !’

With this, we charged again : but, out, alas

.

We bodged again ; as I have seen a swan

With bootless labour swim against the tide

And spend her strength with over-mate

Waves. [A short alarum wu
Ah, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue

;

And I am faint and cannot fly their fury

And were I strong, I would not shun their f

The sands are number’d that make up my hf

Here must I stay, and here my life must enc

Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, No
umberland, the young Prince, and Soldi*

Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberla

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage

:

I am your butt, and I abide your shot.

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantag

Clif Ay, to such mercy as his ruthless a

With downright payment, show’d unto my fa

Now Phaethon hath tumbled from his car,

And made an evening at the noontide prick.

York. My ashes, as the phoenix, may

forth

A bird that will revenge upon you all

:

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heav

Scorning whate’er you can afflicft me with.

Why come you not? what ! multitudes, and

Clif. So cowards fight when they can l

further ; .

So doves do peck the falcon’s piercing talon;

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their In

Breathe out inve<5tives ’gainst the officers.

York. O Clifford, but bethink thee once a

And in thy thought o’er-run my former time

And, if thou canst for blushing, view this la
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d bite thy tongue, that slanders him with
cowardice

:Ose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere
this

!

'lif. I will not bandy with thee word for word,
buckle with thee blows, twice two for one. 50
May. Hold, valiant Clifford i for a thous-
and causes

3idd prolong awhile the traitor’s life,

ith makes him deaf: speak thou, Northum-
berland.

orth. Hold, Clifford ! do not honour him so
much

Drick thy finger, though to wound his heart

:

it valour were it, when a cur doth grin,
one to thrust his hand between his teeth,
m he might spurn him with his foot away?
war's prizeto take all vantages

;

ten to one is no impeach of valour. 60
[ They lay hands on York

,
who struggles.

'if* a7> ay, so strives the woodcock with
the gin.

orth. So doth the cony struggle in the net.
irk. So triumph thieves upon their con-
quer’d booty

;

ue men yield, with robbers so o’ermatch’d.
irth. What would your grace have done
unto him now?
Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and North-
umberland,
;
, make him stand upon this molehill here,
raught at mountains with outstretched arms,
>arted but the shadow with his hand.
:! was it you that would be England’s king?
t you that revell’d in our parliament, 71
nade a preachment of your high descent?
e are your mess of sons to back you now ?
vanton Edward, and the lusty George ?
vhere’s that valiant crook-back prodigy,
r your boy, that with his grumbling voice
yont to cheer his dad in mutinies ?

ith the rest, where is your darling Rutland ?

York : I stain’d this napkin with the blood
valiant Clifford, with his rapier’s point, 80
issue from the bosom of the boy

;

f thine eyes can water for his death,
thee this to dry thy cheeks withal,
poor York ! but that I hate thee deadly,
;ld lament thy miserable state.
iee, grieve, to make me merry, York.
hath thy fiery heart so parch’d thine

entrails

lot a tear can fall for Rutland’s death?
irt thou patient, man? thou shouldst be
lad;

to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 90
' ra''e

> aad fret, that I may sing and dance,
vouldst be fee’d, I see, to make me sport

:

annot speak, unless he wear a crown.
n

X°
rk * and

> lords, bow low to him

:

’ou his hands, whilst I do set it on.
[Putting apaper crown on his head.

irry, sir, now looks he like a king

!

is is he that took King Henry’s chair,
is is he was his adopted heir,
w is it that great Plantagenet

Tu • i°
soon

> and broke his solemn oath ?
:taTk ’ y0U should not be king 101
Ring Henry had shook hands with death.

,

And will you pale your head in Henry’s glory,
And rob his temples of the diadem,
Now in his life, against your holy oath?
O, ’tis a fault too too unpardonable !

Off with the crown; and, with the crown, his
head

;

And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead.
C///I That is my office, for my father’s sake.
Q. Mar. Nay, stay

; let’s hear the orisons he
makes. IIO

York. She-wolf of France, but worse than
wolves of France,

Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s
tooth

!

How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull.
Upon their woes whom fortune captivates !

But that thy face is, visard-like, unchanging,
Made impudent with use of evil deeds,
I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush.
To tell thee whence thou earnest, ofwhom derived,
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not

shameless. I20
Thy father bears the type of King of Naples,
Of both the Sicils and Jerusalem,
Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman.
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult?
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen,
Unless the adage must be verified,
That beggars mounted run their horse to death.
Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud

; jBut, God he knows, thy share thereof is small : I

Tis virtue that doth make them most admired

;

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at : 131 !

Tis government that makes them seem divine
;

S

1 he want thereof makes thee abominable

;

1 hou art as opposite to every good
As the Antipodes are unto us,
Or as the south to the septentrion.
O tiger’s heart wrapt in a woman’s hide !

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child.
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal,
And yet be seen to bear a woman’s face? 140Women are soft, mild, pitiful and flexible ;

Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless.
Bid st thou me rage? why, now thou hast thy

wish :

Wouldst have me weep? why, now thou hast thy
will

:

For raging wind blows up incessant showers.
And when the rage allays, the rain begins.
These tears are my sweet Rutland’s obsequies

:

And every drop cries vengeance for his death,
Gainst thee, fell Clifford, and thee, false French-

woman.
North. Beshrew me, but his passion moves

TTLC SO I50
That hardly can I check my eyes from tears.

^T
Vo^k' That face of his the huna rY cannibals

Would not have touch’d, would not have stain’d
with blood

:

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,
O, ten times more, than tigers of Hyrcania.
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears

:

This cloth thou dip’dst in blood of my sweet boy,
And I with tears do wash the blood away.
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this

:

And if thou tell’st the heavy story right, 160
Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears

;

34—2



Yea even my foes will shed fast-falling tears,.

And say ‘Alas, it was a piteous deed !

There, take the crown, and, with the crown, my
curse ; . .

And in thy need such comfort come to thee

As now I reap at thy too cruel hand
! .

Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the world

Mv soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads .

North. Had he been slaughter-man to ah my

I should not for my life but weep with him, 170

To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul.

Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord JNortn-

umberland ?

Think but upon the wrong he did us all,

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears.

Clif. Here ’s for my oath, here ’s for my father s

death. VStabbing him.

O Mar. And here ’s to right our gentle-hearted

king.
{Stabbing him.

York. Open Thy gate of mercy, gracious God

My soul flies through these wounds to see
^?^

t

Q. '^lar. Off with his head, and set it on York

So York may overlook the town of York. 180

[Flourish . Exeunt.

Edw. ’Tis wondrous strange, the like

never heard of.

I think it cites us, brother, to the held,

That we, the sons of brave Plantagenet,
|

Each one already blazing by our meeds,

Should notwithstanding join our lights togethcl

And over-shine the earth as this the world. (i

Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will I bear u

Upon my target three fair-shining suns.

Rich. Nay, bear three daughters: by ys

leave I speak it,

You love the breeder better than the male.
|

ACT II.

Scene I. A plain near Mortimer's Cross in

Herefordshire.

A march. Enter Edward, Richard, and their

power.

Edw I Wonderhow our princely father ’scaped,

Or whether he be ’scaped away or no

From Clifford’s and Northumberland s pursuit

.

Had he been ta’en, we should have heard the news

;

Had he been slain, we should have heard the news

Or had he’scaped, methinks we should have heard

The happy tidings of his good escape.

How fares my brother? why is he so sad

.

Rich I cannot joy, until I be resolved

Where our right valiant father is become. 1

I saw him in the battle range about

:

And watch’d him how he singled Clifford forth.

Methought he bore him in the thickest troop

As doth a lion in a herd of neat
, __

Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs,

Who having pinch’d a few and made them cry

,

The rest stand all aloof, and bark.at him.

I
So fared our father with his enemies

;

i So fled his enemies my warlike father

:

! Methinks, ’tis prize enough to be his son. 20

See how the morning opes her golden gates,

And takes her farewell of the glorious sun !

How well resembles it the prime of youth,

Trimm’d like a younker prancing to his love

•

Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three

Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect

sun;
, . . ,

Not separated with the racking clouds,

But sever’d in a pale clear-shining sky.
.

See, see ! they join, embrace, and seem to kiss,

As if they vow’d some league inviolable : 3°

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one sun.

In this the heaven figures some event.

Enter a Messenger.

But what art thou, whose heavy looks foretell

Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue?
;

Mess. Ah, one that was a woful looker-on'.!

When as the noble Duke of York was slain, fl

Your princely father and my loving lord ! I

Edw. O, speak no more, for I have hearcjj

much. . I

Rich. Say how he died, for I will hear it a :

Mess. Environed he was with many foes, M

And stood against them, as the hope of IroyJ

Against the Greeks that would have enter d 1

But Hercules himself must yield to odds

;

And many strokes, though with a lhtle axe, I

Hew down and fell the hardest-timber d oak.

By many hands your father was subdued ; I

But only slaughter’d by the ireful arm

Of unrelenting Clifford and the queen

Who crown’d the gracious duke in high desp

Laugh’d in his face ;
and when with grief he v

The ruthless queen gave him to dry his cheek

A napkin steeped in the harmless blood

Of sweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford

And after many scorns, many foul taunts.

They took his head, and on the gates of Yor

They set the same ;
and there it doth reman

The saddest speftacle that e’er I view d.

Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to

upon,
Now thou art gone, we have no stall, no sta

O Clifford, boisterous Clifford ! thou hast sla

The flower of Europe for his chivalry ;

And treacherously hast thou vanquish d him

For hand to hand he would have vanquish d

Now my soul’s palace is become a prison

:

Ah, would she break from hence, that this my

Might in the ground be closed up in rest

.

For never henceforth shall I joy again,

Never, O never, shall I see more joy

!

Rich. I cannot weep ;
for all my body s

Scarce serves to quench my furnace-burning 1

Nor can my tongue unload my hearts

For selfsame wind that I should speak with;

Is kindling coals that fires all my breast,

And burns me up with flames that tears 1

To weep is to make less the depth of grief:

Tears then for babes; blows and revenge fo

Richard, I bear thy name ;
I 11 venge thy <

Or die renowned by attempting it.
.

Edw. His name that valiant duke hat

with thee
; ... 1

•

His dukedom and his chair with me is lett

Rich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle .1



aNEi.J THIRD PART OF KING HENRY VI.

dw thy descent by gazing ’gainst the sun

:

r chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say

;

her that is thine, or else thou wert not his.

March. Enter Warwick, Marquess of
Montague, and their army.

'Var. How now, fair lords ! What fare? what
news abroad?

vich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we should
recount

r baleful news, and at each word’s deliverance

b poniards in our flesh till all were told,

e words would add more anguish than the
wounds.

valiant lord, the Duke of York is slain ! ioo
Zdw. O Warwick, Warwick ! that Plantagenet,

lich held thee dearly as his soul’s redemption,

yy the stern Lord Clifford done to death.

Var. Ten days ago I drown’d these news in

tears

;

d now, to add more measure to your woes,
ome to tell you things sith then befall’n.

er the bloody fray at Wakefield fought,

ere your brave father breathed his latest gasp,
ings, as swiftly as the posts could run,

re brought me of your loss and his depart, no
hen in London, keeper of the king,

ster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends,

i very well appointed, as I thought,
rch’d toward Saint Alban’s to intercept the
queen,

tring the king in my behalf along

;

by my scouts I was advertised
it she was coming with a full intent

dash our late decree in parliament
iching King Henry’s oath and your succession,
rt tale to make, we at Saint Alban’s met, 120
• battles join’d, and both sides fiercely fought

:

whether ’twas the coldness of the king,
0 look’d full gently on his warlike queen,
it robb’d my soldiers of their heated spleen

;

whether ’twas report of her success

;

more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour,
3 thunders to his captives blood and death,
nnot judge: but, to conclude with truth,

ir weapons like to lightning came and went

;

soldiers’, like the night-owl’s lazy flight, 130
ike an idle thresher with a flail,

gently down, as if they struck their friends,

eer’d them up with justice of our cause,
b. promise of high pay and great rewards

:

all in vain ; they had no heart to fight,

we in them no hope to win the day

;

hat we fled
; the king unto the queen

;

1 George your brother, Norfolk and myself,
aste, post-haste, are come to join with you :

in the marches here we heard you were, 140
:ing another head to fight again.
dw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle
Warwick?
when came George from Burgundy to Eng-
land?

T
ar. Some six miles off the duke is with the
soldiers

;

for your brother, he was lately sent
n your kind aunt, Duchess of Burgundy,
b aid of soldiers to this needful war.
ich. ’Twas odds, belike, when valiant War-
wick fled

:

Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit,
But ne’er till now his scandal of retire. 150
War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost

thou hear

;

For thou shalt know this strong right hand of
mine

Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s head.
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist,

Were he as famous and as bold in war
As he is famed for mildness, peace, and prayer.
Rick. I know it well, Lord Warwick ; blame

me not

:

’Tis love I bear thy glories makes me speak.
But in this troublous time what’s to be done?
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel, 160
And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns,
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads?
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms?
If for the last, say ay, and to it, lords.

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek
you out

;

And therefore comes my brother Montague.
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen.
With Clifford and the haught Northumberland,
And of their feather many moe proud birds, 170
Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax.
He swore consent to your succession.
His oath enrolled in the parliament;
And now to London all the crew are gone,
To frustrate both his oath and what beside
May make against the house of Lancaster.
Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong:
Now, if the help of Norfolk and myself,
With all the friends that thou, brave Earl of

March,
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure, 180
Will but amount to five and twenty thousand,
Why, Via ! to London will we march amain,
And once again bestride our foaming steeds,
And once again cry ‘Charge upon our foes !’

But never once again turn back and fly.

Rich. Ay, now methinks I hear great War-
wick speak

:

Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day,
That cries ‘Retire,’ if Warwick bid him stay.
Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I

lean
; 189

And when thou fail’st—as God forbid the hour !—
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forfend !

War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of
York

:

The next degree is England’s royal throne

;

For King of England shalt thou be proclaim’d
In every borough as we pass along ;

And he that throws not up his cap for joy
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head.
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague,
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown,
But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 200
Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard

as steel,

As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds,
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine.
Ediu. Then strike up drums: God and Saint

George for us

!

Enter a Messenger.

War. How now! what news?
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Mess. The Duke of Norfolk sends you word
by me.

The queen is coming with a puissant host

;

And craves your company for speedy counsel.

War. Why then it sorts, brave warriors, let’s

away. LExeunt

.

Scene II. Before York.

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Queen Mar-
garet, the Prince of Wales, Clifford,

and Northumberland, with drum and
trumpets.

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave

town of York.
Yonder’s the head of that arch-enemy

That sought to be encompass’d with your crown :

Doth not the objedt cheer your heart, my lord?

K Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear

their wreck

:

To see this sight, it irks my very soul.

Withhold revenge, dear God ! ’tis not my fault,

Nor wittingly have I infringed my vow.

Clif. My gracious liege, this too much lenity

And harmful pity must be laid aside. io

To whom do lions cast their gentle looks?

Not to the beast that would usurp their den.

Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick?

Not his that spoils her young before her face.

Who ’scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting?

Not he that sets his foot upon her back.

The smallest worm will turn being trodden on,

And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood.

Ambitious York did level at thy crown,

Thou smiling while he knit his angry brows : 20

He, but a duke, would have his son a king,

And raise his issue, like a loving sire ;

Thou, being a king, blest with a goodly son,

Didst yield consent to disinherit him,

Which argued thee a most unloving father.

Unreasonable creatures feed their young

;

And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes.

Yet, in protection of their tender ones,

Who hath not seen them, even with those wings

Which sometime they have used with fearful

flight,
.

3°

Make war with him that climb’d unto their nest,

Offering their own lives in their young’s defence?

For shame, my liege, make them your prece-

dent !

Were it not pity that this goodly boy
Should lose his birthright by his father’s fault.

And long hereafter say unto his child,

‘What my great-grandfather and grandsire got

My careless father fondly gave away’ ?

Ah, what a shame were this ! Look on the boy

;

And let his manly face, which promiseth 40

Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart

To hold thine own and leave thine own with him.

K. Hen. Full well hath Clifford play’d the

orator,

Inferring arguments of mighty force.

But, Clifford, tell me, didst thou never hear

That things ill-got had ever bad success?

And happy always was it for that son

Whose father for his hoarding went to hell?

I ’ll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind ;

And would my father had left me no more ! 50

For all the rest is held at such a rate

As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep
Than in possession any jot of pleasure.

Ah, cousin York! would thy best friends

know
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here !

Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits: <

foes are nigh,

And this soft courage makes your followers fai

You promised knighthood to our forward son:

Unsheathe your sword, and dub him presenth

Edward, kneel down.
K. Hen. Edward Plantagenet, arise a knig|j

And learn this lesson, draw thy sword in rightu

Prince. My gracious father, by your kin

j

leave,

I’ll draw it as apparent to the crown,
And in that quarrel use it to the^death.

Clif. Why, that is spoken like a tow;!

prince.

E 7iter a Messenger.

Mess. Royal commanders, be in readiness i

For with a band of thirty thousand men
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of Yorlr

And in the towns, as they do march along, I

Proclaims him king, and many fly to him

:

Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. I

Clif I would your highness would depart I

field:

The queen hath best success when you
absent.

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us

our fortune. '
<

K. Hen. Why, that’s my fortune too ; the

fore I’ll stay.

North. Be it with resolution then to fight.

Prince. My royal father, cheer these no

lords

And hearten those that fight in your defence:

Unsheathe your sword, good father; cry ‘St

George !

’

March. Enter Edward, George, Rich a;

Warwick, Norfolk, Montague, c<

Soldiers.

Edno. Now, perjured Henry ! wilt thou kr.

for grace,

And set thy diadem upon my head

;

Or bide the mortal fortune of the field?

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud ins

ing boy

!

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms

Before thy sovereign and thy lawful king?

Edw. I am his king, and he should bow
knee

;

I was adopted heir by his consent:

Since when, his oath is broke ; for, as I hear,

You, that are king, though he do wear the cro^

Have caused him, by new a<5t of parliament,

To blot out me, and put his own son in.

Clif And reason too

:

Who should succeed the father but the son?

Rich. Are you there, butcher? O, I can

speak

!

Clif Ay, crook-back, here I stand to ans\

thee,

Or any he the proudest of thy sort.

Rich. ’Twas you that kill’d young Rutla

was it not?



fE II.] THIRD PART OF KING HENRY VI. 535

if. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied.

ch. For God’s sake, lords, give signal to

the fight. ioo
ar. What say’st thou, Henry, wilt thou
yield the crown?
Mar. Why, how now, long-tongued War-
wick ! dare you speak ?

n you and I met at Saint Alban’s last,

legs did better service than your hands.
ar. Then ’twas my turn to fly, and now ’tis

thine.

'f.
You said so much before, and yet you

fled.

ar. ’Twas not your valour, Clifford, drove
me thence.

rth. No, nor your manhood that durst
make you stay.

:k. Northumberland, I hold thee reverently.
< off the parley

;
for scarce I can refrain no

ixecution of my big-swoln heart
that Clifford, that cruel child-killer.

f. I slew thy father, call’st thou him a
child ?

A. Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous
coward,
ou didst kill our tender brother Rutland

;

re sunset I ’ll make thee curse the deed.
Hen. Have done with words, my lords,
and hear me speak.
Mar. Defy them then, or else hold close
thy lips.

Hen. I prithee, give no limits to my
tongue

:

a king, and privileged to speak. 120
f. My liege, the wound that bred this
meeting here
3t be cured by words

; therefore be still.

h. Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword:
m that made us all, I am resolved
Clifford’s manhood lies upon his tongue.
w. Say, Henry, shall I have my right,
:>r no?
usand men have broke their fasts to-day,
ne’er shall dine unless thou yield the crown.
r. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ;

ork in justice puts his armour on. 130
nee. I f that be right which Warwick says
s right,

is no wrong, but every thing is right.
k. Whoever got thee, there thy mother
itands

;

/ell I wot, thou hast thy mother’s tongue.
Mar. But thou art neither like thy sire
ior dam;
<e a foul mis-shapen stigmatic,
d by the destinies to be avoided,
mm toads, or lizards’ dreadful stings.

Iron of Naples hid with English gilt,
; father bears the title of a king,— 140
1 channel should be call’d the sea,

—

:st thou not, knowing whence thou art
^xtraught,

thy tongue detedl thy base-born heart?
0. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand
Towns,
ke this shameless callet know herself,
of Greece was fairer far than thou,
lgh thy husband may be Menelaus

;

e er was Agamemnon’s brother wrong’d

By that fa,lse woman, as this king by thee.
His father revell’d in the heart of France, 150
And tamed the king, and made the dauphin

stoop

;

And had he match’d according to his state,
He might have kept that glory to this day

;

But when he took a beggar to his bed,
And graced thy poor sire with his bridal-day,
Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for

him,
That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of France,
And heap’d sedition on his crown at home.
1‘ or what hath broach’d this tumult but thy pride?
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept ;And we, in pity of the gentle king, 161
Had slipp’d our claim until another age.

Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made
thy spring,

And that thy summer bred us no increase,
We set the axe to thy usurping root

;

And though the edge hath something hit our-
selves,

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike,
We’ll never leave till we have hewn thee down,
Or bathed thy growing with our heated bloods.
Edw. And, in this resolution, I defy thee; 170

Not willing any longer conference,
Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak.
Sound trumpets ! let our bloody colours wave !

And either victory, or else a grave.
Q. Mar. Stay, Edward.
Edw. No, wx-angling woman, we’ll no longer

stay:
These words will cost ten thousand lives this

day- [Exeunt.

Scene III. A field ofbattle between Towton
a7id Saxton, in Yorkshire.

Alarum. Excursions. Enter Warwick.
War. Forspent with toil, as runners with

a race,
I lay me down a little while to breathe

;

For strokes received, and many blows repaid,
Have robb’d my strong-knit sinews of their

strength,
And spite of spite needs must I rest awhile.

Enter Edward, running.

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven ! or strike, un-
gentle death !

For this world frowns, and Edward’s sun is
clouded.

War. How now, my lord! what hap? what
hope of good?

Enter George.
Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad despair

;

Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us : 10
What counsel give you? whither shall we fly?
Edw. Bootless is flight, they follow us with

wings

;

And weak we are and cannot shun pursuit.

E?iter Richard.
Rich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawn

thyself?
Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk.
Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s lance

;
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And in the very pangs of death he cried,

Like to a dismal clangor heard from far,

‘ Warwick, revenge ! brother, revenge my death

!

So, underneath the belly of their steeds, 20

That stain’d their fetlocks in his smoking blood,

The noble gentleman gave up the ghost.

War. Then let the earth be drunken with

our blood:

I ’ll kill my horse, because I will not fly.

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here,

Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage

;

And look upon, as if the tragedy
.

Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors/

Here on my knee I vow to God above,

1 ’ll never pause again, never stand still,
#

3°

Till either death hath closed these eyes of mine

Or fortune given me measure of revenge.

Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with

thine;
.

.

And in this vow do chain my soul to thine .

And, ere my knee rise from the earth s cold face,

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee,

Thou setter up and plucker down of kings,

Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stands

That to my foes this body must be prey,

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 40

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul

.

Now, lords, take leave until we meet again,

Where’er it be, in heaven or in earth.

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand ;
and, gentle

Warwick,
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms :

I that did never weep, now melt with woe

That winter should cut off our spring-time so.

War. Away, away ! Once more, sweet lords,

farewell.

Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops,

And give them leave to fly that will not stay ; 50

And call them pillars that will stand to us

;

And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards

As vidlors wear at the Olympian games

:

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ;

For yet is hope of life and vidtory.

Forslow no longer, make we hence amain.
[.Exeunt

.

Scene IV. A notherpart of thefield.

Excursions. Enter Richard and Clifford''.

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee

Suppose this arm is for the Duke of York,

And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge,

Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall.

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here

alone

:

This is the hand that stabb’d thy father York;

And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland

;

And here’s the heart that triumphs in their death

And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and

brother

To execute the like upon thyself ;
10

And so, have at thee ! .

{Theyfight. Warwick comes ; Cliffordfiles.

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other

chase;

For I myself will hunt this wolf to death.
{Exeunt.

Scene V. Another part of the field.

Alarum. Enter King Henry alone.

King. This battle fares like to the morn

war,
When dying clouds contend with growing H,

What time the shepherd, blowing of his nail

Can neither call it perfect day nor night.

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea

Forced by the tide to combat with the wind

Now sways it that way, like the selfsame se<

Forced to retire by fury of the wind : _

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the 1

1

Now one the better, then another best;

Both tugging to be vidtors, breast to breast,

Yet neither conqueror nor conquered

:

So is the equal poise of this fell war.

Here on this molehill will I sit me down.

To whom God will, there be the victory

!

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too, _

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing bo
!

They prosper best of all when I am thence.
^

Would I were dead ! if God’s good will wer j

For what is in this world but grief and woe'

O God ! methinks it were a happy life,

To be no better than a homely swain;

To sit upon a hill, as I do now.

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point,

Thereby to see the minutes how they run,

How many make the hour full complete;

How many hours bring about the day

;

How many days will finish up the year;

How many years a mortal man may live.

When this is known, then to divide the time

So many hours must I tend my flock

;

So many hours must I take my rest

;

So many hours must I contemplate

;

So many hours must I sport myself;
.

,

So many days my ewes have been with you

So many weeks ere the poor fools will ean •

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece

.

So minutes, hours, days, months, and yean

Pass’d over to the end they were created,

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave

Ah, what a life were this ! how sweet ! how 1<

Gives not the hawthorn-bush a sweeter sha

To shepherds looking on their silly sheep,

Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy

To kings that fear their subjedts’^ treachery

O, yes, it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth. 1

And to conclude, the shepherd’s homely cu

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys,

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates,

His viands sparkling in a golden cup,

His body couched in a curious bed,

When care, mistrust, and treason waits on

Alarum. Entera Son that has killedhisJ
dragging in the dead body.

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits nob

This man, whom hand to hand I slew in nj

May be possessed with some store of crows

And I, that haply take them from him now

May yet ere night yield both my life and t

To some man else, as this dead man doth 1

Who’s this? O God ! it is my father’s face

Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill c]
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:avy times, begetting such events !

a London by the king was I press’d forth

;

father, being the Earl of Warwick’s man,
e on the part of York, press’d by his master ;

I, who at his hands received my life,

e by my hands of life bereaved him.
on me, God, I knew not what I did !

pardon, father, for I knew not thee ! 70
; ears shall wipe away these bloody marks

;

: no more words till they have flow’d their fill.

Hen. O piteous spectacle ! O bloody times !

es lions war and battle for their dens,
harmless lambs abide their enmity.

0, wretched man, I’ll aid thee tear for tear

;

let our hearts and eyes, like civil war,
lind with tears, and break o’ercharged with
grief.

; r a Father that has killed his son
, bringing

in the body.

th. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me,
ii me thy gold, if thou hast any gold ; 80
have bought it with an hundred blows,

et me see : is this our foeman’s face ?

to, no, no, it is mine only son !

toy, if any life be left in thee,

w up thine eye ! see, see what showers arise,
a with the windy tempest of my heart,
thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart

!

ty, God, this miserable age !

stratagems, how fell, how butcherly,
teous, mutinous and unnatural, go
deadly quarrel daily doth beget

!

r, thy father gave thee life too soon,
lath bereft thee of thy life too late !

Hen. Woe above woe! grief more than
:ommon grief

!

t my death would stay these ruthful deeds

!

y, pity, gentle heaven, pity

!

ed rose and the white are on his face,
ital colours of our striving houses

:

ne his purple blood right well resembles

;

ther his pale cheeks, methinks, presenteth

:

r one rose, and let the other flourish
; 101

contend, a thousand lives must wither.
. How will my mother for a father’s death
on with me and ne’er be satisfied !

h. How will my wife for slaughter of my
on
seas of tears and ne’er be satisfied

!

Hen. Flow will the country for these woful
hances
nk the king and not be satisfied !

Was ever son so rued a father’s death?
h. Was ever father so bemoan’d his son?
Hen. Was ever king so grieved for sub-
sets’ woe ? j j j
is your sorrow

; mine ten times so much.
I ’

11 bear thee hence, where I may weep
jy

fill- [Exit 'with the body.
1. These arms of mine shall be thy winding-
leet;

art, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre,
>m my heart thine image ne’er shall go

;

dung breast shall be thy funeral bell

;

1 obsequious will thy father be,
for the loss of thee, having no more,

was for all his valiant sons. i?o
lr thee hence

; and let them fight that will,

For I have murdered where I should not kill.

[.Exit with the body.
K. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone

with care,
Flere sits a king more woful than you are.

Alarums : excursions. Enter Queen Marga-
ret, the Prince, and Exeter.

Prince. Fly, father, fly ! for all your friends
i

are fled,

And Warwick rages like a chafed bull

:

Away ! for death doth hold us in pursuit.

Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord; towards Ber-
wick post amain

:

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds
Having the fearful flying hare in sight, 130
With fiery eyes sparkling for very wrath,
And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands,
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain.
Exe. Away ! for vengeance comes along with

them

:

Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed;
Or else come after ; I ’ll away before.
K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet

Exeter

:

Not that I fear to stay, but love to go
Whither the queen intends. Forward ; away

!

[Exeunt.

Scene VI. Another part of thefield.

A loud alarum. Enter Clifford, wounded.

Clif. Here burns my candle out ; ay, here it

dies,

Which, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry light.
O Lancaster, I fear thy overthrow
More than my body’s parting with my soul

!

My love and fear glued many friends to thee

;

And, now I fall, thy tough commixture melts.
Impairing Henry, strengthening misproud York,
The common people swarm like summer flies

;

And whither fly the gnats but to the sun?
And who shines now but Henry’s enemies? 10 !

0 Phoebus, hadst thou never given consent
That Phaethon should check thy fiery steeds,
Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth !

And, Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings should do,
Or as thy father and his father did,
Giving no ground unto the house of York,
They never then had sprung like summer flies;
1 and ten thousand in this luckless realm
Had left no mourning widows for our death ;

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace.
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air? 21
And what makes robbers bold but too much

lenity?
Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds

;

No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight;
The foe is merciless, and will not pity

;

For at their hands I have deserved no pity.
The air hath got into my deadly wounds,
And much effuse of blood doth make me faint.
Come, York and Richard, Warwick and the rest;
I stabb’d your fathers’ bosoms, split my breast.

[Hefaints.
Alarum aitd retreat. Enter Edward, George,
Richard, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers.

Edw. Now breathe we, lords: good fortune
bids us pause, gi
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And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks.

Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen.

That led calm Henry, though he were a king,

As doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting gust,

Command an argosy to stem the waves.

But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them?

IVar. No, *tis impossible he should escape ;

For, though before his face I speak the words,

Your brother Richard mark’d him for the grave

:

And wheresoe’er he is, lie’s surely dead. 41

[Clifford groans ,
and dies.

Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her

heavy leave?

Rich. A deadly groan, like life and deaths

departing.
,

Edw. See who it is: and, now the battle s

ended,
If friend or foe, let him be gently used.

? .

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for tis

Clifford;
, , ,

Who not contented that he lopp d the branch

In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth,

But set his murdering knife unto the root

Fromwhence that tender spray did sweetly spring,

I mean our princely father, Duke of York. 51

War. From off the gates of York fetch down

the head,

Your father’s head, which Clifford placed there.

Instead whereof let this supply the room

:

Measure for measure must be answered.

Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our

house,
That nothing sung but death to us and ours :

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening

sound,
And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak.

War. I think his understanding is bereft. 60

Speak, Clifford, dost thou know who speaks to

thee ?

Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life,

And he nor sees nor hears us what we say.

Rich. O, would he did! and so perhaps he

doth

:

’Tis but his policy to counterfeit,

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts

Which in the time of death he gave our father.

Geo. If so thou think’st, vex him with eager

words.
Rich. Clifford, ask mercy and obtain no grace.

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence.

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults.

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy

faults.

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son

to York. ... . ,

Edw Thou pitied’st Rutland ;
I will pity thee.

Geo. Where’s Captain Margaret, to fence you

now?
War. They mock thee, Clifford: swear as

thou wast wont.

Rich. What, not an oath? nay, then the world

goes hard
When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath.

I know by that he’s dead ;
and, by my soul,

If this right hand would buy two hours’ life,

That I in all despite might rail at him,
# .

This hand should chop it off, and with the issuing

blood
Stifle the villain whose unstanched thirst

York and young Rutland could not satisfy.

War. Ay, but he ’s dead : off with the trai

head,
And rear it in the place your father’s stands.

And now to London with triumphant march.

There to be crowned England’s royal king:

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to Fr;

And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen

:

So shalt thou sinew both these lands togethf

And, having France thy friend, thou shall

dread
The scatter’d foe that hopes to rise again

;

For though they cannot greatly sting to hur

Yet look to have them buzz to offend thine ej

First will I see the coronation ;

And then to Brittany I’ll cross the sea,

To effedt this marriage, so it please my lord

Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwic!|

it be

;

For in thy shoulder do I build my seat,

And never will I undertake the thing

Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting

Richard, I will create thee Duke of Glouces

And George, of Clarence : Warwick, as our:

Shall do and undo as him pleaseth best.

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, G<

of Gloucester

;

For Gloucester’s dukedom is too ominous.

War. Tut, that’s a foolish observation:

Richard, be Duke of Gloucester. Now to L01

To see these honours in possession.
[E.

x

ACT III.

Scene I. A forest in the north ofEngh

Enter two Keepers, with cross-bows in

hands.

First Keep. Under this thick-grown

we’ll shroud ourselves ; .

For through this laund anon the deer will <

And in this covert will we make our stand,

Culling the principal of all the deer.

Sec. Keep. I’ll stay above the hill, sc

may shoot.
.

First Keep. That cannot be ;
the noise

cross-bow
Will scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost

Here stand we both, and aim we at the bes

And, for the time shall not seem tedious,

I ’ll tell thee what befel me on a day

In this self-place where now we mean to st

Sec. Keep. Here comes a man ; let’s st

he be past.

Enter King Henry, disguised
,
with a pi

book.

From Scotland am I stol’n, e'

80

K. Hen.
pure love,

To greet mine own land with my wishful si

No, Harry, Harry, ’tis no land of thine;

Thy place is fill’d, thy sceptre wrung from

Thy balm wash’d off wherewith thou wa

ointed

:

No bending knee will call thee Caesar now

No humble suitors press to speak for right,

No, not a man comes for redress of thee;
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>w can I help them, and not myself?
d Keep. Ay, here’s a deer whose skin’s a
:eeper’s fee

:

5 the quondam king; let’s seize upon him.
len. Let me embrace thee, sour adversity,
.se men say it is the wisest course.
Keep.. Why linger we ? let us lay hands
pon him.
t Keep. Forbear awhile; we’ll hear a
ttle more.
Jen. My queen and son are gone to France
jr aid

;

s I hear, the great commanding Warwick
ler gone, to crave the French king’s sister
e for Edward : if this news be true, 31
ueen and son, your labour is but lost;
arvvick is a subtle orator,
ewis a prince soon won with moving words.
; account then Margaret may win him

;

ds a woman to be pitied much :

jhs will make a battery in his breast ;

ars will pierce into a marble heart

;

;er will be mild whiles she doth mourn;
ero will be tainted with remorse, 40
r and see her plaints, her brinish tears.
: she’s come to beg, Warwick, to give

;

1 his left side, craving aid for Henry,
his right, asking a wife for Edward,
eps, and says her Henry is deposed

;

les, and says his Edward is install’d ;

he, poor wretch, for grief can speak no
ore;

Warwick tells his title, smooths the wrong,
;h arguments of mighty strength,
conclusion wins the king from her, 50
omise of his sister, and what else,
lgthen and support King Edward’s place.
;aret, thus ’twill be ; and thou, poor soul,
1 forsaken, as thou went’st forlorn !

<eep. Say, what art thou that talk’st of
igs and queens?
en. More than I seem, and less than I
s born to

:

it least, for less I should not be

;

n may talk of kings, and why not I ?
”eep. Ay, but thou talk’st as if thou wert
mg.

Why, so I am, in mind; and that’s
’ug

.
h

- „ 60
eep. But, if thou be a king, where is

' crown ?

n. My crown is in my heart, not on my

c’d with diamonds and Indian stones,
e seen : my crown is called content

;

it is that seldom kings enjoy.
eep. Well, if you be a king crown’d
h content,
wn content and you must be contented
3ng with us

; for, as we think,
he king King Edward hath deposed

;ns subjects sworn in all allegiance 70
‘ehend you as his enemy.

>ath^
Ut^ y°U never swear

> and break

eep. No, never such an oath; nor will
now.
*• Where did you dwell when I was .

g of England?

Sec. Keep. Here in this country, where we
now remain.

K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine months
old

;

My father and my grandfather were kings,
And you were sworn true subjects unto me

:

And tell me, then, have you not broke vour
oaths?

J

First Keep. No; gQ
For we were subjects but while you were king.
A. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe

a man?
Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear !

Look, as I blow this feather from my face,
And as the air blows it to me again,
Obeying with my wind when I do blow,
And yielding to another when it blows,

’

Commanded always by the greater gust;
Such is the lightness of you common men
But do not break your oaths

; for of that sin goMy mild entreaty shall not make you guilty ,Go where you will, the king shall be commanded;
And be you kings, command, and I’ll obey.
First Keep. We are true subjects to the king

King Edward.
Hen. So would you be again to Henry,

if he were seated as King Edward is.

First Keep We charge you, in God’s name,
and the king’s,

To go with us unto the officers.
K. Hen. In God’s name, lead; your king’s

name be obey’d

;

And what God will, that let j^our king perform •

And what he will, I humbly yield unto. 101

[Exeunt

.

Scene II. London. The palace.

Enter King Edward, Gloucester, Clarence,
and Lady Grey.

K• Edw. Brother of Gloucester, at Saint
Alban’s field

This lady’s husband, Sir Richard Grey, was slain.
His lands then seized on by the conqueror;
Her suit is now to repossess those lands;
Which we in justice cannot well deny,
Because in quarrel of the house of York
The worthy gentleman did lose his life.

Glou. Your highness shall do well to grant
her suit;

It were dishonour to deny it her.
K. Edw. It were no less; but yet I’ll make

a pause.
_ 1Q

Glou. [Aside to Clar. ] Yea, is it so?
I see the lady hath a thing to grant,
Before the king will grant her humble suit.

Clar. [Aside to Glou.] He knows the game;
how true he keeps the wind !

Glou. [Aside to Clar.] Silence!
H.Edw. Widow, we will consider ofyour suit

;

And come some other time to know our mind.
L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook

delay:
May it please your highness to resolve me now

;And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 20
Glou. [Aside to Clar.] Ay, widow? then I’ll

warrant you all your lands,
An if what pleases him shall pleasure you.
tight closer, or, good faith, you’ll catch a blow.
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Clar. [Aside to Glou.] I fear her not, unless

she chance to fall. r

Clou. [Aside to Clar.] God forbid that, for

he’ll take vantages.

K. Edit). How many children hast tnou,

widow? tell me. . .

Clar. [Aside to Glou.] I think he means to

beg a child of her.
,

Clou. [Aside to Clar.] Nay, whip me then.

he’ll rather give her two.

L Grey. Three, my most gracious lord.

Glou. XAside to Clar.] You shall have four, if

you’ll be ruled by him. -
3°

’’’ Z7 u/prp "Til tV th

I fear me, in

you'll De ruieu uy um .

K. Edw. ’Twere pity they should lose their

father’s lands.
, ,

, .

L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it

K^Edw. Lords, give us leave: I’ll try this

widow’s wit. *

Glou. [Aside to Clar.] Ay, good leave have

you ;
for you will have leave,

Till ybuth take leave and leave you to the crutch.
y

[Glou. and Clar. retire.

K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love

your children? ir

L. Grey. Ay, full as dearly as I love myself.

K. Edw. And would you not do much to do

L. ^Grey.° To do them good, I would sustain

some harm. . , .

IC. Edw. Then get your husband s lands, to

do them good. .
4°

L. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty.

K. Edw. I’ll tell you how these lands are to

L. ^Grey. So shall you bind me to your high-

ness’ service.
. T

K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me, it l

give them? .

L. Grey. What you command, that rests in

me to do.

IC. Edw. But you will take exceptions to my

L. ^Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot

K. *Edw. Ay, but thou canst do what I mean

L. Grey. Why, then I will do what your

grace commands. , ,

Glou. [Aside to Clar. ] He plies her hard.

and much rain wears the marble. 5°

Clar. [Aside to Glou.] As red as fire! nay,

then her wax must melt.

L . Grey. Why stops my lord ? shall I not hear

K™Edw. An easy task; ’tis but to love

L. Grey*. That’s soon perform’d, because I

am a subje6t. , T
K. Edw. Why, then, thy husband s lands 1

freely give thee. ,

L. Grey. I take my leave with many thousand

Glou^Aside to Clar.] The match is made;

she seals it with a curtsy.
f1

K. Edw. But stay thee, tis the fruits of lo\e

L. Grey
*n
The fruits of love I mean, my loving

liege.

IC. Edw. Ay, but

sense. I

What love, think’st thou, I sue so much tcp|

L. Grey. My love till death, my 1^

thanks, my prayers;
.

That love which virtue begs and virtue grji

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did noitf

such love.

L. Grey. Why, then you mean nofl

thought you did.

K. Edw. But now you partly may ps

my mind.

L. Grey. My mind will never grant
|

perceive
. .

Your highness aims at, if I aim aright.
>

I

K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim>

with thee.
,

t

L. Grey. To tell you plain, I had ra|

in prison. [.

IC. Edw. Why, then thou shalt not hfc

husband’s lands.
_

L. Grey. Why, then mine honesty :l

my dower;
For by that loss I will not purchase them!

K. Edw. Therein thou wrong’ st thy <1

mightily.
. ,

L. Grey. Herein your highness wronl

them and me.
. . ,.i

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination I

Accords not with the sadness of iny^smt:!

Please you dismiss me, either with ay (I

IC. Edw. Ay, if thou wilt say ay 8

request; , I

No, if thou dost say no’ to my demand.

I

L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My s|

an end. ..

Glou. [Aside to Clar.] The widow li

not, she knits her brows.
#

Clar. [Aside to Glou.] He is the

wooer in Christendom.

K. Edw. [Aside] Her looks do ai

replete with modesty

;

Her words do show her wit incomparabl

All her perfe&ions challenge sovereignty

One way or other, she is for a king

;

And she shall be my love, or else my qu

Say that King Edward take thee for his

L. Grey. ’Tis better said than n

gracious lord:

I am a subjeft fit to jest withal,

But far unfit to be a sovereign.

IC. Edw. Sweet widow, by my state

to thee .
. J

I speak no more than what my soul mtd

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. I

L. Grey. And that is more than i

unto

:

I know I am too mean to be your queen

And yet too good to be your concubine.

K. Edw. You cavil, widow: I d

my queen.

L. Grey. ’Twill grieve your grace

should call you father.

K. Edw. No more than when my <

call thee mother.

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some
1 nou art a Wiuuw, cliikj.

; ,

And, by God’s mother, I, being but a t

Have other some : why, ’tis a happy tn

To be the father unto many sons.
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r no more, for thou shalt be my queen.

t. [Aside to Clar.] The ghostly father

ow hath done his shrift.

[Aside to Glou.] When he was made a

I

hriver, ’twas for shift.

Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we
wo have had.

it. The widow likes it not, for she looks

ery sad. no
: Edw. You ’Id think it strange if I should
: larry her.

To whom, my lord?

Idw. Why, Clarence, to myself.
That would be ten days’ wonder at the

:ast.

r. That’s a day longer than a wonder
ists.

By so much is the wonder in extremes.
idw. Well, jest on, brothers: I can tell

ou both

lit is granted for her husband’s lands.

Enter a Nobleman.

My gracious lord, Henry your foe is

iken,

-ought your prisoner to your palace gate.

Idw. See that he be convey’d unto the
'ower : 120
) we, brothers, to the man that took him,
istion of his apprehension.
go you along. Lords, use her honour-

bly. [Exeunt all but Gloucester.
. Ay, Edward will use women honour-
bly.

he were wasted, marrow, bones and all,

•om his loins no hopeful branch may spring,

me from the golden time I look for

!

:t, between my soul’s desire and me

—

stful Edward’s title bui'ied— 129
ence, Henry, and his son young Edward,
l the unlook’d for issue of their bodies,
e their rooms, ere I can place myself

:

premeditation for my purpose !

hen, I do but dream on sovereignty

;

xe that stands upon a promontory,
ies a far-off shore where he would tread,

g his foot were equal with his eye,
ides the sea that sunders him from thence,

,
he’ll lade it dry to have his way :

wish the crown, being so far off ; 140
I chide the means that keeps me from it

;

I say, I ’ll cut the causes off,

ing me with impossibilities.

e’s too quick, my heart o’erweens too
uch,

my hand and strength could equal them,
ay there is no kingdom then for Richard

;

ther pleasure can the world afford?
:e my heaven in a lady’s lap,

ck my body in gay ornaments,
itch sweet ladies with my words and
:>ks. 150
-able thought ! and more unlikely
) accomplish twenty golden crowns !

)ve forswore me in my mother’s womb

:

r I should not deal in her soft laws,
corrupt frail nature with some bribe,
nk mine arm up like a wither’d shrub

;

e an envious mountain on my back,

Where sits deformity to mock my body ;

To shape my legs of an unequal size;

To disproportion me in every part, 160
Like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear-whelp
That carries no impression like the dam.
And am I then a man to be beloved ?

0 monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought

!

Then, since this earth affords no joy to me,
But to command, to check, to o’erbear such
As are of better person than myself,
I’ll make my heaven to dream upon the crown,
And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell,

Until my mis-shaped trunk that bears this head
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 171
And yet I know not how to get the crown,
For many lives stand between me and home :

And I,—like one lost in a thorny wood,
That rends the thorns and is rent with the

thorns,

Seeking a way and straying from the way;
Not knowing how to find the open air,

But toiling desperately to find it out,

—

Torment myself to catch the English crown

:

And from that torment I will free myself, 180
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe.
Why, I can smile, and murder whiles I smile,
And cry ‘Content’ to that which grieves my

heart,

And wet my cheeks with artificial tears.

And frame my face to all occasions.
1 ’ll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall ;

I’ll slay more gazers than the basilisk;
I ’ll play the orator as well as Nestor,
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could.
And, like a Sinon, take'another Troy. 190
I can add colours to the chameleon,
Change shapes with Proteus for advantages,
And set the murderous Machiavel to school.
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown?
Tut, were it farther off, I’ll pluck it down.

[Exit.

Scene III. France. The King’s palace.

Flourish. Enter Lewis the French King
,
his

sister Bona, his Admiral
,
called Bourbon:

Prince Edward, Queen Margaret, and
the Earl of Oxford. Lewis sits, a?id riseth
uj> again.

K. Lew. Fair Queen of England, worthy Mar-
garet,

Sit down with us : it ill befits thy state

And birth, that thou shouldst stand while Lewis
doth sit.

Q. Mar. No, mighty King of France: now
Margaret

Must strike her sail and learn awhile to serve
Where kings command. I was, I must confess.
Great Albion’s queen in former golden days

:

But now mischance hath trod my title down.
And with dishonour laid me on the ground

;

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 10
And to my humble seat conform myself.
K. Lew. Why, say, fair queen, whence

springs this deep despair?
Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes

with tears

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d
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IC. Lew. Whate’er it be, be thou still like

thyself,

And sit thee by our side :
[Seats her by himJ

yield not thy neck
To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind

Still ride in triumph over all mischance.

Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief;

It shall be eased, if France can yield relief. 20

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my
drooping thoughts

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak.

Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lewis,

That Henry, sole possessor of my love,

Is of a king become a banish’d man,

And forced to live in Scotland a forlorn

;

While proud ambitious Edward Duke of \ ork

Usurps the regal title and the seat

Of England’s true-anointed lawful king.

This is the cause that I, poor Margaret, 30

With this my son, Prince Edward, Henry s heir,

Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid;

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done

:

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help;

Our people and our peers are. both misled,

Our treasure seized, our soldiers put to flight,

And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight.

K. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience

calm the storm,
.

While we bethink a means to break it off.

Q. Mar. The more we stay, the stronger

grows our foe. 4°

K. Lew. The more I stay, the more I 11 suc-

cour thee.

Q. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true

Springs not from Edward’s well-meant 1

love,

But from deceit bred by necessity

;

For how can tyrants safely govern home!
Unless abroad they purchase great alliance

To prove him tyrant this reason may suffici

That Henry liveth still ; but were he dead,

Yet here Prince Edward stands, King H

sorrow.

And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow

.

Enter Warwick.

K. Lew. What’s he approacheth boldly to

our presence?

Q. Mar. Our Earl of Warwick, Edwards
greatest friend.

K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick! What
brings thee to France?

[He descends. She ariseth.

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to

rise

;

For this is he that moves both wind and tide.
.

War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion,

My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 50

I come, in kindness and unfeigned love,

First, to do greetings to thy royal person;

And then to crave a league of amity

;

And lastly, to confirm that amity

With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant

That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister,

To England’s king in lawful marriage.

Q. Mar. [Aside] If that go forward, Henry s

hope is done.

War. [To Bona] And, gracious madam, in

our king’s behalf,

I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 60

Humbly to kiss your hand and with my tongue

To tell the passion of my sovereign’s heart

;

Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears,

Hath placed thy beauty’s image and thy virtue.

Q. Mar. King Lewis and Lady Bona, hear

me speak,
# .

Before you answer Warwick. His demand

Look, therefore, Lewis, that by this leagu

marriage
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonou

For though usurpers sway the rule awhile,

Yet heavens are just, and time suppn

wrongs.
War. Injurious Margaret

!

Prince. And why not q
War. Because thy father Henry did us

And thou no more art prince than she is qtie

Ox/. Then Warwick disannuls great J
Gaunt,

Which did subdue the greatest part of Spai

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Four

Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ;

And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fif

Who by his prowess conquered all France

From these our Henry lineally descends.

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this s

discourse,

You told not how Henry the Sixth hath lo

All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten

Methinks these peers of France should sr

that.

But for the rest, you tell a pedigree

Of threescore and two years ; a silly time

To make prescription for a kingdom’s wort

Ox/. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak '

thy liege,

Whom thou obeyed’st thirty and six years,

And not bewray thy treason with a blush?

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fen

right,

Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree?

For shame ! leave Henry, and call Edwarc

Ox/ Call him my king by whose in;

doom
My elder brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere,

Was done to death? and more than so, my
Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years

When nature brought him to the door of d«

No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this:

This arm upholds the house of Lancaster.

War. And I the house of York.

K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince E<

and Oxford,
Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside,

While I use further conference with Waru
[ They stand

Q. Mar. Heavens grant that Warwick’s

bewitch him not

!

K. Lew. Now, Warwick, tell me, evei

thy conscience,

Is Edward your true king? for I were loat

To link with him that were not lawful cho;

War. Thereon I pawn my credit an<

honour.
K. Lew. But is he gracious in the p

eye ?

War. The more that Henry was unfor
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Lew. Then further, all dissembling set

aside,

.Tie for truth the measure of his love 120
our sister Bona.
%r. Such it seems
ay beseem a monarch like himself.
:lf have often heard him say and swear
this his love was an eternal plant,
eof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground,
leaves and fruit maintain’d with beauty’s
sun,

ipt from envy, but not from disdain,
;s the Lady Bona quit his pain.

Lezv. Now, sister, let us hear your firm
resolve.

ia. Your grant, or your denial, shall be
mine:

^
X30

Var.] Yet I confess that often ere this day,
1 I have heard your king’s desert recounted,
ear hath tempted judgment to desire.
Lew. Then, Warwick, thus: our sister
shall be Edward’s;
low forthwith shall articles be drawn
ling the jointure that your king must make,
1 with her dowry shall be counterpoised,
near, Queen Margaret, and be a witness
Bona shall be wife to the English king.
nee. To Edward, but not to the English
<ing.

.
140

Mar. Deceitful Warwick ! it was thy de-
uce
is alliance to make void my suit

:

: thy coming Lewis was Henry’s friend.
Lew. And still is friend to him and Mar-
garet:

your title to the crown be weak,
y appear by Edward’s good success,
’tis but reason that I be released
giving aid which late I promised.
all you have all kindness at my hand
rour estate requires and mine can yield. 150
k Henry now lives in Scotland at his
ase,

: having nothing, nothing can he lose.
5 for you yourself, our quondam queen,
ive a father able to maintain you

;

-tter ’twere you troubled him than France.
lar. Peace, impudent and shameless War-
rick, peace,
setter up and puller down of kings !

lot hence, till, with my talk and tears,
ill of truth, 1 make King Lewis behold
r conveyance and thy lord’s false love ; 160
th of you are birds of selfsame feather.

[Post blows a horn within,
ew. Warwick, this is some post to us or
lee.

Enter a Post.

[To lVar.~\ My lord ambassador, these
tters are for you,
am your brother, Marquess Montague

:

'wis] These from our king unto your
ajesty:

argaret] And, madam, these for you

;

om whom I know not.

.
f They all read their letters.

I like it well that our fair queen and
istress

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his.
Prince. Nay, mark how Lewis stamps, as he

were nettled

:

I hope all ’s for the best. 170
K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news? and

yours, fair queen?
Q. Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with

unhoped joys.
IVar. Mine, full ofsorrow and heart’s discon-

tent.

K. Lezv. What! has your king married the
Lady Grey ?

•

And now, to soothe your forgery and his,
Sends me a paper to persuade me patience?
Is this the alliance that he seeks with France?
Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ?

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before :

This proveth Edward’s love and Warwick’s
honesty. l8o

IVar. King Lewis, I here protest, in sight of
heaven,

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss,
That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward’s,
No more my king, for he dishonours me,
But most himself, if he could see his shame.
Did I forget that by the house of York
My father came untimely to his death?
Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece?
Did I impale him with the regal crown?
Did I put Henry from his native right? igo
And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame ?

Shame on himself! for my desert is honour:
And to repair my honour lost for him,
I here renounce him and return to Henry.
My noble queen, let former grudges pass,
And henceforth I am thy true servitor

:

I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona
And replant Henry in his former state.

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn’d
my hate to love ;

And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 200
And joy that thou becomest King Henry’s friend.
IVar. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned

friend,

That, if King Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us
With some few bands of chosen soldiers,
I ’ll undertake to land them on our coast
And force the tyrant from his seat by war.
’Tis not his new-made bride shall succour him :

And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me,
He’s very likely now to fall from him, 209
For matching more for wanton lust than honour, 4

Or than for strength and safety of our country.
Bona. Dear brother, how shall Bona be re-

venged
But by thy help to this distressed queen ?

Q. Mar. Renowned prince, how shall poor
Henry live,

Unless thou rescue him from foul despair?
Bona. My quarrel and this English queen’s

are one.War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins with
yours.

K. Lew. And mine with hers, and thine, and
Margaret’s.

Therefore at last I firmly am resolved
You shall have aid. 220

Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all
at once.
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K. Lew. Then, England’s messenger, return

And tdUafse Edward, thy supposed king,

That Lewis of France is sending over masquers

To revel it with him and his new bride :

Thou seest what’s past, go fear thy king withal.

Bona. Tell him, in hope he ’ll prove a widower

shortly,
t . ,

I’ll wear the willow garland for his sake.

Q. Mar. Tell him, my mourning weeds are

laid aside,

And I am ready to put armour on. 230

War. Tell him from me that he hath done

Som. My lords, forbear this talk ; here c

the king.
.

Glou. And his well-chosen bride.

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what I t'

Flourish. Enter King Edward, after

Lady Grey, as Queen

;

Pembroke, £

ford, Hastings, and others.

me wrong, . , , _
And therefore I’ll uncrown him ere t be long

There ’s thy reward : be gone LMz

f
^

K Lew But, Warwick,

Thou and Oxford, with five thousand men,
_

Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle.

And, as occasion serves, this noble queen

And prince shall follow with a fresh supply-

Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt,

What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty l 239

War. This shall assure my constant loyalty,

That if our queen and this young prince agree,

l ’ll join mine eldest daughter and my joy

To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands.

Q. Mar. Yes, I agree, and thank you for your

motion. .

Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous,

Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick,

And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be thine.

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for she well de-

serves it; , ,

And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 250

[He gives his hand to Warzuick.

K. Lew. Why stay we now ? These soldiers

shall be levied,
, . ,

And thou, Lord Bourbon, our high admiral,

Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet.

|

I long till Edward fall by war’s miscnance,

For mocking marriage with a dame of h ranee.

[Exeunt all but Warzvick.

War. I came from Edward as ambassador,

But I return his sworn and mortal foe :

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me,

But dreadful war shall answer his demand.

Had he none else to make a stale but me . 2O0

Then none but I shall turn his jest to sorrow.

I was the chief that raised him to the crown,

And I ’ll be chief to bring him down again

:

Not that I pity Henry’s misery,
^

But seek revenge on Edward s mockery. LJzxiz.

ACT IV.

Scene I. London. The palace.

Enter Gloucester, Clarence, Somerset,

and Montague.

Glou. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what

think you
. , . T j n 0

Of this new marriage with the Lady Grey

.

Hath not our brother made a worthy choice

.

Clar. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to

How could he stay till Warwick made return?

K. Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, hov

you our choice,

That you stand pensive, as half malcontent?

Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the

of Warwick,
Which are so weak of courage and in judgei

That they’ll take no offence at our abuse.

K. Edw. Suppose they take offence w

They are but Lewis and Warwick : I am Ed'

Your king and Warwick’s, and must hav

will.

Glou. And shall have your will, becaus

Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well.

K. Edw. Yea, brother Richard, are
;

fended too?

Glou. Not I

:

No, God forbid that I should wish them s_

Whom God hath join’d together; ay, and :

pity

To sunder them that yoke so well together.

K. Edw. Setting your scorns and your n

aside,

Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey

Should not become my wife and England’s

And you too, Somerset and Montague,

Speak freely what you think.

Clar. Then this is mine opinion: that

Lewis
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him

About the marriage of the Lady Bona.

Glou. And Warwick, doing what you g

charge,

Is now dishonoured by this new marriage.

K. Edw. What if both Lewis and W;

be appeased
By such invention as I can devise?

Mont. Yet, to have join’d with France

alliance

Would more have strengthen’d this our coj

wealth
’Gainst foreign storms than any home-bre

Triage- , I
Hast. Why, knows not Montague that c

England is safe, If true within itself?

Mont. But the safer when ’tis back*

France.
Hast. ’Tis better using France than ti

Franee

:

Let us be back’d with God and with the se

Which He hath given for fence impregnab

And with their helps only defend ourselve;

In them and in ourselves our safety lies.

_

Clar. For this one speech Lord Hastin

To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford.

K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was r

and grant
; # . ,

And for this once my will shall stand tor la
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lott. And yet methinks your grace hath not
done well,

'ive the heir and daughter of Lord Scales
) the brother of your loving bride ;

better would have fitted me or Clarence:
in your bride you bury brotherhood.
'ar. Or else you would not have bestow’d
the heir

le Lord Bonville on your new wife’s son,

.
leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere.
Edw. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife

; thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 60
ar. In choosing for yourself, you show’d
your judgement,
;h being shallow, you shall give me leave
lay the broker in mine own behalf

;

to that end I shortly mind to leave you.
Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will

be king,

not be tied unto his brother’s will.

Eliz. My lords, before it pleased his majesty
aise my state to title of a queen,
ae but right, and you must all confess
I was not ignoble of descent

; 70
meaner than myself have had like fortune,
is this title honours me and mine,
>ur dislike, to whom I would be pleasing,
cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow.
Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their
frowns

:

t danger or what sorrow can befall thee,
ng as Edward is thy constant friend,
their true sovereign, whom they must obey?
whom they shall obey, and love thee too,

ss they seek for hatred at my hands
; 80

h if they do, yet will I keep thee safe,
:hey shall feel the vengeance of my wrath.
'»• I hear, yet say not much, but think the
more.

\A side.

Enter a Post.

Edw. Now, messenger, what letters or
what news
France?
t. My sovereign liege, no letters

; and few
words,

uch as I, without your special pardon,
not relate.

Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore,
;n brief,

ne their words as near as thou canst guess
hem. ^3
answer makes King Lewis unto our letters?
t. At my depart, these were his very words

:

dl' false Edward, thy supposed king,
Lewis of France is sending over masquers
-^el it with him and his new bride.’
Edw. Is Lewis so brave? belike he thinks
ne Henry.
hat said Lady Bona to my marriage ?

'

t

•These were her words, utter’d with mild
lisdain

:

fim, in hope he’ll prove a widower shortly,
:ar the willow garland for his sake.’ too
Edw. I blame not her, she could say little
2ss;

d the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen ?

have heard that she was there in place.

Post. ‘Tell him,’ quoth she, ‘ my mourning
weeds are done,

And I am ready to put armour on.’
K.Edzv. Belike she minds to play the Amazon.

But what said Warwick to these injuries?
Post. He, more incensed against your majesty

Than all the rest, discharged me with these words

:

‘ Tell him from me that he hath done me wrong,
And therefore I’ll uncrown him ere’t be long.’
K. Edzv. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out

so proud words?
Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d

:

They shall, have wars and pay for their pre-
sumption.

But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret?
Post. Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so

link’d in friendship,
That young Prince Edward marries Warwick’s

daughter.
Clar. Belike the elder; Clarence will have the

younger.
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, 119
For I will hence to Warwick’s other daughter;
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage
I may not prove inferior to yourself.
You that love me and Warwick, follow me.

{.Exit Clarence
,
and Somerset follows.

Glou. fAside] Not I

;

My thoughts aim at a further matter: I
Stay not for the love of Edward, but the crown.
K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone

to Warwick

!

Yet am I arm’d against the worst can happen;
And haste is needful in this desperate case.
Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf 130
Go levy men, and make prepare for war ;

They are already, or quickly will be landed

:

Myself in person will straight follow you.
{Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford.

But, ere I go, Hastings and Montague,
Resolve my doubt. You twain, of all the rest,
Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance:
Tell me if you love Warwick more than me ?

If it be so, then both depart to him;
I rather wish you foes than hollow friends :

But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 140
Give me assurance with some friendly vow.
That I may never have you in suspedt.
Mont. So. God help Montague as he proves

true !

IIast. And Hastings as he favours Edward’s
cause

!

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand
by us?

Glou. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand
you.

K. Edw. Why, so! then am I sure of vidtory.
Now therefore let us hence

; and lose no hour,
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power.

{Exeunt.

Scene II. A folain in Warwickshire.

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French
soldiers.

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes
well

;

The common people by numbers swarm to us.

35
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Enter Clarence and Somerset.

But see where Somerset and Clarence comes

!

Speak suddenly, my lords, are we all friends?

Clar. Fear not that, my lord.

War. Then, gentle Clarence, welcome unto

Warwick; ' ,.

And welcome, Somerset : I hold it cowardice

To rest mistrustful where a noble heart

Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love

;

Else might I think that Clarence, Edward s bro-

ther, ,. .

10

Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings.

But welcome, sweet Clarence ;
my daughter shall

be thine.

And now what rests but, in night s coverture,

Thy brother being carelessly encamp d.

His soldiers lurking in the towns about,

And but attended by a simple guard,

We may surprise and take him at our pleasure

.

Our scouts have found the adventure very easy

:

That as Ulysses and stout Diomede J9

With sleight and manhood stole to. Rhesus tents,

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds,

So we, well cover’d with the night s black mantle,

At unawares may beat down Edward s guard

And seize himself; I say not, slaughter him,

For I intend but only to surprise him.

You that will follow me to this attempt,

Applaud the name of Henry with your leader.

[ They all cry, ‘ Henry

!

Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort

:

For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint

George! [Exeunt.

Second Watch. Ay, wherefore else guar

his royal tent,

But to defend his person from night-foes?

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, So
p

set, and French soldiers, silent all. 14

War. This is his tent; and see where

his guard.

Courage, my masters ! honour now or never ' 1

But follow me, and Edward shall be ours. I

First Watch. Who goes there?

Second Watch. Stay, or thou diest

!

tu rr

lWarwick and the rest cry all,

wick ! Warwick !’ and set upon
’

fi
Pork
1! a

Scene III. Ediuard's camp, near Warwick.

Enter three Watchmen, to guard the King’s

tent

.

First Watch. Come on, my masters, each man

take his stand

:

The king by this is set him down to sleep.

Second Watch. What, will he not to bed?

First Watch. Why, no ; for he hath made a

solemn vow
Never to lie and take his natural rest

Till Warwick or himself be quite suppress d.

Second Watch. To-morrow then belike shall

be the day,

If Warwick be so near as men report.

Third Watch. But say, I pray, what noble-

man is that ...
That with the king here resteth in his tent . 10

First Watch. ’Tis the Lord Hastings, the

king’s chiefest friend.

Third Watch. O, is it so? But why commands

the king ,.

That his chief followers lodge in towns about him,

While he himself keeps in the cold field?

Second Watch. ’Tis the more honour, because

more dangerous.

Third Watch. Ay, but give me worship and

quietness

;

I like it better than a dangerous honour.

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands,

Tis to be doubted he would waken him.

First Watch. Unless our halberds did shut

up his passage.

Guard, whofly, crying,
1 Arm

.

Warwick and the restfollowing^

The drum playing and trumpet soundinM

enter Warwick, Somerset, and the I

bringing the King out in his gown, sittiM

a chair. Richard and Hastingsfly oveI

stage.

Som. What are they that fly there? I

War. Richard and Hastings: let theni|

here is

The duke. _ . . u

K. Edw. The duke ! Why, Warwick, li

we parted,

Thou call’ dst me king. I

War. Ay, but the case is al a

When you disgraced me in my embassade, I

Then I degraded you from being king,

And come now to create you Duke of York.j

Alas ! how should you govern any kingdom:

That know not how to use ambassadors, I

Nor how to be contented with one wife,
j

Nor how to use your brothers brotherly,

Nor how to study for the people’s welfare, 1

Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies? I

K. Edw. Yea, brother of Clarence, artl

here too? i

Nay, then I see that Edward needs must do

Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance,
j

Of thee thyself and all thy complices, I

Edward will always bear himself as king

Though fortune’s malice overthrow my stat

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel

War. Then, for his mind, be Edward Eng

king :
[Takes off his c

But Henry now shall wear the English cro'

And be true king indeed, thou but the shade

My Lord of Somerset, at my request,

See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey

Unto my brother, Archbishop of York.

When I have fought with Pembroke ar

fellows,

I’ll follow you, and tell what answer

Lewis and the Lady Bona send to him.

Now, for a while farewell, good Duke of Y>

[They lead him outjoi

K. Edw. What fates impose, that men

needs abide; • 1

It boots not to resist both wind and tide.

[Exit, giu

Oxf. What now remains, my lords,

to do ... ,

But march to London with our soldiers.

War. Ay, that’s the first thing that we

to do

;
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ree king Henry from imprisonment
see him seated in the regal throne. [.Exeunt

.

Scene IV. London . The palace.

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers.

•v. Madam, what makes you in this sudden
change ?

Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to
learn

t late misfortune is befall’n King Edward?
v. What! loss ofsome pitch’d battle against
Warwick ?

Eliz

.

No, but the loss of his own royal
person.

v. Then is my sovereign slain ?

Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken
prisoner,

:r betray’d by falsehood of his guard
/ his foe surprised at unawares

:

as I further have to understand,
w committed to the Bishop of York,
Warwick's brother and by that our foe.
v. These news I must confess are full of
grief

;

gracious madam, bear it as you may

:

rick may lose, that now hath won the day.
Eliz. Till then fair hope must hinder life’s
decay.

. the rather wean me from despair
>ve of Edward’s offspring in my womb

:

s it that makes me bridle passion
ear with mildness my misfortune’s cross

;
20

y, for this I draw in many a tear
top the rising of blood-sucking sighs,
vith my sighs or tears I blast or drown
Edward’s fruit, true heir to the English
:rown.

But, madam, where is Warwick then
>ecome ?

Iliz. I am inform’d that he comes towards
^ondon,
the crown once more on Henry’s head :

thou the rest; King Edward’s friends
aust down,
) prevent the tyrant’s violence,

—

1st not him that hath once broken faith,— 30
nee forthwith unto the sandtuarv,
e at least the heir of Edward’s right

:

shall I rest secure from force and fraud,
therefore, let us fly while we may fly

:

•wick take us we are sure to die. [Exeunt.

V. A park near Middleham Castle in
Yorkshire.

Gloucester, Lord Hastings, and Sir
William Stanley.

. Now, my Lord Hastings and Sir Wil-
am Stanley,
off to wonder why I drew you hither,
is chiefest thicket of the park.
tands the case

: you know our king, my
:other,

mer to the bishop here, at whose hands
h good usage and great liberty,

but attended with weak guard,
hunting thisway to disport himself,
advertised him by secret means

That if about this hour he make this way
Under the colour of his usual game,
He shall here find his friends with horse and men
To set him free from his captivity.

EnterKingEdward anda Huntsman with him.

Hunt. This way, my lord; for this way lies
the game.

K. Edw. Nay, this way, man: see where the
huntsmen stand.

Now, brother of Gloucester, Lord Hastings, and
the rest,

Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop’s deer?
Glou. Brother, the time and case requireth

haste

:

Your horse stands ready at the park-corner.
K. Edw. But whither shall we then ?

Hast. To Lynn, my lord, 20
And ship from thence to Flanders.

Glou. Well guess’d, believe me; for that was
my meaning.

K. Edw. Stanley, I will requite thy forward-
ness.

Glou. But wherefore stay we? ’tis no time to
talk.

K. Edw. Huntsman, what say’st thou? wilt
thou go along?Htint. Better do so than tarry and be hang’d.

Glou. Come then, away ; let’s ha’ no more ado.
K. Edw. Bishop, farewell: shield thee from

Warwick’s frown

;

And pray that I may repossess the crown.

[Exeunt

.

Scene VI. London. The Tower.

Flourish. Ejiter King Henry, Clarence,
Warwick, Somerset, youn% Richmond,
Oxford, Montague, and Lieutenant of the
Tower.

K. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God
and friends

Have shaken Edward from the regal seat.
And turn’d my captive state to liberty,
My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys,
At our enlargement what are thy due fees ?

Lieti. Subjects may challenge nothing of
their sovereigns

;

But if an humble prayer may prevail,
I then crave pardon of your majesty.
K. Hen. For what, lieutenant? for well usin°-

me?
gNay, be thou sure I’ll well requite thy kindness,

For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure
;

Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds
Conceive when after many moody thoughts
At last by notes of household harmony
They quite forget their loss of liberty.
But, Warwick, after God, thou set’st me free,
And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee ;’

He was the author, thou the instrument.
7 herefore, that I may conquer fortune’s spite
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me, 20
And that the people of this blessed land
May not be punish’d with my thwarting stars,
Warwick, although my head still wear the crown,
1 here resign my government to thee,
For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.

35
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War. Your grace hath still been famed for

virtuous

;

And now may seem as wise as virtuous,

By spying and avoiding fortune s malice,

For few men rightly temper with the stars :

Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace, 30

For choosing me when Clarence is in place.

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the

sway,
, .

To whom the heavens in thy nativity

Adjudged an olive branch and laurel crown,

As likely to be blest in peace and war ;

And therefore I yield thee my free consent.

War. And I choose Clarence only for protestor.

K. Hen. Warwick and Clarence, give me

both your hands

:

Now join your hands, and with your hands your

hearts,

That no dissension hinder government : 4°

I make you both protedlors of this land,

While I myself will lead a private life

And in devotion spend my latter days,

To sin’s rebuke and my Creator s praise.
.

War. What answers Clarence to his sove-

reign’s will?

Clar. That he consents, if Warwick yield

consent;

For on thy fortune I repose myself.

War. Why, then, though loath, yet must i

be content
: ,

We’ll yoke together, like a double shadow

To Henry’s body, and supply his place ; 5°

I mean, in bearing weight of government,

While he enjoys the honour and his ease.

And Clarence, now then it is more than needtul

Forthwith that Edward be pronounced a traitor,

And all his lands and goods be confiscate.

Clar. What else? and that succession be de-

termined. _ „
War. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want

his part. .
. r

K. Hen. But, with the first of all your chief

affairs,

Let me entreat, for T command no more, 59

That Margaret your queen and my son Edward

Be sent for, to return from Franee with speed

,

For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear

My joy of liberty is half eclipsed.
#

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all

K.
S

flen.' My Lord of Somerset, what youth

is that,

Of whom you seem to have so tender care .

Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of

Richmond. „ . „ , rr
IC. Hen. Come hither, England s hope. {Lays

his hand on his head] If secret powers

Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts,

This oretty lad will prove our country s bliss. 70

His looks are full of peaceful majesty,

His head by nature framed to wear a crown.

His hand to wield a sceptre, and himself

Likely in time to bless a regal throne.
_

Make much of him, my lords, for this is he

Must help you more than you are hurt by me.

Post. That Edward is escaped from

brother,

And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 1
War. Unsavoury news! but how mac

escape?
,
_ .

Post. He was convey’d by Richard Du
Gloucester

, , .

And the Lord Hastings, who attended him

In secret ambush on the forest side ,

And from the bishop’s huntsmen rescued hul

For hunting was his daily exercise. f

War. My brother was too careless <

charge.
. .,

But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide

A salve for any sore that may betide. „

{Exeunt all but Somerset,
Richiv

and Can

Som. My lord, I like not of this flig

Edward’s;
. .

For doubtless Burgundy will yield him he
1

And we shall have more wars before t be 1<Ana we snau nctvt mu*'-

As Henry’s late presaging prophecy

Did glad my heart with hope of this young I

mond, .
i

So doth my heart misgive me, in these con

What may befall him, to his harm and ours

Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the wo

Forthwith we’ll send him hence to Brittan

Till storms be past of civil enmity.

Oxf. Ay, for if Edward repossess the ci

’Tis like that Richmond with the rest, shall

Som. It shall be so; he shall to Brittany

Come, therefore, let’s about it speedily. \h.

Scene VII. Before York.

Flourish. Enter King Edward, Glouci

Hastings, and Soldiers.

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard,
*

Hastings, and the rest,

Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends,

A nd says that once more I shall interchan.!

My waned state for Henry’s regal crown.

Well have we pass’d and now repass d the

And brought desired help from Burgundy

What then remains, we being thus arrived

From Ravenspurghhaven before the gates ol

But that we enter, as into our dukedom 1

Glou. The gates made fast! Brother,

not this
; . . , , ,

For many men that stumble at the thresho

Are well foretold that danger lurks within.

K. Edw. Tush, man, abodements mi

now affright us

:

By fair or foul means we must enter in,

For hither will our friends repair to us.

Hast. My liege, I’ll knock once m

summon them.

Enter a Post.

War. What news, my friend ?

Enter
,
on the walls, the Mayor of York

his Brethren.

May. My lords, we were forewarned c|

coming, .

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves,

For now we owe allegiance unto Heiurv.

K. Edw. But, master mayor, if De

your king, _ , ,

Yet Edward at the least is Duke of York.



ay. True, my good lord ; I know you for no
less.

Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but
my dukedom,
;ing well content with that alone.
vi. [A side] But when the fox hath once got
in his nose,

[ soon find means to make the body follow.
ist. Why, master mayor, why stand you in
a doubt?
the gates ; we are King Henry’s friends.

ly. Ay, say you so? the gates shall then be
open d.

.
{They descend,

vu A wise stout captain, and soon per-
suaded

! 30
st. The good old man would fain that all
were well,

/ere not ’long of him ; but being enter’d,
bt not, I, but we shall soon persuade
him and all his brothers unto reason.

ter the Mayor and two Aldermen, below.

Edw. So, master mayor : these gates must
lot be shut
the night or in the time of war.

! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys
;

{Takes his keys.
award will defend the town and thee,
11 those friends that deign to follow me.

r
i. Enter Montgomery, with drum and

soldiers.

Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery,
usty friend, unless I be deceived. 41
Idw. Welcome, Sir John! But why come
ou in arms ?

•t. To help King Edward in his time of
torm,

ry loyal subject ought to do.
*dw. 1 hanks, good Montgomery

; but we
ow forget
le to the crown and only claim
ikedom till God please to send the rest.
t.

m
Then fare you well, for I will hence

?ain

:

to serve a king and not a duke.
ier, strike up, and let us march away. 150

{The drum begins to march,
’-dw. Nay, stay. Sir John, awhile, and
e ’ll debate
it safe means the crown may be recover’d.
'• What talk you of debating? in few
ards,

11 not here proclaim yourself our king,
/e you to your fortune and be gone
p them back that come to succour vou

;

lall we fight, if you pretend no title ?
Why, brother, wherefore stand you on

ce points?
dw. When we grow stronger, then we ’ll

ike our claim

:

n, tis wisdom to conceal our meaning. 60
Away with scrupulous wit ! now arms

1st rule.

And fearless minds climb soonest unto
3wns.

’.
wil1 proclaim you out of hand

;

it thereof will bring you many friends.

K. Edw. Then be it as you will; for ’tis my
right.

And Henry but usurps the diadem.
Mont. Ay, now my sovereign speaketh like

himself;
And now will I be Edward’s champion.
Hast. Sound trumpet ; Edward shall be here

proclaim’d

:

Come, fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. 70
„ 7 , {Flourish.

j ,

Edward the Fourth, by the grace of
God, king of England and France, and lord of
Ireland, &c.
Mont. And whosoe’er gainsays King Edward’s

right,

By this I challenge him to single fight.

{Throws down his gauntlet.
All. Long live Edward the Fourth!
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; and

thanks unto you all

:

If fortune serve me, I ’ll requite this kindness.
Now, for this night, let’s harbour here in York ;And when the morning sun shall raise his car 80
Above the border of this horizon,
We’ll forward towards Warwick and his mates;
For well I wot that Henry is no soldier.
Ah, froward Clarence ! how evil it beseems thee,
To flatter Henry and forsake thy brother

!

Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and War-
wick.

Come on, brave soldiers : doubt not of the day.
And, that once gotten, doubt not of large pay.

{Exeunt.

Scene VIII. London. Thepalace.

Flourish. Enter King Henry, Warwick,
Montague, Clarence, Exeter, and Oxford.

War. What counsel, lords? Edward from
Belgia,

With hasty Germans and blunt Hollanders,
Hath pass d in safety through the narrow seas,
And with his troops doth march amain to London •

And many giddy people flock to him.
K. Hen. Let’s levy men, and beat him back

again.

wnr’x!’ ,
A ^ ttIe **re *s T^ckly trodden out;

Which, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench.
War. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted

friends,

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war
; 10

Those will I muster up : and thou, son Clarence,
Shalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk and in Kent,
The knights and gentlemen to come with thee

:

Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham,
Northampton and in Leicestershire, shalt find
Men well inclined to hear what thou command’st :And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well beloved*
In Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends

’

My sovereign, with the loving citizens,
Like to his island girt in with the ocean, 20Or modest Dian circled with her nymphs.
Shall rest in London till we come to him.
Fair lords, take leave and stand not to reply
Farewell, my sovereign.
K. Hen. Farewell, my HeTor, and my Troy’s

true hope. J

Clar. In sign of truth, I kiss your highness’
hand.

{{Ml! 1



K. Hen

.

Well-minded Clarence, be thou for-

Mont. Comfort, my lord ;
and so I take my

Oxf *And thus I seal my truth, and bid adieu.

K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving

Montague, _ ,,
30

And all at once, once more a happy farewell.

War. Farewell, sweet lords: let s meet at

C
[Exeuni all but King Henry and Exeter.

K Hen. Here at the palace will I rest awhile.

Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship?

Methinks the power that Edward hath in held

Should not be able to encounter mine.

Exe. The doubt is that he will seduce the rest.

K. Hen. That’s not my fear ; my meed hath

got me fame : ,

I have not stopp’d mine ears to their demands,

Nor posted off their suits with slow delays ; 4°

My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds,

My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs,

My mercy dried their water-flowing tears

;

I have not been desirous of their wealth,

Nor much oppress’d them with great subsidies.

Nor forward of revenge, though they much err d

:

Then why should they love Edward more than me

.

No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace

:

And when the lion fawns upon the lamb,

The lamb will never cease to follow him. 5°

[Shout within, ‘A Lancaster! A Lancaster!

Exe. Hark, hark, my lord ! what shouts are

these ?

sun • .

And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence no’

Som. At Southam I did leave him witl

forces,

And do expea him here some two hours her

[Drum hi

War. Then Clarence is at hand ; I he

drum.
Som. It is not his, my lord; here Sour

lies : I

The drum your honour hears marcheth jt

Enter King Edward, Gloucester, and
soldiers

.

K. Edw. Seize on the shame-faced Henry,

bear him hence;
> ,

And once again proclaim us king of England.

You are the fount that makes small brooks to

Now stops thy spring; my sea shall suck

them dry,

And swell so much the higher by their ebb.

Hence with him to the Tower ;
let him not speak.

[Exeunt some with King Henry.

And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course,

Where peremptory Warwick now remains

:

The sun shines hot ;
and, if we use delay, 60

Cold biting winter mars our hoped-for hay.
#

Glou. Away betimes, before his forces join,

And take the great-grown traitor unawares

:

Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry.
[Exeunt.

Enter Sir John Somerville.

War. Say, Somerville, what says my Icm

Warwick.
War. Who should that be? belike, unlcjc

for friends.

Som. They are at hand, and you
f

quickly know.

March: flourish. Enter King Edwaf
Gloucester, and soldiers. I

ACT Y.

Scene I. Coventry.

Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two

Messengers, and others upon the walls.

War. Where is the post that came from

valiant Oxford?
How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow?

First Mess. By this at Dunsmore, marching

hitherward.
War. How far off is our brother Montague

.

Where is the post that came from Montague?

Second Mess. By this at Daintry, with a

puissant troop.

K. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls,

sound a parle.

Glou. See how the surly Warwick man

wall

!

War. O unbid spite! is sportful Eci

come ?

Where slept our scouts, or how are

seduced,

That we could hear no news of his repair?

K. Edw. Now, Warwick, wilt thou of

city gates,

Speak gentle words and humbly bend thy k

Call Edward king and at his hands beg me:

And he shall pardon thee these outrages.

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy

hence,
, , ,

Confess who set thee up and pluck d thee d

Call Warwick patron and be penitent?

And thou shalt still remain the Duke of Yo

Glou. I thought, at least, he would hav

the king;
. , . ....

Or did he make the jest against his will?

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly f

Glou. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to

I ’ll do thee service for so good a gift.

War. ’Twas I that gave the kingdom

brother.
. . ,

K. Edw. Why then ’tis mine, if b

Warwick’s gift.

War. Thou art no Atlas for so g
weight

:

And, weakling, Warwick takes his gift aga

And Henry is my king, Warwick his subje

K. Edw. But Warwick’s king is Ed

prisoner:

And, gallant Warwick, do but answer this

What is the body when the head is oft?

Glou. Alas, that Warwick had no mor

But, whiles he thought to steal the single t

The king was slily finger’d from the deck

.

You left poor Henry at the Bishop s palact

And, ten to one, you ’ll meet him in the I <

K. Edw. ’Tis even so
;
yet you are W

still.
, ,

Glou. Come, Warwick, take the time

down, kneel down

:
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when? strike now, or else the iron cools.
r
ar. I had rather chop this hand off at a

blow,
# #

5°
with the other fling it at thy face,

n bear so low a sail, to strike to thee.

. Edw

.

Sail how thou canst, have wind and
tide thy friend,

; hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair,

1, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off,

te in the dust this sentence with thy blood,

nd-changing Warwick now can change no
more/

Inter Oxford, with drum and colours.

r
ar. O cheerful colours ! see where Oxford
comes

!

xf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster

!

\He and hisforces enter tlte city.
Tou. The gates are open, let us enter too. 60
. Edw. So other foes may set upon our
backs.

d we in good array ; for theygio doubt

I

issue out again and bid us battle

:

>t, the city being but of small defence,

11 quickly rouse the traitors in the same.
'ar. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want
thy help.

'iter Montague, with drum and colours,

ont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster

!

[He and his forces enter the city,

'ou. Thou and thy brother both shall buy
this treason

\ with the dearest blood your bodies bear.
Edw. The harder match’d, the greater
vidtory

: 70
mind presageth happy gain and conquest.

liter Somerset, with drum and colours,

vi. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster

!

[He and hisforces enter the city,

ou. Two of thy name, both Dukes of
Somerset,

I

e sold their lives unto the house of York ;

thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold.

nter Clarence, with drum and colours,

ar. And lo, where George of Clarence
sweeps along,
>rce enough to bid his brother battle ;

whom an upright zeal to right prevails

I

! than the nature of a brother’s love !

e, Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick
call. 80
^r. Father of Warwick, know you what
this means?

[Taking his red rose out ofhis hat.
1 : here, I throw my infamy at thee

:

1

1 not ruinate my father’s house,
gave his blood to lime the stones together,
set up Lancaster. Why, trow’st thou, War-
wick,

1 Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural,
< end the fatal instruments of war
fmst his brother and his lawful king?
1 aps thou wilt objedl my holy oath

;

|eep that oath were more impiety go
' 1 Jephthah’s, when he sacrificed his daughter.

\
so sorry for my trespass made

That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands,
I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe,

With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee—
As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad

—

To plague thee for thy foul misleading me.
And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee,

And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks.

Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends : 100

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults,

For I will henceforth be no more unconstant.

K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times
more beloved,

Than if thou never hadst deserved our hate.

Glo. Welcome, good Clarence; this is brother-
like.

War. O passing traitor, perjured and unjust

!

K. Edw. What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the
town and fight?

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears?
War. Alas, I am not coop’d here for de-

fence !

I will away towards Barnet presently, no
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou darest.

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and
leads the way.

Lords, to the field ; Saint George and victory !

[Exeunt King Edward and his company.
March. Warwick and his company

follow.

Scene II. A field ofbattle near Barnet.

A larum and excursions. Enter King Edward,
bringingforth Warwick wotcnded.

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and
die our fear

;

For Warwick was a bug that fear’d us all.

Now, Montague, sit fast; I seek for thee,

That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company.
[Exit.

War. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend
or foe,

And tell me who is vidlor, York or Warwick?
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shows,
My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart

shows,
That I must yield my body to the earth
And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 10
Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge,
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle,
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept,

Whose top-branch overpeer’dJove’s spreading tree

And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful wind.
These eyes, that now are dimm’d with death’s

black veil,

Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun,
To search the secret treasons of the world :

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with blood,
Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres

; 20
For who lived king, but I could dig his grave?
And who durst smile when Warwick bent his

brow?
Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood !

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had,
Even now forsake me, and of all my lands
Is nothing left me but my body’s length.
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and

dust?
And, live we how we can, yet die we must.
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Enter Oxford and Somerset.

Sam. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as

we are,

We might recover all our loss again : 3°

The queen from France hath brought a puissant

power: ,

Even now we heard the news : ah, couldst thou

fly

!

War. Why, then I would not fly. Ah, Mon-

tague,

If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand,

And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile !

Thou lovest me not; for, brother, if thou didst.

Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood

That glues my lips and will not let me speak.

Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead.

Som. Ah, Warwick ! Montague hath breathed

his last
; # . .

4°

And to the latest gasp cried out for Warwick
^

And said ‘ Commend me to my valiant brother.

And more he would have said, and more he spoke,

Which sounded like a clamour in a vault,

That mought not be distinguish’d ;
but at last

I well might hear, deliver’d with a groan,

‘O, farewell, Warwick!’
, , ,

War. Sweet rest his soul! Fly, lords, and

save yourselves

;

For Warwick bids you all farewell, to meet in

heaven. [Dies.

Oxf. Away, away, to meet the queen s great

power !
[Here they bear away his body.

Exeunt.

Scene IV. Plains near Tewksbury.

March. Enter Queen Margaret, Pri

Edward, Somerset, Oxford, and soldier

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit

wail their loss,

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms,
ft

What though the mast be now blown overboaj

The cable broke, the holding-anchor lost.

And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood?

Yet lives our pilot still. Is ’t meet that he

Should leave the helm and like a fearful lad

With tearful eyes add water to the sea

And give more strength to that which hath

much,
. , ,

Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the ro

Which industry and courage might have sav<

Ah, what a shame ! ah, what a fault were

Say Warwick was our anchor; what of that?

And Montague our topmast; what of him?

Our slaughter’d friends the tackles ; wha

these? -
, i o

Why, is not Oxford here another anchor?

And Somerset another goodly mast?

The friends of France our shrouds and ti

lings?
,

_ T , , T
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and 1

For once allow’d the skilful pilot s charge?

We will not from the helm to sit and weep,

But keep our course, though the rough wind

Scene IK. Anotherpart of thefield.

Flourish. Enter King Edward in triumph;

with Gloucester, .Clarence, and the rest.

K. Edw. Thus far our fortune keeps an up-

ward course,

And we are graced with wreaths of vidtory.

But, in the midst of this bright-shining day,

I spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud,

That will encounter with our glorious sun,

Ere he attain his easeful western bed

:

I mean, my lords, those powers that the queen

Hath raised in Gallia have arrived our coast

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that

cloud .

IO

And blow it to the source from whence it came

:

The very beams will dry those vapours up,

For every cloud engenders not a storm. •.

Glo. The queen is valued thirty thousand

strong,
,

And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her

:

If she have time to breathe, be well assured

Her fadlion will be full as strong as ours.
#

K. Edw. We are advertised by our loving

friends .

That they do hold their course toward Tewks-

We, having now the best at Barnet field,

Will thither straight, for willingness rids way ;

And, as we march, our strength will be aug-

mented
In every county as we go along.

Strike up the drum ; cry ‘ Courage ! and away

.

[Exeunt.

nOj -

From shelves and rocks that threaten us

As good to chide the waves as speak them f;

And what is Edward but a ruthless sea?

What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit?

And Richard but a ragged fatal rock?

All these the enemies to our poor bark.

Say you can swim; alas, *tis but a while .

Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly.

Bestride the rock ;
the tide will wash you of

Or else you famish; that’s a threefold death

This speak I, lords, to let you understand.

If case some one ofyou would fly from us,

That there’s no hoped-for mercy with the bro

More than with ruthless waves, with sands

rocks. .

,

Why, courage then ! what cannot be avoide

’Twere childish weakness to lament or fear.

Prince. Methinks a woman of this vs

spirit

Should, if a coward heard her speak these w

Infuse his breast with magnanimity

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms.

I speak not this as doubting any here

;

For did I but suspedl a fearful man,
.

He should have leave to go away betimes,

Lest in our need he might infedt another

And make him of like spirit to himself.

If any such be here—as God forbid !—

-

Let him depart before we need his help.

Oxf. Women and children of so hign a

And wamors faint ! why, ’twere perpetual sh

O brave young prince ! thy famous grandtati

Doth live again in thee : long mayst .thou li'j

To bear his image and renew his glories .

Som. And he that will not fight for sil

hope,



ome to bed, and like the owl by day,
arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at.

Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset; sweet
Oxford, thanks.

ince. And take his thanks that yet hath
nothing else.

Enter a Messenger.

Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at
hand, 60

y to fight ; therefore be resolute.

f. I thought no less : it is his policy
iste thus fast, to find us unprovided,

r. But he ’s deceived
; we are in readiness.

Mar. This cheers my heart, to -see your
forwardness.

Here pitch our battle; hence we will
lot budge.

ish and march. Enter King Edward,
loucester, Clarence, and soldiers.

Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the
horny wood,

.
by the heavens’ assistance and your

trength,

by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.
1 not add more fuel to your fire, 70
ell I wot ye blaze to burn them out;
ignal to the fight, and to it, lords

!

tar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what
should say

ars gainsay ; for every word I speak,
I drink the water of mine eyes.

:ore, no more but this; Henry, your sove-
eign,

oner to the foe ; his state usurp’d,
aim a slaughter-house, his subjects slain,
itutes cancell’d and his treasure spent

;

mder is the wolf that makes this spoil. 80
jht in justice : then, in God’s name, lords,
iant and give signal to the fight.
larum : Retreat : Excursions. Exeunt.

Now here a period of tumultuous

:ene V. A nother£art ofthefield.

sh. Enter King Edward, Gloucester,
RENce, and soldiers ; with Queen Mar-
:t, Oxford, and Somerset, prisoners.

'dw.

oils.

vith Oxford to Ham-es Castle straight;
merset, off with his guilty head.
ir them hence ; I will not hear them speak.
For my part, I ’ll not trouble thee with

eras.

Nor I, but stoop with patience to my
rtune.

Exeunt Oxford and Somerset
,
guarded,

ar. So part we sadly in this troublous
irld,

t with joy in sweet Jerusalem.
dw. Is proclamation made, that who finds
Iward
ive a high reward, and he his life ? 10

It is: and lo, where youthful Edward
mes

!

Enter soldiers, with Prince Edward.
K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear

him speak.
What ! can so young a thorn begin to prick?
Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make
For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects,
And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to?

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious
York !

Suppose that I am now my father’s mouth ;

Resign thy chair, and where I stand kneel thou,
Whilst I propose the selfsame words to thee, 20
Which, traitor, thou wouldst have me answer to.
Q. Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so re-

solved !

Glou. That you might still have worn the
petticoat,

And ne er have stol’n the breech from Lancaster.
Prince. Let fEsop fable in a winter’s night

;

His currish riddles sort not with this place.
Glou. By heaven, brat, I ’ll plague ye for that

word.
Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague

to men.
Glou. For God’s sake, take away this captive

scold.

Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook-
back rather. go

K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm
your tongue.

Clar. Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert.
Prince. I know my duty; you are all un-

dutiful

:

Lascivious Edward, and thou perjured George,
And thou mis-shapen Dick, I tell ye all
I am your better, traitors as ye are :

And thou usurp’st my father’s right and mine.
K. Edw. Take that, thou likeness of this

railer here. [Stabs him.
Glou. Sprawl st thou? take that, to end thy

agony [Stabs him.
Cla. And there’s for twitting me with per-

J*
ury- [Stabs him. 40

Q. Mar. O, kill me too !

Glou. Marry, and shall. [Offers to kill her.
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold; for we have

done too much.
Glou

:
Why should she live, to fill the world

i

with words?
K. Edw. What, doth she swoon? use means

for her recovery.
Glou. Clarence, excuse me to the king my

brother

;

I ’ll hence to London on a serious matter

:

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news.
Clar. What? what?
Glou. The Tower, the Tower. [Exit. 50
Q. Mar. O Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy

mother, boy!
Canst thou not speak? O traitors ! murderers !

They that stabb’d Caesar shed no blood at all.
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame,
If this foul deed were by to equal it

:

He was a man
; this, in respedt, a child

:

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child.
What’s worse than murderer, that I may name it’
No, no, my heart will burst, an if I speak

:

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst. 60



Butchers and villains ! bloody cannibals !

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp a

.

You have no children, butchers ! if you had,

The thought of them would have stirr d up re-

morse:
,

....

But if you ever chance to have a child,

Look in his youth to have him so cut off

As, deathsmen, you have rid this sweet young

IC.
V
Edw.

'

Away with her ;
go, bear her hence

Q. \lar. Nay, never bear me hence, dispatch

me here
; , ,

Here sheathe thy sword, I’ll pardon thee my
death: . ,

1°

What, wilt thou not? then, Clarence, do it thou.

Clar

.

By heaven, I will not do thee so much

ease. .

Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do ; sweet Clarence,

do thou do it. _ u
Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear I would

not do it? ,

Q Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thy-
‘

self:
, .

’Twas sin before, but now tis charity.

What, wilt thou not? Where is that devil s but-

Hard-favour’d Richard ? Richard, where art thou ?

Thou art not here : murder is thy alms-deed

;

Petitioners for blood thou ne’er put st back. So

IC. Edw. Away, I say ;
I charge ye, bear her

hence. . ...

O. Mar. So come to you and yours, as to this

prince !
{Exit, led outforcibly.

IC. Edw. Where’s Richard gone?

Clar. To London, all in post ;
and, as I guess,

To make a bloody supper in the Tower.

K. Edw. He’s sudden, if a thing comes in his

head.
Now march we hence : discharge the common sor

With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London

And see our gentle queen how well she fares

.

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. 9°
3 {Exeunt.

Scene VI. London. The Tower.

Enter King Henry and Gloucester* with the

Lieutenant, on the walls.

Clou. Good day, my lord. What, at your

book so hard?
, . , , , T

IC. Hen. Ay, my good lord :—my lord, 1

should say rather

;

’Tis sin to flatter ;
‘good was little better

:

‘Good Gloucester’ and ‘good devil were alike.

And both preposterous; therefore, not good

Glou. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must

confer. {Exit Lieutenant.

K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from

the wolf;
. , , , . a

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece

And next his throat unto the butcher s knife.

What scene of death hath Roscius now to act . io

Glou. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind

;

The thief doth fear each bush an officer.
#

K. Hen. The bird that hath been limed in a

Withtrembling wings misdoubteth every bush ;

And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird,

Have now the fatal objeCt in my eye

Where my poor young was limed, was

and kill’d.

Glou. Why, what a peevish fool was

Crete,

That taught his son the office of a fowl

.

And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drowi

K. Hen. I, Daedalus; my poor boy, Icar

Thy father, Minos, that denied our course

;

The sun that sear’d the wings of my sweet b

Thy brother Edward, and thyself the sea

Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life.

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with word

My breast can better brook thy dagger s pon

Than can my ears that tragic history.

But wherefore dost thou come? is’t for my 1

Glou. Think’ st thou I am an executioner

K. Hen. A persecutor, I am sure, thou *

If murdering innocents be executing,

Why, then thou art an executioner.

Glou. Thy son I kill’d for his presumptio

K. Hen. Hadst thou been kill’d when |fi

thou didst presume,
.

Thou hadst not lived to kill a son of mine.

And thus I prophesy, that many a thousand. I

Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear,

And many an old man’s sigh and many a wid’a

And many an orphan’s water-standing eye—

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands

And orphans for their parents’ timeless dead

Shall rue the hour that ever thouwast born.

The owl shriek’d at thy birth,—an evil sign

;

The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time

Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempest shook

The raven rook’d her on the chimney s topv

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung.

Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain.

And yet brought forth less than a mothers

To wit, an indigested and deformed lump,

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree.

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou

To signify thou earnest to bite the world .

And, "if the rest be true which I have heard^

Thou earnest

—

Glou. I’ll hear no more : die, prophet, -

speech:
For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain d.

K. Hen. Ay, and for much more slau

after this.
, ,

,

O, God forgive my sins, and pardon thee ! I

Glou. What, will the aspiring blood of

caster ' ... u
Sink in the ground? I thought it would

mounted.
See how my sword weeps for the poor

death
! , , , ,

0, may such purple tears be alway shed

From those that wish the downfall of our ncl

If any spark of life be yet remaining, I

Down, down to hell; and say I sent thee th

’ {Stabs him *

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.

Indeed, ’tis true that Henry told me of;

For I have often heard my mother say

I came into the world with my legs forwan

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste,
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seek their ruin that usurp’d our right?

midwife wonder’d and the women cried

Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth !’

so I was ; which plainly signified

1 1 should snarl and bite and play the dog.

n, since the heavens have shaped my body so,

hell make crook’d my mind to answer it.

ve no brother, I am like no brother ; 80
this word ‘love,’ which greybeards call divine,

esident in men like one another
not in me : I am myself alone,

ence, beware ; thou keep’st me from the light

:

I will sort a pitchy day for thee
;

1 will buz abroad such prophecies
t Edward shall be fearful of his life,

then, to purge his fear, I ’ll be thy death.
y Henry and the prince his son are gone :

ence, thy turn is next, and then the rest, 90
iting myself but bad till I be best,

hrow thy body in another room
triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom.

[Exit, with the body.

Scene VII. London . Thepalace.

iris/t. Enter King Edward, Queen Eliza-
th, Clarence, Gloucester, Hastings,
Nurse with the yotmg Prince

,
and At-

ldants.

Edw. Once more we sit in England’s royal
throne,

mrchased with the blood of enemies,
t valiant foemen, like to autumn’s corn,
2 we mow’d down in tops of all their pride !

e Dukes of Somerset, threefold renown’d
lardy and undoubted champions

;

Cliffords, as the father and the son,
two Northumberlands; two braver men
r spurr’d their coursers at the trumpet’s
sound

;

them, the two brave bears, Warwick and
Montague, 10
in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion

made the forest tremble when they roar’d.

Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat
And made our footstool of security.
Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy.
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself
Have in our armours watch’d the winter’s night,
Went all afoot in summer’s scalding heat,
That thou mightst repossess the crown in peace ;

And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 20
Glou. [Aside] I’ll blast his harvest, if your

head were laid

;

For yet I am not look’d on in the world.
This shoulder was ordain’d so thick to heave

;

And heave it shall some weight, or break my
back :

Work thou the way,—and thou shalt execute.
K. Edw. Clarence and Gloucester, love my

lovely queen

;

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both.
Clar. The duty that I owe unto your majesty

I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe.
Q. Eliz. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy

brother, thanks. 30
Glou. And, that I love the tree from whence

thou sprang’st,
Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit.

[Aside] To say the truth, so Judas kiss’d his
master,

And cried ‘all hail !’ when as he meant all harm.
K. Edw. Now am I seated as my soul de-

lights,

Having my country’s peace and brothers’ loves.
Clar. What will your grace have done with

Margaret?
Reignier, her father, to the king of France
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem,
And hither have they sent it for her ransom.
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence

to France.
And now what rests but that we spend the time
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows,
Such as befits the pleasure of the court?
Sound drums and trumpets ! farewell sour annoy

!

For here, I hope, begins our lasting joy.

[Exeunt,
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Scene: England.

ACT I.

Scene I. London. A street.

Enter Richard, Duke of Gloucester, solus.

Glou. Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this sun of York ;

And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths

;

Our bruised arms hung up for monuments

;

Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings,

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.

Grim-visaged war hath smooth’d his wrinkled

front

;

And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds 10

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute..

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks,

Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ;

I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ;

I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature.

Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 20

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,

And that so lamely and unfashionable

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them ;

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace,

Have no delight to pass away the time, ’
|

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun

And descant on mine own deformity :

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover,

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, >

I am determined to prove a villain

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,

By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams,

To set my brother Clarence and the king

In deadly hate the one against the other

:

And if King Edward be as true and just

As I am subtle, false and treacherous,

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d uj

About a prophecy, which says that G
|

Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.^ I

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul : here Clareji

comes.

Enter Clarence, guarded
,
and Brakenbl

Brother, good day : what means this armed gif

That waits upon your grace ?

Clar. His majesty, 1

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appoints

This conduct to convey me to the Tower.
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lou. Upon what cause ?

lar. Because my name is George.
lou. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of

yours

;

should, for that, commit your godfathers :

>elike his majesty hath some intent

t you shall be new-christen’d in the Tower. 50
what’s the matter, Clarence? may I know?
lar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for I

protest

et I do not : but, as I can learn,

hearkens after prophecies and dreams

;

from the cross-row plucks the letter G,
says a wizard told him that by G
issue disinherited should be

;

,
for my name of George begins with G,

Hows in his thought that I am he.

se, as I learn, and such like toys as these Go
e moved his highness to commit me now.
'ou. Why, this it is, when men are ruled by
women

:

not the king that sends you to the Tower;
Lady Grey his wife, Clarence, ’tis she
: tempers him to this extremity,
it not she and that good man of worship,
iony Woodville, her brother there,

made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower,
1 whence this present day he is deliver’d?
Lre not safe, Clarence ; we are not safe. 70
ar. By heaven, I think there’s no man is

secure

he queen’s kindred and night-walking heralds
trudge betwixt the king and Mistress Shore.

•d ye not what an humble suppliant
Hastings was to her for his delivery ?

m. Humbly complaining to her deity
ny lord chamberlain his liberty,

ell you what
;

I think it is our way,
will keep in favour with the king,

e her men and wear her livery : 80
iealous o’erworn widow and herself,

that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen,
nighty gossips in this monarchy.
ik. I beseech your graces both to pardon
me ;

najesty hath straitly given in charge
no man shall have private conference,
lat degree soever, with his brother.
. Even so; an’t please your worship,
Brakenbury,
nay partake of any thing we say

:

)eak no treason, man : we say the king 90
;e and virtuous, and his noble queen
struck in years, fair, and not jeaious;
ly that Shore’s- wife hath a pretty foot,
;rry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing
:ongue

;

hat the queen’s kindred are made gentle-
oiks :

say you, sir ? can you deny all this ?

k. With this, my lord, myself have nought
0 do.

’-i. Naught to do with Mistress Shore ! I
ell thee, fellow,
at doth naught with her, excepting one,
best he do it secretly, alone. 100
. What one, my lord ?

Her husband, knave: wouldst thou
>etray me ?

Brak. I beseech your grace to pardon me,
and withal

Forbear your conference with the noble duke.
Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and

will obey.
Glou. We are the queen’s abjedls, and must

obey.
Brother, farewell : I will unto the king

;

And whatsoever you will employ me in,

Were it to call King Edward's widow sister,
I will perform it to enfranchise you. no
Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood
Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well.
Glou. Well, your imprisonment shall not be

long

;

T will deliver you, or else lie for you

:

Meantime, have patience.
Clar. I must perforce. Farewell.
[Exeunt Clarence

,
Brakenbury

,
and Guard.

Glou. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er
return,

Simple, plain Clarence ! I do love thee so,
That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven,
If heaven will take the present at our hands. 120
But who comes here? thenew-deliver’d Hastings?

Enter Lord Hastings.
IIast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord !

Glou. As much unto my good lord chamberlain !

Well are you welcome to the open air.

How hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment?
Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners

must

:

But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks
That were the cause of my imprisonment.

Glou. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall
Clarence too

;

For they that were your enemies are his, 130
And have prevail’d as much on him as you.
Hast. More pity that the eagle should be

mew’d,
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty.

Gloti. What news abroad ?

Hast. No news so bad abroad as this at home
;

The king is sickly, weak and melancholy,
And his physicians fear him mightily.

Glou. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad
indeed.

O, he hath kept an evil diet long,
And overmuch consumed his royal person: 140
’Tis very grievous to be thought upon.
What, is he in his bed?
Hast. He is.

Glou. Go you before, and I will follow you.
[Exit Hastings,

jHe cannot live, I hope ; and must not die
Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to

heaven.
I’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,
With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments

;

And, if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live : 150
Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy,
And leave the world for me to bustle in !

For then I ’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter.
What though I kill’d her husband and her father?
The readiest way to make the wench amends
Is to become her husband and her father

:



The which will I ;
not all so much for love

As for another secret close intent,

By marrying her which I must reach unto.

But yet I run before my horse to market : 160

Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and

reigns

:

When they are gone, then must I count my gains.

[Exit.

Scene II. The same. Another street.

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell

!

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,

His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be
j

Glou. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so c

Anne. Foul devil, for God’s sake, hence

trouble us not

;

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hel

Fill’d it with cursing cries and deep exclaim:

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds.

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.

Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth

n with halberds to guard it; Lad'sGentlemen with halberds to guard
Anne being the mourner.

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable

load,

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,

Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament

The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king !

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster

!

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood !

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son, io

Stabb’d by the selfsame hand that made these

wounds!
Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life,

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes.

Cursed be the hand that made these fatal holes

!

Cursed be the heart that had the heart to do it

!

Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence !

More direful hap betide that hated wretch,

That makes us wretched by the death of thee,

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives ! 20

If ever he have child, abortive be it,

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light.

Whose ugly and unnatural aspedt

May fright the hopeful mother at the view

;

And that be heir to his unhappiness !

If ever he have wife, let her be made
As miserable by the death of him
As I am made by my poor lord and thee

!

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load.

Taken from Paul’s to be interred there ; 30

And still, as vou are weary of the weight,

Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry’s corse.

Enter Gloucester.

Glou. Stay, you that bear the corse, and set

it down.
. .

Anne. What black magician conjures up this

fiend,

To stop devoted charitable deeds?

Glou. Villains, set down the corse; or, by

Saint Paul,

I’ll make a corse of him that disobeys.

Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin

pass.

Glou. Unmanner’d dog ! stand thou, when J

command

:

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 40

Or, by Saint Paul, I ’ll strike thee to my foot,

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.

Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all

afraid?

Alas, I blame you not ;
for you are mortal,

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.

iieftoia tms pattern 01 my uuiuicrics.

O, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry’s wour I

Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afre:

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity

;

For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood

From cold and empty veins, where no

dwells

;

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural,

Provokes this deluge most unnatural.

O God, which this blood madest, reveng

death

!

O earth, which this blood drink’st, reveng

death

!

Either heaven with lightning strike the mur

dead, ...
Or earth, gape open wide and eat him quicl<

As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blc

Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered

Glou. Lady, you know no rules of charit

Which renders good for bad, blessings for c

Anne. Villain, thou know’st no law of

nor man

:

No beast so fierce but knows some touch of

Glou. But I know none, and therefore

beast.

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the

Glou. More wonderful, when angels a

angry.
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman,
Of these supposed evils, to give me leave,

By circumstance, but to acquit myself.

Anne. Vouchsafe, defused infection of a

For these known evils, but to give me leave

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self.

Glou. Fairer than tongue can name the

me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myself.

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee

canst make
No excuse current, but to hang thyself.

Glou. By such despair, I should accuse nr

Anne. And, by despairing, shouldst thou

excused

;

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself,

Which didst unworthy slaughter upon othe:

Glou. Say that I slew them not?

Anne. Why, then they are not

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by t

Glou. I did not kill your husband.

Anne. Why, then he is

Glou. Nay, he is dead; and slain by Ed'

hand.
Anne. In thy foul throat thou best; (

Margaret saw
Thy murderous falchion smoking in his bloi

The which thou once didst bend against her 1

But that thy brothers beat aside the point.

Glou. I was provoked by her slanderous tc

Which laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoi

A nne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody
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ch never dreamt on aught but butcheries : ioo
;t thou not kill this king ?

'ou. I grant ye.

nne. Dost grant me, hedgehog? then, God
grant me too

j mayst be damned for that wicked deed

!

e was gentle, mild, and virtuous !

'ou. The fitter for the King of heaven, that

hath him.

.

nne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt

never come.
'ou. Let him thank me, that holp to send
him thither;

he was fitter for that place than earth.

nne. And thou unfit for any place but hell.

ou. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me
name it. no
nne. Some dungeon.
ou. Your bed-chamber.
nne. Ill rest betide the chamber where thou
liest

!

ou. So will it, madam, till I lie with you.
we. I hope so.

ou. I know so. But, gentle Lady Anne,
;ave this keen encounter of our wits,

fall somewhat into a slower method,
it the causer of the timeless deaths
lese Plantagenets, Henry and Edward,
lameful as the executioner?
me. Thou art the cause, and most accursed
effedt. 1 20
ou. Your beauty was the cause of that effedt

;

beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep
ndertake the death of all the world,
might live one hour in your sweet bosom.
me. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide,
e nails should rend that beauty from my
cheeks.

m. These eyes could never endure sweet
beauty’s wreck

;

should not blemish it, if I stood by

:

1 the world is cheered by the sun,
by that

; it is my day, my life. 130
me. Black night o’ershade thy day, and
death thy life

!

~>u. Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou
art both.

me. I would I were, to be revenged on thee.
'u. It is a quarrel most unnatural,
: revenged on him that loveth you.
ne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable,
: revenged on him that slew my husband.
'u. He that bereft thee, lady, ofthy husband,
t to help thee to a better husband.
ne. His better doth not breathe upon the
earth. 1:40
u. He lives that loves thee better than he
could.

ne. Name him.

Plantagenet.
ne' Why, that was he.
u. The selfsame name, but one of better
nature.

ne. Where is he ?

Here. [She spitteth at him.]
Why dost thou spit at me?
me Would it were mortal poison, for thy
sake

!

u. Never came poison from so sweet a place.

Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad.
Out of my sight ! thou dost infedt my eyes.

Glou. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infedted
mine. I5o

Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike
thee dead

!

Glou. I would they were, that I might die at
once

;

For now they kill me with a living death.
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt

tears,

Shamed their aspedl with store of childish drops

:

These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear,
No, when my father York and Edward wept,
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made
When black-faced Clifford shook his sword at him ;

Nor when thy warlike father, like' a child, 160
Told the sad story of my father’s death,
A-nd twenty times made pause to sob and weep,
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks,
Like trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad time
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear

;

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale,
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weep-

ing.

I never sued to friend nor enemy

;

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing
words

;

But, now thy beauty is proposed my fee, 170My proud heart sues and prompts my tongue to
speak.

_

[She looks scornfully at him.
Teach not thy lips such scorn, for they were made
b or kissing, lady, not for such contempt.
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,
Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword;
Which if thou please to hide in this true bosom.
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke,
And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

[He lays his breast open : she offers at it

with his sword.
Nay, do not pause

; for I did kill King Henry,
But ’twas thy beauty that provoked me. 18

1

Nay, now dispatch; ’twas I that stabb’d young
Edward,

But ’twas thy heavenly face that set me on.
[Here she letsfall the sword.

Take up the sword again, or take up me.
Anne. Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy

death,
I will not be the executioner.

Glou. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it.

A nne. I have already.
Glou.

*
Tush, that was In thy rage

:

Speak it again, and, even with the word,
That hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love.
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love; 191
To both their deaths thou shalt be accessary.
A nne. I would I knew thy heart.
Glou. ’Tis figured in my tongue.
Anne. I fear me both are false.

Glou. Then never man was true.
Anne. Well, well, put up your sword.
Glou. Say, then, my peace is made.
Anne. That shall you know hereafter.
Glou'. But shall I live in hope? 200
A.nne. All men, I hope, live so.

Glou. Vouchsafe to wear this ring.
Anne. To take is not to give.



Glou. Look, how this ring encompasseth thy

finger,

Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart

;

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.

And if thy poor devoted suppliant may
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,

Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever.

Anne. What is it? 210

Glou. That it would please thee leave these

sad designs

To him that hath more cause to be a mourner,

And presently repair to Crosby Place

;

Where, after I have solemnly interr d

At Chertsey monastery this noble king,

And wet his grave with my repentant tears,

I will with all expedient duty see you

:

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you,

Grant me this boon. . .

Anne. With all my heart; and much it joys

me too,
#

220

To see you are become so penitent.

Tressel and Berkeley, go along with me.

Glou. Bid me farewell.

Anne. ’Tis more than you deserve

;

But since you teach me how to flatter -you,

Imagine I have said farewell already.

[.Exeunt Lady Anne,
Tressel, andBerkeley

.

Glou. Sirs, take up the corse.

Gent Towards Chertsey, noble lord?

Glou No, to White-Friars ;
there attend my

coming. [.Exeunt all but' Gloucester.

Was ever woman in this humour woo’d?

Was ever woman in this humour won?

I’ll have her; but I will not keep her long. 230

What ! I, that kill’d her husband and his father,

To take her in her heart’s extremest hate,

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,

The bleeding witness of her hatred by

;

Having God, her conscience, and these bars

against me,
.

And I nothing to back my suit at all,

But the plain devil and dissembling looks,

And yet to win her, all the world to notaing .

Ha
! , ,

Hath she forgot already that brave prince,
#
240

Edward,her lord,whom I, some three months since,

Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury?

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman,

Framed in the prodigality of nature,

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal,

The spacious world cannot again afford

:

And will she yet debase her eyes on me,

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince,

And made her widow to a woful bed ?
#

On me, whose all not equals Edward s moiety

.

On me, that halt and am unshapen thus.' 251

My dukedom to a beggarly denier,

I do mistake my person all this while

.

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,

Myself to be a marvellous proper man.

I ’ll be at charges for a looking-glass,

And entertain some score or two of tailors,

To study fashions to adorn my body

:

Since I am crept in favour with myself,

I will maintain it with some little cost. 260

But first I’ll turn yon fellow in his grave

;

And then return lamenting to my love.

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,

That I may see my shadow as I pass. LLxit.

Scene III. Thepalace.

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Lord Rivers,*
Lord Grey.

there ’«Riv. Have patience, madam:
doubt his majesty

Will soon recover his accustom’d health.

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes joa

worse

:

Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good coir.4,

And cheer his grace with quick and merry w«
Q. Eliz. If he were dead, what would hi

of me ? I
Riv. No other harm but loss of such a loj i

Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord included

harm.
Grey. The heavens have bless’d you wl

goodly son,

To be your comforter when he is gone.

Q. Eliz. Oh, he is young, and his minor: >j

Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloucester, N

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. I

Riv. Is it concluded he shall be proteftclJV L V. 15 1L xiv* ^ p*

Q. Eliz. It is determined, not conclude

But so it must be, if the king miscarry.

Enter Buckingham and Derby.

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckin;

and Derby.
Buck. Good time of day unto your royal g

Der. God make your majesty joyful a

have been
! |

Q. Eliz. The Countess Richmond, goo

Lord of Derby,
To your good prayers will scarcely say ame

Yet, Derby, notwithstanding she’s your wif

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assun

I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Der. I do beseech you, either not belie\

The envious slanders of her false accusers

;

Or, if she be accused in true report,

Bear with her weakness, which, I think, prc

From wayward sickness, and no grounded m

Riv. Saw you the king to-day, my L(

Derby?*
Der. But now the Duke of Buckingham

Are come from visiting his majesty.

Q. Eliz. What likelihood of his amend

lords?

Buck. -Madam, good hope ;
his grace s

cheerfully.

Q. Eliz. God grant him health! Di

confer with him ?

Buck. Madam, we did : he desires to

atonement
Betwixt the Duke of Gloucester and yourbrc

And betwixt them and my lord chamberlaii

And sent to warn them to his royal presenc

Q. Eliz. Would all were well ! but th;|

never be:
#

I fear our happiness is at the highest.

Enter Gloucester, Hastings, and Doit

Glou. They do me wrong, and I will nj

dure it : i

Who are they that complain unto the king.

That I, forsooth, am stern and love them n;

By holy Paul, they love his grace but light
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; fill his ears with such dissentious rumours.

Liise I cannot flatter and speak fair,

e in men’s faces, smooth, deceive and cog,

!c with French nods and apish courtesy,

ist be held a rancorous enemy. 50
lot a plain man live and think no harm,
thus his simple truth must be abused
ilken, sly, insinuating Jacks ?

•v. To whom in all this presence speaks
your grace ?

ou. To thee, that hast nor honesty nor grace,

n have I injured thee? when done thee

wrong ?

lee? or thee? or any of your faction?

ague upon you all 1 His royal person,—

•

m God preserve better than you would
wish !

—

lot be quiet scarce a breathing-while, 60

you must trouble him with lewd complaints.

Eliz. Brother of Gloucester, you mistake
the matter.

king, of his own royal disposition,

not provoked by any suitor else ;

ng, belike, at your interior hatred,

;h in your outward adtions shows itself

nst my kindred, brothers, and myself,

es him to send ; that thereby he may gather
ground of your ill-will, and so remove it.

ou . I cannot tell: the world is grown so

bad, 70
wrens make prey where eagles dare not
perch

:

: every Jack became a gentleman,
e’s many a gentle person made a Jack.
Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning,
brother Gloucester;
envy my advancement and my friends’

:

grant we never may have need of you !

m. Meantime, God grants that we have
need of you

:

brother is imprison’d by your means,
:lf disgraced, and the nobility

in contempt ; whilst many fair promotions
laily given to ennoble those 81

scarce, some two days since, were worth a
noble.

Eliz. By Him that raised me to this care-
ful height
1 that contented hap which I enjoy’d,
er did incense his majesty
1st the Duke of Clarence, but have been
irnest advocate to plead for him.
ird, you do me shameful injury,
ly to draw me in these vile suspe<5ts.
}u. You may deny that you were not the
cause go
y Lord Hastings’ late imprisonment.
v. She may, my lord, for

—

>u. She may, Lord Rivers ! why, who
knows not so ?

nay do more, sir, than denying that

:

nay help you to many fair preferments

,

then deny her aiding hand therein,
iay those honours on your high deserts.

: may she not ? She may, yea, marry, may
she,

—

’J. What, marry, may she ?

'it. What, marry, may she ! marry with a
king, 100

561

A bachelor, a handsome stripling too :

I wis your grandam had a worser match.
Q. Eliz. My Lord of Gloucester, I have too

long borne
Your blunt upbraidings and your bitter scoffs:

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty
With those gross taunts I often have endured.
I had rather be a country servant-maid
Than a great queen, with this condition,
To be thus taunted, scorn’d, and baited at:

Enter Queen Margaret, behind.

Small joy have I in being England’s queen, no
Q. Mar. And lessen’d be that small, God, I

beseech thee

!

Thy honour, state and seat is due to me.
Glou. What! threat you me with telling of

the king?
Tell him, and spare not: look, what I have said
I will avouch in presence of the king

:

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower.
’Tis time to speak ; my pains are quite forgot.

Q. Mar. Out, devil ! I remember them too
well

:

Thou slewest my husband Henry in the Tower,
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 120

Glou. Ere you were queen, yea, or your hus-
band king,

I was a pack-horse in his great affairs

;

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries,
A liberal rewarder of his friends :

To royalise his blood I spilt mine own.
Q. Mar. Yea, and much better blood than his

or thine.

GIoji. In all which time you and your husband
Grey

Were factious for the house of Lancaster ;

And, Rivers, so were you. Was not your husband
In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain? 130
Let me put in your minds, if you forget,

What you have been ere now, and what you are ;

Withal, what I have been, and what I am.
Q. Mar. A murderous villain, and so still

thou art.

Glou. Poor Clarence did forsake his father,

Warwick

;

Yea, and forswore himself,—which Jesu par-
don !

—

Q. Mar. Which God revenge !

Glou. To fight on Edward’s party for the
crown

;

And for his meed, poor lord, he is mew’d up.
I would to God my heart were flint, like Ed-

ward’s ; 140
Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine:
I am too childish-foolish for this world.

Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave
the world,

Thou cacodemon ! there thy kingdom is.

Riv. My Lord of Gloucester, in those busy
days

Which here you urge to prove us enemies,
We follow’d then our lord, our lawful king:
So should we you, if you should be our king.

Glou. If I should be ! I had rather be a pedlar

:

Far be it from my heart, the thought of it ! 150
Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose

You should enjoy, were you this country’s king,
As little joy may you suppose in me,

36



That I enjoy, being the queen thereof.

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof

;

For I am she, and altogether joyless.

I can no longer hold me patient. [.Advancing

.

Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out

In sharing that which you have pill’d from me

!

Which of you trembles not that looks on me? 160

If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects.

Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like rebels?

O gentle villain, do not turn away !

Clou. Foul wrinkled witch, what makest thou

in my sight?

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast

marr’d ",

That will I make before I let thee go.

Clou. Wert thou not banished on pain of

death?

Q. Mar. I was ;
but I do find more pain in

banishment
Than death can yield me here by my abode.

A husband and a son thou owest to me ; 170

And thou a kingdom ; all of you allegiance :

The sorrow that I have, by right is yours,

And all the pleasures you usurp are mine.

Glou. The curse my noble father laid on

thee,

When thou didst crown his warlike brows with

L:

paper
And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from hi? eyes,

And then, to dry them, gavest the duke a clout

Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rut-

land,

—

His curses, then from bitterness of soul 179

Denounced against thee, are all fall’n upon thee ;

And God, not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed.

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the inno-

cent.

Hast. O, ’twas the foulest deed to slay that

babe,

And the most merciless that e’er was heard of!

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was
reported.

Dor. No man but prophesied revenge for it.

Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept

to see it.

Q. Mar. What were you snarling all before I

came,
Ready to catch each other by the throat,

And turn you all your hatred now on me? 190

Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with

heaven
That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death.

Their kingdom’s loss, my woful banishment,

Could all but answer for that peevish brat?

Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven ?

Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick

curses

!

If not by war, by surfeit die your king,

As ours by murder, to make him a king

!

Edward thy son, which now is Prince of Wales,

For Edward my son, which was Prince of Wales,

Die in his youth by like untimely violence ! 201

Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen,

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self

!

?

Long mayst thou live to wail thy children’s loss

;

And see another, as I see thee now,

Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine

!

Long die thy happy days before thy death ;

And, after many lengthen’d hours of grief,

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s que !

Rivers and Dorset, you were standers by,
j|

And so wast thou, Lord Hastings, when my iv

Was stabb’d with bloody daggers : God, I U
him.

That none of you may live your natural age,;

But by some unlook’d accident cut off!

Glou. Have done thy charm, thou halt

wither’d hag

!

Q. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, do^jc*

thou shalt hear me.
If heaven have any grievous plague in store

Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,
j

O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe,

And then hurl down their indignation
^

I

On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peJ
The worm of conscience still begnaw thy soiU

Thy friends suspedt for traitors while thou lip

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friencp

No sleep close up that deadly -eye of thine, li

Unless it be whilst some tormenting dream,
j,

Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils

!

Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog

!

Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity

The slave of nature and the son of hell ! I

Thou slander of thy mother’s heavy womb!
p

Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins

!

Thou rag of honour ! thou detested—• .1

Gloic. Margaret.

Q. Mar. Richard

!

Glou. Ha

!

Q. Mar. I call the<

Glou. I cry thee mercy then, for I

thought
That thou hadst call’d me all these bitter najs

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but look’d f(S

reply.

O, let me make the period to my curse ! I

Glou. ’Tis done by me, .and ends in *1

garet.’

Q. Eliz. Thus have you breathed your <l

against yourself.
> f

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourii

my fortune ! 'I
Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spiel

Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about?

Fool, fool ! thou whet’st a knife to kill thyse

The time will come when thou shalt wish foi

To help thee: curse that poisonous bunch-h

toad. J
Hast. False-boding woman, end thy fr;

curse,

Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. <*

j

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you
!
you

J

all moved mine.

Riv. Were you well served, you woulf

taught your duty.

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all snoua

me duty,

Teach me to be your queen, and you my
jedts:

O, serve me well, and teach yourselves!

duty
! • 1

•

Dor. Dispute not with her ;
she is lunatij

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquess, you)

malapert

:

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce cun

O, that your young nobility could judge ,

What ’twere to lose it, and be miserable
! j
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y that stand high have many blasts to shake
them

; _ _
259

l if they fail, they dash themselves to pieces.

lou. Good counsel, marry : learn it, learn it,

marquess.

or. It toucheth you, my lord, as much as

me.
lou. Yea, and much more : but I was born
so high,

aery buildeth in the cedar’s top,

1 dallies with the wind and scorns the sun.

. Mar. Apd turns the sun to shade ; alas

!

alas!

ness my son, now in the shade of death ;

)se bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath
h in eternal darkness folded up.

r aery buildeth in our aery’s nest. 270
od, that seest it, do not suffer it;

t was won with blood, lost be it so !

uck.
'

Have done ! for shame, if not for
charity.

Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to
me:

haritably with me have you dealt,

shamefully by you my hopes are butcher’d,
charity is outrage, life my shame

;

in that shame still live my sorrow’s rage !

ick

.

Have done, have done.
Mar. O princely Buckingham, I’ll kiss
thy hand, 280
gn of league and amity with thee :

r fair befal thee and thy noble house !

garments are not spotted with our blood,
thou within the compass of my curse.
ick. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass
lips of those that breathe them in the air.

Mar. I’ll not believe but they ascend the
sky,

there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace,
lckingham, take heed of yonder dog

!

when he fawns, he bites; and when he
bites, 290
venom tooth will rankle to the death

:

2 not to do with him, beware of him ;

death, and hell have set their marks on him,
all their ministers attend on him.
ou. What doth she say, my Lord of Buck-
ingham ?

'ck. Nothing that I respedl, my gracious
lord.

Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my
gentle counsel ?

soothe the devil that I warn thee from ?

it remember this another day,
n he shall split thy very heart with sorrow,
say poor Margaret was a prophetess

! 301
each of you the subjects to his hate,
he to yours, and all of you to God’s ! {Exit.
1st. My hair doth stand on end to hear her
curses.

v. And so doth mine : I muse why she’s at
liberty.

7U- I cannot blame her: by God’s holy
mother,
lath had too much wrong

; and I repent
art thereof that I have done to her.
Eliz. I never did her any, to my knowledge.

But you have all the vantage of her
wrong. 3IO

563

I was too hot to do somebody good,
That is too cold in thinking of it now.
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid;
He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains

:

God pardon them that are the cause of it

!

Riv. Avirtuous and a Christian-like conclusion,
To pray for them that have done scathe to us.

Glou. So do I ever : [Aside] being well advised.
For had I cursed now, I had cursed myself.

Enter Catesby.

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you ;

And for your grace ; and you, my noble lords. 321
Q. Eliz. Catesby, we come. Lords, will you

go with us?
Riv. Madam, we will attend your grace.

[Exeunt all but Gloucester.
Glou. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.

The secret mischiefs that I set abroach
I lay unto the grievous charge of others.
Clarence, whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness,
I do beweep to many simple gulls

;

Namely, to Hastings, Derby, Buckingham

;

And say it is the queen and her allies 330
That stir the king against the duke my brother.
Now, they believe it ; and withal whet me
To be revenged on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey

:

But then I sigh
; and, with a piece of scripture,

Tell them that God bids us do good for evil

:

And thus I clothe my naked villany
With old odd ends stolen out of holy writ

;

And seem a saint, when most I play the devil.

Enter two Murderers.

Scene IV. London. The Tower.

Enter Clarence and Brakenbury.

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day ?

Clar. O, I have pass’d a miserable night,
So full of ugly sights, of ghastly dreams,
That, as I am a Christian faithful man,
I would not spend another such a night,
Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days,
So full of dismal terror was the time !

But, soft ! here come my executioners.
How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates

! 340
Are you now going to dispatch this deed ?

First Murd. We are, my lord; and come to
have the warrant,

That we may be admitted where he is.

Glou. Well thought upon ; I have it here about
me. [Gives the warrant.

When you have done, repair to Crosby Piace.
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution,
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead

;

For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.
First Murd. Tush

! 350
Fear not, my lord, we will not stand to prate

;

Talkers are no good doers: be assured
We come to use our hands and not our tongues.

Glou. Your eyes drop millstones, when fools’

eyes drop tears

:

I like you, lads ; about your business straight

;

Go, go, dispatch.

First Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Exeunt.



Brak. What was your dream ? I long to hear

you tell it.

Clar. Methoughts that I had broken from the

Tower,
And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy ;

io

And, in my company, my brother Gloucester

;

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk

Upon the hatches: thence we look’d toward

England,
And cited up a thousand fearful times,

During the wars of York and Lancaster

That had befall’n us. As we paced along

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,

Methought that Gloucester stumbled; and, in

falling,

Struck me, that thought to stay him, overboard,

Into the tumbling billows of the main.
_

20

Lord, Lord ! methought, what pain it was to

drown !

What dreadful noise of waters in mine ears !

What ugly sights of death within mine eyes !

Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ;

Ten thousand men that fishes gnaw’d upon ;

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,

Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels,

All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea:

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; and, in those holes

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 30
As ’twere in scorn of eyes, reflecting gems,

Which woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep,

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter’d by.

Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of

death
To gaze upon the secrets of the deep?

Clar. Methought I had ; and often did I strive

To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood

Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth

To seek the empty, vast and wandering air;

But smother’d it within my panting bulk, 40
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea.

Brak. Awaked you not with this sore agony?
Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen’d after

life;

O, then began the tempest to my soul,

Who pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood,

With that grim ferryman which poets write of,

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night.

The first that there did greet my stranger soul,

Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick

;

Who cried aloud, ‘What scourge for perjury 50

Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?’

And so he vanish’d : then came wandering by
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair

Dabbled in blood ;
and he squeak’d out aloud,

‘Clarence is come; false, fleeting, perjured Cla-

rence,

That stabb’d me in the field by Tewksbury

;

Seize on him, Furies, take him to your torments !

’

With that, methoughts, a legion of foul fiends

Environ’d me about, and howled in mine ears

Such hideous cries, that with the very noise 60

I trembling waked, and for a season after

Could not believe but that I was in hell,

Such terrible impression made the dream.
Brak. No marvel, my lord, though it affrighted

you

;

I promise you, I am afraid to hear you tell it.

Clar. O Brakenbury, I have done those things,

Which now bear evidence against my soul,

For Edward’s sake ; and see how he requites

0 God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease t

But thou wilt be avenged on my misdeeds,

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone,

O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor child

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me

;

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.

Brak. I will, my lord : God give your g
good rest! [Clarence si

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours,

Makes the night morning, and the noon
night.

Princes have but their titles for their glories.

An outward honour for an inward toil

;

And, for unfelt imagination,
They often feel a world of restless cares:

So that, betwixt their titles and low names,
There ’s nothing differs but the outward famt

Enter the two Murderers.

First Murd. Ho ! who ’s here ?

Brak. In God’s name what are you, and
came you hither?

First Murd. I would speak with Clan
and I came hither on my legs.

Brak. Yea, are you so brief?

Sec. Murd. O sir, it is better to be brief

tedious. Shew him our commission; tall

more. [Brakenbury reai

Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliv

The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands;
I will not reason what is meant hereby,

Because I will be guiltless of the meaning.
Here are the keys, there sits the duke aslee]

I ’ll to the king ; and signify to him
That thus I have resign’d my charge to you.

First Murd. Do so, it is a point of wist

fare you well. [Exit Brakenbury.
Sec. Murd. What, shall we stab him a

sleeps ?

First Murd. No ; then he will say ’twas

cowardly, when he wakes.
Sec. Murd. When he wakes! why, foo

shall never wake till the judgement-day.
First Murd. Why, then he will sa)

stabbed him sleeping.

Sec. Murd. The urging of that word ‘ji

ment’ hath bred a kind of remorse in me.

First Murd. What, art thou afraid?

Sec. Murd. Not to kill him, having a

rant for it; but to be damned for killing

from which no warrant can defend us.

First Murd. I thought thou hadst bee

solute.

Sec. Murd. So I am, to let him live.

First Mtird. Back to the Duke of Glouc<

tell him so.

Sec. Murd. I pray thee, stay a while : I

my holy humour will change ;
’twas wont to

me but while one would tell twenty.

First Murd. How dost thou feel thyself

Sec. Murd. ’Faith, some certain dregs ol

science are yet within me.
First Murd. Remember our reward,

the deed is done.

Sec. Murd. ’Zounds, he dies: I had forge

reward.
First Murd. Where is thy conscience n
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'ec. Murd. In the Duke of Gloucester’s purse.

•irst Murd. So when he opens his purse

;ive us our reward, thy conscience flies out.

ec. Murd. Let it go; there’s few or none
entertain it.

'irst Murd. How if it come to thee again?

ec. Murd. I’ll not meddle with it: it is a
gerous thing: it makes a man a coward: a

1 cannot steal, but it accuseth him ; he cannot

:ar, but it checks him; he cannot lie with his

jhbour’s wife, but it detects him : ’tis a blush-

shamefast spirit that mutinies in a man’s
am; it fills one full of obstacles: it made me
e restore a purse of gold that I found ; it

gars any man that keeps it : it is turned out

all towns and cities for a dangerous thing;

every man that means to live well endea-
rs to trust to himself and to live without it.

'irst Murd. ’Zounds, it is even now at my
)w, persuading me not to kill the duke. 150
ec. Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and
eve him not: he would insinuate with thee

to make thee sigh.

'irst Mtird. Tut, I am strong-framed, he
not prevail with me, I warrant thee.

ec. Mtird. Spoke like a tall fellow that

)edls his reputation. Come, shall we to this

r?

irst Murd. Take him over the costard with
hilts of thy sword, and then we will chop
in the malmsey-butt in the next room. 161

ec. Murd. O excellent device ! make a sop
lim.

irst Murd. Hark! he stirs: shall I strike?

ec. Murd. No, first let’s reason with him.
lar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup
of wine.

ec. Murd. You shall have wine enough, my
lord, anon.

Iar. In God’s name, what art thou?
ec. Murd. A man, as you are. 170
lar. But not, as I am, royal.

ec. Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal.

lar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are
humble.

ec. Murd. My voice is now the king’s, my
looks mine own.

lar. How darkly and how deadly dost thou
speak

!

ir eyes do menace me : why look you pale ?

0 sent you hither? Wherefore do you come?
oth. To, to, to

—

lar. To murder me?
oth. Ay, ay.
lar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell

me so, 180
1 therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.

erein, my friends, have I offended you ?

irst Murd. Offended us you have not, but
the king.

lar. I shall be reconciled to him again.
ec. Murd. Never, my lord; therefore pre-
pare to die.

lar. Are you call’d forth from out a world
of men

>lay the innocent? What is my offence?
-re are the evidence that do accuse me ?

at lawful quest have given their verdict up
0 the frowning judge? or who pronounced 190

The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death?
Before I be convict by course of law.
To threaten me with death is most unlawful.
I charge you, as you hope to have redemption
By Christ’s dear {flood shed for our grievous sins,

That you depart and lay no hands on me

:

The deed you undertake is damnable.
First Murd. What we will do, we do upon

command.
Sec. Murd. And he that hath commanded is

the king.
Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of

kings 200
Hath in the tables of his law commanded
That thou shalt do no murder : and wilt thou, then,
Spurn at his edict and fulfil a man’s?
Take heed; for he holds vengeance in his hands,
To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

Sec. Murd. And that same vengeance doth
he hurl on thee,

For false forswearing and for murder too

:

Thou didst receive the holy sacrament,
To fight in quarrel of the house of Lancaster.
First Mtird. And, like a traitor to the name

of God, 210
Didst break that vow ; and with thy treacherous

blade
Unrip’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son.

Sec. Murd. Whom thou wert sworn to cherish
and defend.

First Murd. How canst thou urge God’s
dreadful law to us,

When thou hast broke it in so dear degree ?

Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed?
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake :

Why, sirs,

He sends ye not to murder me for this

;

For in this sin he is as deep as I. 220
If God will be revenged for this deed,
O, know you yet, he doth it publicly:
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm;
He needs no indirect nor lawless course
To cut off those that have offended him.
First Murd. Who made thee, then, a bloody

minister,

When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet,
That princely novice, was struck dead by thee?

Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, andmy rage.
First Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty,

and thy fault, 230
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee.

Clar. Oh, if you love my brother, hate not me

;

I am his brother, and I love him well.

If you be hired for meed, go back again,
And I will send you to my brother Gloucester,
Who shall reward you better for my life

Than Edward will for tidings of my death.
Sec. Murd. You are deceived, your brother

Gloucester hates you.
Clar. O, no, he loves me, and he holds me

dear:
Go you to him from me.
Both. Ay, so we will. 240
Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father

York
Bless’d his three sons with his victorious arm,
And charged us from his soul to love each other,
He little thought of this divided friendship:
Bid Gloucester think of this, and he will weep.



First Murd. Ay, millstones ; as he lesson’d us

to weep.
Cldr. O, do not slander him, for he is kind.

First Murd. Right,

As snow in harvest. Thou deceivest thyself:
’ T'is he that sent us hither now to slaughter thee.

Clar. It cannot be ; for when I parted with him,

He hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with sobs,

That he would labour my delivery.

Sec. Murd. Why, so he doth, now he delivers

thee
From this world’s thraldom to the joys of heaven.

First Murd. Make peace with God, for you
must die, my lord.

Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul,

To counsel me to make my peace with God,
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind,

That thou wilt war with God by murdering me?
Ah, sirs, consider, he that set you on 261

To do this deed will hate you for the deed.

Sec. Murd. What shall we do ?

Clar. Relent, and save your souls.

First Murd. Relent! ’tis cowardly and wo-
manish.

Clar. Not to relent is beastly, savage, devilish.

Which of you, if you were a prince’s son,

Being pent from liberty, as I am now,
I f two such murderers as yourselves came to you,

Would not entreat for life?

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks

;

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer,

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me,

As you would beg, were you in my distress :

A begging prince what beggar pities not?

Sec. Murd. Look behind you, my lord.

First Mtird. Take that, and that : if all this

will not do, [Stabs him.

I’ll drown you in the malmsey-butt within.

[Exit, with the body.

Sec. Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately

dispatch’d

!

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands

Of this most grievous guilty murder done ! 280

270

Re-enter First Murderer.

First Murd. How now ! what mean’st thou

that thou help’st me not?

By heavens, the duke shall know how slack thou

art

!

Sec. Murd. I would he knew that I had saved

his brother !

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say

;

For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit.

First Murd. So do not I
:
go, coward as thou

art.

Now must I hide his body in some hole,

Until the duke take order for his burial

:

And when I have my meed, I must away

;

For this will out, and here I must not stay. 290

ACT II.

Scene I. London. The jbalace.

Flourish. Enter King Edward sick. Queen
Elizabeth, Dorset, Rivers, Hastings,
Buckingham, Grey, and others.

K. Edw. Why, so : now have I done a good

day’s work:

You peers, continue this united league:

I every day expedt an embassage
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence;

And now in peace my soul shall part to heav

Since I have set my friends at peace on eartl

,

Rivers and Hastings, take each other’s hand
Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love.

Riv. By heaven, my heart is purged
grudging hate

;

And with my hand I seal my true heart’s lovt .<

Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the li 0

K. Edw. Take heed you dally not b<j»

your king

;

Lest he that is the supreme King of kings

Confound your hidden falsehood, and award
Either of you to be the other’s end. I

Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfedt lo t

Riv. And I, as I love Hastings with my h< t

K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exem
this,

Nor your son Dorset, Buckingham, nor you

You have been fadtious one against the othe:

Wife, love Lord Hastings, let himkissyour h
And what you do, do it unfeignedly.

Q. Eliz. Here, Hastings; I will never ljg

remember
Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine ! I

K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him; Hast
j

love lord marquess.
Dor. This interchange of love, I here prcfo

Upon my part shall be unviolable.

Hast. And so swear I, my lord.

[They emb
K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham,

thou this league
With thy embracements to my wife’s allies,

And make me happy in your unity.

Btick. Whenever Buckingham doth tun

hate
On you. or yours [to the Queen\ but witl

duteous love

Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me

With hate in those where I expedt most love

When I have most need to employ a friend,

And most assured that he is a friend,

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,

Be he unto me ! this do I beg of God,
When I am cold in zeal to you or yours.

[They emb
K. Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely I

ingham,
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart.

There wanteth now our brother Gloucester

To make the perfedt period of this peace.

Bttck. And, in good time, here come;

noble duke.

Enter Gloucester.

Glou. Good morrow to my sovereign kin|

queen

;

And, princely peers, a happy time of day

!

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have

the day.
Brother, we have done deeds of charity

;

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate,

Between these swelling wrong-incensed pee:

Glou. A blessed labour, my most sove

liege

:

Amongst this princely heap, if any here,



false intelligence, or wrong surmise,

d me a foe

;

unwittingly, or in my rage,

aught committed that is hardly borne

any in this presence, I desire

reconcile me to his friendly peace :

death to- me to be at enmity ;
60

ite it, and desire all good men’s love.

-,t, madam, I entreat true peace of you,

ich I will purchase with my duteous service

;

you, my noble cousin Buckingham,
ver any grudge were lodged between us

;

you, Lord Rivers, and, Lord Grey, of you

;

it all without desert have frown’d on me

;

ices, earls, lords, gentlemen ;
indeed, of all.

) not know that Englishman alive

:h whom my soul is any jot at odds 70
re than the infant that is born to-night:

ianl< my God for my humility.

). Eliz. A holy day shall this be kept here-

after :

ould to God all strifes were well compounded,
sovereign liege, I> do beseech your majesty

take our brother Clarence to your grace.

'lou. Why, madam, have I offer’d love for

this,

be so flouted in this royal presence?

10 knows not that the noble duke is deadtf

[ They all start.

1 do him injury to scorn his corse. 80

\iv. Who knows not he is dead ! who knows
he is?

>. Eliz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is

this

!

luck. Look I so pale, Lord Dorset, as the

rest?

hr. Ay, my good lord ; and no one in this

presence
t his red colour hath forsook his cheeks.

C. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was
reversed.

llou. But he, poor soul, by your first order

died,

i that a winged Mercury did bear

;

ne tardy cripple bore the countermand,
at came too lag to see him buried. 90
i grant that some, less noble and. less loyal,

arer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood,

serve not worse than wretched Clarence did,

i yet go current from suspicion

!

Enter Derby.

hr. A boon, my sovereign, for my service

done

!

C. Edw. I pray thee, peace : my soul is full

of sorrow.
~)er. I will not rise, unless your highness grant.
C. Edw. Then speak at onee what is it thou
demand’st.

~)er. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s
life

;

10 slew to-day a riotous gentleman 100
ely attendant on the Duke of Norfolk.
C Edw. Have 1 a tongue to doom my bro-

ther’s death,
i shall the same give pardon to a slave ?
’ brother slew no man ; his fault was thought,
d yet his punishment was cruel death.
10 sued to me for him? who, in my rage,

Kneel’d at my feet, and bade me be advised ?

Who spake of brotherhood? who spake of love?

Who told me how the poor soul did forsake

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me? iro

Who told me, in the field by Tewksbury,
When Oxford had me down, he rescued me,
And said, ‘Dear brother, live, and be a king’?

Who told me, when'we both lay in the field

Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me
Even in his own garments, and gave himself,

All thin and naked, to the numb cold night?

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you
Had so much grace to put it in my mind. 120

But when your carters or your waiting-vassals

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defaced
The precious image of our dear Redeemer,
You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon

;

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you :

But for my brother not a man would speak,

Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all

Have been beholding to him in his life

;

Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 130
0 God, I fear thy justice will take hold

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this !

Come, Hastings, help- me to my closet. Oh,
poor Clarence

!

{Exeunt some-with King and Queen.
Glou. This is the fruit of rashness ! Mark’d

you not
How that the guilty kindred of the queen
Look’d pale when they did hear of Clarence*

death?
O, they did urge it still unto the king

!

God will revenge it. But come, let us in.

To comfort Edward with our company.
Buck. We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt

.

Scene II. The palace.

Enter the Duchess of York, with the two
children of Clarence.

Boy. Tell me, good grandam, is our father

dead ?

Duch. No, boy.
Boy. Why do you wring your hands, and beat

your breast,

And cry ‘ O Clarence, my unhappy son !

’

Girl. Why do you look on us, and shake your
head,

And call us wretches, orphans, . castaways,

If that our noble fatheirbe alive?

Duch. My pretty cousins, you mistake me
much

;

1 do lament the sickness of the king,

As loath to lose him, not your father’s death ; 10
1 1 were lost sorrow to wail one that ’s lost.

Boy. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is

dead.
The king my uncle is to blame for this ::

God will revenge it ; whom I will importune
With daily prayers all to that effedl.

Girl. And so will I.

Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the king doth
love you well

:

Incapable and shallow innocents,
You cannot guess who caused your father’s death.
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Boy. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle

Gloucester 20

Told me, the king, provoked by the queen,

Devised impeachments to imprison him:

And when my uncle told me so, he wept.

And hugg’d me in his arm, and kindly kiss’d my
cheek

;

Bade me rely on him as on my father,

And he would love me dearly as his child.

Duch. Oh, that deceit should steal such gentle

shapes,

And with a virtuous vizard hide foul guile !

He is my son
;
yea, and therein my shame

;

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 30

Son. Think you my uncle did dissemble,

grandam ?

Duch. Ay, boy.

Son. I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise is this?

Enter Queen Elizabeth, with her hair about

her ears; Rivers and Dorset after her.

Q. Eliz. Oh, who shall hinder me to wail and
weep,

To chide my fortune, and torment myself?

I’ll join with black despair against my soul,

And to myself become an enemy.
Duch. What means this scene of rude impa-

tience?

Q. Eliz. To make an a<5t of tragic violence :

Edward, my lord, your son, our king, is dead. 40
Why grow the branches now the root is wither’d?

Why wither not the leaves the sap being gone?

If you will live, lament ;
if die, be brief,

That our swift-winged souls may catch the king’s

;

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest.

Duch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy

sorrow
As I had title in thy noble husband !

I have bewept a worthy husband’s death,

And lived by looking on his images
: 50

But now two mirrors of his princely semblance

Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death,

And I for comfort have but one false glass,

Which grieves me when I see my shame in him.

Thou art a widow ;
yet thou art a mother,

And hast the comfort of thy children left thee

:

But death hath snatch’d my husband from mine
arms,

And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble limbs, .

Edward and Clarence. O, what cause have I,

Thine being but a moiety of my grief,
.

60

To overgo thy plaints and drown thy cries !

Boy. Good aunt, you wept not for our father’s

death

;

How can we aid you with our kindred tears ?

Girl. Our fatherless distress was left unmoan’d

;

Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept !

Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation

;

I am not barren to bring forth complaints :

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes,

That I, being govern’d by the watery moon,
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the

world! 7°

Oh for my husband, for my dear lord Edward !

Chil. Oh for our father, for our dear lord

I

Clarence

!

Duch. Alas for both, both mine, Edward and
Clarence

!

Q. Eliz. What stay had I but Edward?
he ’s gone.

Chil. What stay had we but Clarence?
he’s gone.

Duch. What stays had I but they? and
are gone.

Q. Eliz. Was never widow had so dear a

'

Chil. Were never orphans had so dear a 1

Duch. Was never mother had so dear a 1

Alas, I am the mother of these moans

!

Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general.

She for an Edward weeps, and so do I

;

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she

:

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I

;

I for an Edward weep, so do not they :

Alas, you three, on me, threefold distress’d,

Pour all your tears ! I am your sorrow’s nurs

And I will pamper it with lamentations.
.

Dor. Comfort, dear mother: God is rri

displeased

That you take with unthankfulness bis doing

In common worldly things, ’tis call’d ungrate

With dull unwillingness to repay a debt

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly leu

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven,

For it requires the royal debt it lent you.

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a cai

mother,
Of the young prince your son: send stra

for him

;

Let him be crown’d ;
in him your comfort liv

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s gr

And plant yourjoys in living Edward’s throne.

Enter Gloucester, Buckingham, Deri
Hastings, and Ratcliff.

Glou. Madam, have comfort : all of us 1

cause
To wail the dimming of our shining star ;

But none can cure their harms by wailing th<

Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy

;

I did not see your grace : humbly on my kne

I crave your blessing.

Duch. God bless thee ; and put meeknes
thy mind,

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty

!

Glou. [Aside] Amen; and make me d

good old man !

That is the butt-end of a mother’s blessing

:

I marvel why her grace did leave it out.

Buck. You cloudy princes and heart-sori

ing peers,

That bear this mutual heavy load of moan,

Now cheer each other in each other’s love:.

Though we have spent our harvest of this kir

We are to reap the harvest of his son.

The broken rancour of your high-swoln heart

But lately splinter’d, knit, and join’d togethe

Must gently be preserved, cherish’d, and kej

Me seemeth good, that, with some little train,

Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince

fetch’d

Hither to London, to be crown’d our king.

Riv. Why with some little train, my Lor

Buckingham ?

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitu<

The new-heal’d wound of malice should b:

out

;



'E II .

}

KING RICHARD III. 569

:h would be so much the more dangerous,
iow much the estate is green and yet un-
gc-vern’d :

re every horse bears his commanding rein,

may diredt his course as please himself,
ell the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 130

y opinion, ought to be prevented.
iu. I hope the king made peace with all

of us;

the compadt is firm and true in me.
v. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all

:

since it is but green, it should be put
3 apparent likelihood of breach,
h haply by much company might be urged

:

sfore I say with noble Buckingham,
it is meet so few should fetch the prince.
•st. And so say I. I4o
»». Then be it so; and go we to de-
termine
they shall be that straight ’shall post to
Ludlow.
.m, and you, my mother, will you go
ve your censures in this weighty business?

Ejf
2'

j-
With all our hearts.

xeunt all but Buckingham and Gloucester.
k. My Lord, whoever journeys to the
prince,

rod’s sake, let not us two be behind

;

>y the way, I ’ll sort occasion,
lex to the story we late talk’d of,

art the queen’s proud kindred from the

150
l. My other self, my counsel’s consistory,
acle, my prophet ! My dear cousin,
a child, will go by thy diredtion.
ds Ludlow then, for we ’ll not stay behind.

[Exeunt

.

Scene III. London• A street•

Enter two Citizens, meeting.

tCit. Neighbour, well met: whither away
ofast?

Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know
tyself

:

'ou the news abroad?
tC}t. Ay, that the king is dead.
Cit. Bad news, by ’r lady ; seldom comes
ie better

:

I fear ’twill prove a troublous world.

Enter another Citizen.

'd Cit. Neighbours, God speed !

^ Cit. Give you good morrow, sir.
a Cit. Doth this news hold of good King
dward’s death?
Cit% Ay, sir, it is too true; God help
ie while

!

d Cit. Then, masters, look to see a
oublous world.
' Cit. No, no; by God’s good grace his
n shall reign. IO
d Cit. Woe to that land that’s govern’d
r a child

!

Cit. In him there is a hope of govern

-

his nonage council under him,
h, s full and ripen’d years himself,

No doubt, shall then and till then govern well.
First Cit. So stood the state when Henry the

Sixth
Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old.
Third Cit. Stood the state so? No, no, good

friends, God wot ;

For then this land was famously enrich’d
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 20
Had virtuous uncles to protedl his grace.
First Cit. Why, so hath this, both by the

father and mother.
Third Cit. Better it were they all came by

the father,

Or by the father there were none at all

;

For emulation now, who shall be nearest,
Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not.
O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloucester

!

And the queen’s sons and brothers haught and
proud

:

And were they to be ruled, and not to rule.
This sickly land might solace as before. 30
First Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst;

all shall be well.

Third Cit. When clouds appear, wise men
put on their cloaks;

When great leaves fall, the winter is at hand ;

When the sun sets, who doth not look for night?
Untimely storms make men expedt a dearth.
All may be well ; but, if God sort it so,

’Tis more than we deserve, or I expedt.
Sec. Cit. Truly, the souls of men are full

of dread:
Ye cannot reason almost with a man
That looks not heavily and full of fear. 40
Third Cit. Before the times of change, still

is it so

:

By a divine instindt men’s minds mistrust
Ensuing dangers ; as, by proof, we see
The waters swell before a boisterous storm.
But leave it all to God. Whither away?
Sec. Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the

\ justices.

Third Cit. And so was I : I ’ll bear you com-
pany*

[Exeunt

.

Scene IV. London. The palace.

Enter the Archbishop of York, the young
Duke of York, Queen Elizabeth, and the
Duchess of York.
Arch. Last night, I hear, they lay at North-

ampton ;

At Stony-Stratford will they be to-night

:

To-morrow, or next day, they will be here,
Duch. I long with all my heart to see the

prince

:

I hope he is much grown since last I saw him.
Q. Eliz. But I hear, no; they say my son

of York
Hath almost overta’en him in his growth.

York. Ay, mother; but I would not have
it so.

Duch. Why, my young cousin, it is good
to grow.

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit
at supper, 1Q

My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow
More than my brother: ‘Ay,’ quoth my uncle

Gloucester,



‘ Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow

And since! methinks, I would not grow so fast.

Because ’sweet flowers are slow and weeds

DtJch^Good faith, good faith, the saying did

not hold „ , « _

Tn him that did object the same fo thee

.

He was the wretched’st thing when he was young,

So long a-growing and so leisurely.

That, if this rule were true, he should be gracious.

Arch Why, madam, so, no doubt, he is. 21

Duck. I hope he is; but yet lei mothers doubt.

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been re

member’d, « ,
.

T could have given my uncle s grace a bout,
>

To touch his frowth nearer than he touch dmme.

Duck. How, my pretty York? I pray thee,

York. "Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast

York"
S
who'told

thee this?

Vnrk Grandam, his nurse.

Duck. His nurse ! why, she was dead ere thou

York*
1

If ^twere not she, I cannot tell who

Q. fL A parlous hoy :
go to, you are too

Arf.^Gooi. madam, be not angry with the

child.

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears.

And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen

Or let me die, to look on death no more 1

;

Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy ; we wi

sanctuary.

Madam, farewell.

Duch. I ’ft alonS Wldl you*

O Eliz. You have no cause.
#

Arch My gracious lady

And thither bear your treasure and your got

For my part, I ’ll resign unto your grace

The seal I keep : and so betide to me

As well I tender you and all of yours

!

Come, I’ll conduct you to the sanctuary.
\_tLX

ACT III.

Scene I. London. A. street

The trumpets sound. Enter the young Pfc

the Dukes ofGloucester and Bucking
^ . . Honuruipp Gatesby. and, o

Enter a Messenger.

Arch. Here comes a messenger. What news?
Here comes a .

Mess. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to

unfold.
, . „

0 Eliz. How fares the prince ?

Mess. Well, madam, and m health. 4°

T)urh What is thy news then ?

Mess'. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent to

With th^Si’r Thomas Vaughan prisoners.

D«ch. Who hath committed,them ^
Cloucester and Buckingham.^^ offence ,

"htri -f -
The dgern’ow hath seized the gentle hind ; So

Insulting tyranny begins to jet
.

Upon the innocent and aweless throne •

Welcome, destruaion, death, and massacre .

1

TuX ‘Acc^ed andun^ufet wrangling days,

How many of you have mine eyes beheld

My husband lost his life to get the crown

;

And often up and down my sons were toss d.

For me to joy and weep their gain and loss:

a n(i being seated, and domestic broils

Oean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors

Make war upon themselves ;
blood against bloo

Self against self: O, preposterous

t/te Dunes oj ynjukcctun — -

Cardinal Bourchier, Catesby, ando

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to Lond-

your chamber.
, ,

Clou. Welcome, dear cousin, my tho

sovereign: . . ,

The weary way hath made you melancholj

Prince. No, uncle ;
but our crosses on th

Have made it tedious, wearisome, and hea

I want more uncles here to welcome me.

Glou. Sweet prince, the untainted \

Hath^not /et dived into the world’s deceit

Nor more can you distinguish of

;

a ™an
, j

Than of his outward show ;
which, God he \

Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart.

,

Those uncles which you want were danger

Your grace attended to their

But look’d not on the poison of their heart

God kqep you from them, and from sue

Prince. God keep me from false friend

they were none.

Glou. My lord, the mayor of London

to greet you.

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his trai

May. God bless your grace with hea

happy days !
%

.

Prince. I thank you, good my lord ;
an

I thought my mother, and my brotherYo

Would long ere this have met us on the w

Fie, what a slug is Hastings, that he co

To tell us whether they will come or no

.

Enter Lord Hastings,

Buck. And, in good time, here coi

sweating lord.

Prince. Welcome, my lord: what,

mother come?
. , ,

Hast. On what occasion, God ne

The queenyour mother, and your brotht

Have taken sanauary : the tender princ

Would fainhave come with me to meet yw

But by his mother was perforce withheld

Buck Fie, what an inairea and peevis

Is this of hers ! Lord cardinal, will your
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ade the queen to send the Duke of York
his princely brother presently?

deny, Lord Hastings, go with him,
rom her jealous arms pluck him perforce.

•d. My Lord of Buckingham, if my weak
>ratory

-om his mother win the Duke of York,
expedt him here; but if she be obdurate
Id entreaties, God in heaven forbid 40
ould infringe the holy privilege

ssed sandtuary ! not for all this land
1 I be guilty of so deep a sin.

k. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord,

jremonious and traditional

:

i it but with the grossness of this age,
reak not sandtuary in seizing him.
snefit thereof is always granted
>se whose dealings have deserved the place,
lose who have the wit to claim the place

:

rince hath neither claim’d it nor deserved it

;

lerefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it

:

taking him from thence that is not there,
:eak no privilege nor charter there,
ve I heard of sandtuary men ;

ndtuary children ne’er till now.
l. My lord, you shall o’er-rule my mind
:>r once.

on, Lord Hastings, will you go with me?
t. I go, my lord.

ice. Good lords, make all the speedy haste
ou may. 60

[Exeunt Cardinal and Hastings.
ncle Gloucester, if our brother come,
shall we sojourn till our coronation?
Where it seems best unto your royal

ly counsel you, some day or two
ighness shall repose you at the Tower:
•vhere you please, a.nd shall be thought
lost fit

ur best health and recreation.
ce. I do not like the Tower, of any place.
lius Caesar build that place, my lord ?

’• He did, my gracious lord, begin that
ace

; 70
,
since, succeeding ages have re-edified.

ce. Is it upon record, or else reported
lively from age to age, he built it?
'. Upon record, my gracious lord.
ce. But say, my lord, it were not re-
ster’d,

ks the truth should live from age to age,
re retail’d to all posterity,
) the general all-ending day.
. [Aside] So wise so young, they say, do

:ver live long.
ce. What say you, uncle ? 80

I say, without charablers, fame lives
ng.

Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity,
ize two meanings in one word.
ce. That Julius Caesar was a famous man

;

hat his valour did enrich his wit,
set down to make his valour live

:

nakes. no conquest of this conqueror

;

v he lives in fame, though not in life,

you what, my cousin Buckingham,

—

What, my gracious lord? 90
'e. An if I live until I be a man,

I ’ll win our ancient right in France again,
Or die a soldier, as I lived a king.

Clou. [Aside] Short summers lightly have a
forward spring.

Enteryoung York, Hastings, and the
Cardinal.

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the
Duke of York.

Prince. Richard of York ! how fares our loving
brother?

York. Well, my dread lord; so must I call
you now.

Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is

yours

:

Too late he died that might have kept that title,

Which by his death hath lost much majesty. 100
Glou.. ' How fares our cousin, noble Lord of

^
York?

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord,
You said that idle weeds are fast in growth :

The prince my brother hath outgrown me far.
Glou. He hath, my lord.

York. And therefore is he idle?
Glou. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so.
York. Then is he more beholding to you

than I.

Glou. He may command me as my sovereign

;

But you have power in me as in a kinsman.
York. I pray you, uncle, give me this dagger.
Glou. My dagger, little cousin? with all my

heart. m
Prince. A beggar, brother?
York. Ofmy kind uncle, that I know will give

;

And being but a toy, which is no grief to give.
Glou. A greater gift than that I’ll give my

cousin.

York. A greater gift! O, that’s the sword
to it.

Glou. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough.
York. O, then, I see, you will part but with

light gifts ;

In weightier. things you’ll say a beggar nay.
Glou. It is too heavy for your grace to wear.
York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 121
Glou. What, would you have my weapon,

little lord?
York. I would, that I might thank you as you

call me.
Glou. How?
York. Little.

Prmce. My Lord of York will still be cross in
talk

:

Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear

with me

:

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me

;

Because that I am little, like an ape, 130
He thinks that you should bear me on your

shoulders.
Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he

reasons

!

To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle,
He prettily and aptly taunts himself

:

So cunning and so young is wonderful.
Glou. My lord, will’t please you pass along?

Myself and my good cousin Buckingham
Will to your mother, to entreat of her
To meet you at the Tower and welcome von.



572
KING RICHARD III. [Ac|

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my
lord?

, M11_
.

x4°

Prince. My lord protedlor needs will have it so.

York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.

Glou. Why, what should you fear?

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost

:

My grandam told me he was murder’d there.

Prince. I fear no uncles dead.

Glou. Nor none that live, I hope.

Prince. An if they live, I hope I need not fear.

But come, my lord ; and with a heavy heart,

Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 150

lA Sennet. Exeunt all but Gloucester,

Buckingham and Catesby.

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating

York
Was not incensed by his subtle mother

To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously ?

Glou. No doubt, no doubt : O, ’tis a parlous

boy ; .

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable

:

He is all the mother’s, from the top to toe.

Buck. Well, let them rest. Come hither,

Catesby. _ _ ,

Thou art sworn as deeply to effedl what we in-

tend
As closely to conceal what we impart

:

Thou know’ st our reasons urged upon the way

;

What think’st thou? is it not an easy matter 161

To make William Lord Hastings of our mind,

For the instalment of this noble duke

In the seat royal of this famous isle?

Cate. He for his father’s sake so loves the

prince, . , .

That he will not be won to aught against him.

Buck. What think’st thou, then, of Stanley ?

what will he? __ , .

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth.

Buck. Well, then, no more but this
:
go, gentle

And, as it were far off, sound thou Lord Hastings,

How he doth stand affedled to our purpose ; 17

1

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower,

To sit about the coronation.

If thou dost find him tradlable to us,

Encourage him, and show him all our reasons

.

If he be leaden, icy-cold, unwilling,

Be thou so too; and so break off your talk,

And give us notice of his inclination :

For we to-morrow hold divided councils,

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ’d. 180

Glou. Commend me to Lord William: tell

him, Catesby,

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries

To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ;

And bid my friend, for joy of this good news,

Give Mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more.

Buck. Good Catesby, go, effedt this business

Cate,|

U
My good lords both, with all the heed

I may. „ _ .

Glou. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere

we sleep?

Cate. You shall, my lord.

Glou. At Crosby Place, there shall you find us

both. [Exit Catesby. 190

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we

Glou. Chop off his head, man ; somewhsw

will do

:

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of m
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveable

Whereof the king my brother stood possess’<j-

Btick. I’ll claim that promise at your gijl

hands. 1
Glou. And look to have it yielded wit a

willingness. I

Come, let us sup betimes, that afterwards
g

We may digest our complots in some form,
|

lExh

Scene II. Before Lord Hastings' hou&

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. What, ho ! my lord
! g

Hast. [ Within ] Who knocks at the doo

Mess. A messenger from the Lord Stanl
(

Enter Lord Hastings.

Hast. What is ’t o’clock?

Mess. Upon the stroke of four.

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep these te|

nights?

Mess. So it should seem by that I have t|

First, he commends him to your noble lordd

Hast. And then?

Mess . And then he sends you word
# J

He dreamt to-night the boar had razed his 1

Besides, he says there are two councils held

And that may be determined at the one *

Which may make you and him to rue at the

Therefore he sends to know your lore

pleasure,

If presently you will take horse with him,

And with all speed post with him towar

north, I

To shun the danger that his soul divines.

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy I<1

Bid him not fear the separated councils
: j

His honour and myself are at the one.

And at the other is my servant Catesby; i

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth v

Whereof I shall not have intelligence.
#

I

Tell him his fears are shallow, wanting ins

And for his dreams, I wonder he is so fond

To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers

:

To fly the boar before the boar pursues.

Were to incense the boar to follow us

And make pursuit where he did mean no c

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me

;

And we will both together to the Tower,

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us k

Mess. My gracious lord, I’ll tell hin

you say.

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots?

Enter Catesby.

Cate. Many good morrows to my nobk

Hast. Good morrow, Catesby ;
you ar

stirring

:

What news, what news, in this our tottering

Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my.

And I believe ’twill never stand upright

Till Richard wear the garland of the realn

Hast. How ! wear the garland ! dost tho

the crown?
Cate. Ay, my good lord.
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st. I ’ll have this crown of mine cut fron
my shoulders
will see the crown so foul misplaced,
anst thou guess that he doth aim at it?
‘

e . Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find yoi
forward
his party for the gain thereof :

hereupon he sends you this good news,
this same very day your enemies, 49
indred of the queen, must die at Pomfret.
st. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news,
.se they have been still mine enemies :

hat I’ll give my voice on Richard’s side,
r my master’s heirs in true descent,
nows I will not do it, to the death.
e. God keep your lordship in that gracious
nind !

't. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month
lence,

hey who brought me in my master’s hate,
to look upon their tragedy.
:hee, Catesby,— 60
\ What, my lord?
t. Ere a fortnight make me elder,
id some packing that yet think not on it.

’Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord,
men are unprepared and look not for it.

t. 0 monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls
: out

livers, Vaughan, Grey : and so ’twill do
some men else, who think themselves as
safe

u and I ; who, as thou know’st, are dear
icely Richard and to Buckingham. 70
. The princes both make high account of
ou ;

1
For they account his head upon the bridge.

•• 1 know they do ; and I have well de-
lved it.

Eiiter Lord Stanley.

3n,^ come on ; where is your boar-spear,

>u the boar, and go so unprovided ?

• My lord, good morrow
; good morrow7

,

itesby :

ty jest on, but, by the holy rood,
t like these several councils, I.

My lord,

ny life as dear as you do yours ; 80
ver in my life, I do protest,
more precious to me than ’tis now :

rou, but that I know our state secure,
be so triumphant as I am?
The lords at Pomfret, when they rode

>m London,
'cund, and supposed their state was sure,
y indeed had no cause to mistrust ;

you see, how soon the day o’ercast.
iden stab of rancour I misdoubt :

say> 1 Prove a needless coward ! 90
>hall we toward the Tower? the dav is
:nt

Come, come, have with you. Wot you
at, my lord ?

the lords you talk of are beheaded.
.

I hey for their truth, might better wear
ir heads

Than some that have accused them wear their
hats.

But come, my lord, let us away.

Enter a Pursuivant.

Hast. Go on before; I’ll talk with this good
fellow. {Exeunt Stanley and Catesby.

How now, sirrah ! how goes the world with thee?
Ptcrs. The better that your lordship please

to ask.
99Hast. 1 tell thee, man, ’tis better with me now

than when I met thee last where now we meet :

I hen was I going prisoner to the Tower,
By the suggestion of the queen’s allies ;

But now, I tell thee—keep it to thyself—
This day those enemies are put to death,
And I in better state than e’er I was.
Purs. God hold it, to your honour’s good

content !

Hast. Gramercy, fellow : there, drink that for
me

- {.Throws him his purse.
Purs. God save your lordship

! {Exit.

Enter a Priest.

Priest. Well met, my lord
; I am glad to see !

your honour. A IO !

Hast. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all
my heart.

I am in your debt for your last exercise;
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you.

{He whispers in his ear.

Enter Buckingham.
Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord cham-

berlain ?

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest
;

Your honour hath no shriving work in hand.
Hast. Good faith, and when I met this holy

man,
Those men you talk of came into my mind.
What, go you toward the Tower ?

Buck. I do, my lord ; but long I shall not stay :

I shall return before your lordship thence. 12

1

Hast. ’Tis like enough, for I stay dinner there.
Buck. {Aside] And supper too, although thou

know’st it not.
Come, will you go?
Hast. I ’ll wait upon your lordship. {Exeunt.

Scene III. Pomfret Castle.

Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with halberds
carrymg Rivers, Grey, a?id Vaughan to
death.

Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners.
Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this :To-aay shall thou behold a subjedf die

For truth, for duty, and for loyalty.
Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack

of you !

A knot you are of damned blood-suckers.
Vaug. You live that shall cry woe for this

hereafter.

Rat. Dispatch
; the limit of your lives is out.

Riv.
'

O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody
prison,

Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! 10
Within the guilty closure of thy walls
Richard the second here was hack’d to death

;



And, for more slander to thy dismal seat,

We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink.

Grey. Now Margaret s curse is fall n upon our

For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son.

Riv. Then cursed she Hastings, then cursed

she Buckingham,
, n ,

Then cursed she Richard. O, remember, God,

To hear her prayers for them, as now for us

.

And for my sister and her princely sons, 20

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood,

Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt.

Rat. Make haste ;
the hour of death is expiate

Riv. Come, Grey, come, Vaughan, let us all

embrace : . ,

And take our leave, until we meet in heavmn^
Scene IV. The Tower ofLondon.

Enter Buckingham, Derby, Hastings, Mr

Bishop of Ely, Ratcliff, Lovel , with others,

and. take their seats at a table.

Hast. My lords, at once : the cause why we

are met
Is, to determine of the coronation.

In God’s name, speak: when is the royal day.

Buck. Are all things fitting for that royal time

.

Der It is, and wants but nomination.

Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day.

Buck. Who knows the lord protestors mind

Who is most inward with the royal duke?

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest

know his mind.
, . .

Buck. Who, I, my lord ! we know each other s

faces, c

But for our hearts, he knows no more of mine,

Than I of yours ;
•

Nor I no more of his, than you of mine.

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love.

Hast. I thank his grace, 1 know he loves me

well
; .

But, for his purpose in the coronation,
?

I have not sounded him, nor he deliver d

His gracious pleasure any way therein :

But you, my noble lords, may name the time.

And in the duke’s behalf I ’ll give my voice 20

Which, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part.

Enter Gloucester.

Ely. Now in good time, here comes the duke

Gfou™ My noble lords and cousins all, good

morrow. , T ,

I have been long a sleeper ;
but, I hope,

Mv absence doth neglefl no great designs.

Whichby my presence might have been conclud .

Buck Had not you come upon your cue, my

William
d
Lord Hastings had pronounced your

I mea
P
nTy<mr voice,-for crowning of the king.

clou. Than my Lord Hastings no man might

be bolder ; . , n
His lordship knows me well, and loves me well.

Hast I thank your grace
•

f
* My lord?

Glou. When I was last in Holborn,

I saw good strawberries in your garden ther

I do beseech you send for some of them. I

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with a v

' heart. . I

Glou. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with 4

[Drawing him t i

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our bush I

And finds the testy gentleman so hot,

As he will lose his head ere give consent

His master’s son, as worshipful he terms it,

Shall lose the royalty of England’s throne.

Buck. Withdraw you hence, my lord

follow you.
[Exit Gloucester

,
Buckinghamfolio

Der. We have not yet set down this c

triumph.
t .

To-morrow, in mine opinion, is too sudden

For I myself am not so well provided

As else I would be, were the day prolong d

Re-enter Bishop of Ely.

Ely. Where is my lord proteftor? I ha>

for these strawberries.

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and s

There’s some conceit or other likes him

When he doth bid good morrow with such £

I think there’s never a man in Christendon

That can less hide his love or hate than he

For by his face straight shall you know his

Der. What of his heart perceive you in 1

By any likelihood he show’d to-day?

Hast. Marry, that with no man hen

offended
; . . , . .

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks.

Der. I pray God he be not, I say.

Re-enter Gloucester and Buckingh

Glou. I pray you all, tell me what they <

That do conspire my death with devilish p

Of damned witchcraft, and that have prev.

Upon my body with their hellish charms.

Hast. The tender love I bear your gn

Makes me most forward in this noble pres

To doom the offenders, whatsoever they t

I say, my lord, they have deserved death.

Glou. Then be your eyes the witness ol

See how I am bewitch’d ;
behold mine ar;

Is, like a blasted sapling, wither’d up:

And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrou:

Consorted with that harlot strumpet bhor

That by their witchcraft thus have mance

Hast. If they have done this thing, my £

Glou. ’if! thou protestor of this

strumpet, t •

Tellest thou me of ‘ifs’? Thou art
£

tr
f‘

Off with his head ! Now, by Saint Paul

I will not dine until I see the same. ,

Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done:

The rest, that love me, rise and follow nv

[Exeunt all but Hastings,
Ratcliff, ant

Hast. Woe, woe for England ! not a

For lToo fond, might have prevented th

Stanley did dream the boar did raze his r

But I disdain’d it, and did scorn to ny.
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e times to-daymy foot-cloth horse did stumble,
startled, when he look’d upon the Tower,
>ath to bear me to the slaughter-house.

dw I want the priest that spake to me

;

v repent I told the pursuivant, .90

were triumphing at mine enemies,
they at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d,
I myself secure in grace and favour,
argaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse
hted on poor Hastings’ wretched head

!

\t. Dispatch, my lord ; the duke would be at
dinner

:

; a short shrift ; he longs to see your head.
1st. O momentary grace of mortal men,
h we more hunt for than the grace of God

!

builds his hopes in air of your good looks,
, like a drunken sailor on a mast, 101

y, with every nod, to tumble down
die fatal bowels of the deep.
v. Come, come, dispatch; ’tis bootless to
exclaim.

st. O bloody Richard! miserable England!
phesy the fearfull’st time to thee
ever wretched age hath look’d upon.
,
lead me to the block ; bear him my head

:

smile at me that shortly shall be dead.
{Exeunt.

Scene V. The Tower-walls.

''Gloucester and Buckingham, in rotten
armour

,
marvellous ill-favoured.

. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and
change thy colour,

er thy breath in the middle of a word,
hen begin again, and stop again,
hou wert distraught and mad with terror?
. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ;

and look back, and pry on every side,
de and start at wagging of a straw,
ling deep suspicion

:
ghastly looks

my service, like enforced smiles;
oth are ready in their offices, 10
l time, to grace my stratagems,
hat, is Catesby gone ?

(. He is ; and, see, he brings the mayor
long.

Enter the Mayor and Catesby.
h Lord mayor,

—

'• Look to the drawbridge there !

k Hark ! a drum.
;• Catesby, o’erlook the walls.
'i. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent

—

. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies.
-• God and our innocency defend and
uard us

! 20
• Be patient, they are friends, Ratcliff and
ovel.

Lovel and Ratcliff, with Hastings’
head.

Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,
ngerous and unsuspected Hastings.

So dear I loved the man, that I must
eep.

lim for the plainest harmless creature
'eathed upon this earth a Christian

;

um my book, wherein my soul recorded

The history of all her secret thoughts

:

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue,
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, 30
I mean, his conversation with Shore’s wife,
He lived from all attainder of suspedl.

Bttck. Well, well, he was the covert’st shel-
ter’d traitor

That ever lived.

Would you imagine, or almost believe,
Were’t not that, by great preservation.
We live to tell it you, the subtle traitor
"I his day had plotted, in the council-house
To murder me and my good Lord of Gloucester?
May. What, had he so ? 40
Glou. What, think you we are Turks or infidels ?

Or that we would, against the form of law.
Proceed thus rashly to the villain’s death,
But that the extreme peril of the case,
The peace of England and our persons’ safety,
Enforced us to this execution ?

May. Now, fair befall you! he deserved his
death

;

And you my good lords, both have well proceeded,
To warn false traitors from the like attempts.
I never look’d for better at his hands, 50
After he once fell in with Mistress Shore.

Glou. Yet had notwe determinedhe should die,
Until your lordship came to see his death

;

Which now the loving haste of these our friends,
Somewhat against our meaning, have prevented :

Because, my lord, we would have had you heard
The traitor speak, and timorously confess
The manner and the purpose of his treason ;

1 hat you might well have signified the same
Unto the citizens, who haply may 60
Misconstrue us in him and wail his death.
May. But, my good lord, your grace’s word

shall serve,
As well as I had seen and heard him speak :

And doubt you not, right noble princes both.
But I’ll acquaint our duteous citizens
With all your just proceedings in this cause.

Glou. And to that end we wish’d your lord-
ship here,

To avoid the carping censures of the world.
Buck. But since you come too late of our

intents,

Yet witness what you hear we did intend
: 70And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell.

[Earit Mayor.
Glou. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham.

The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post

:

There, at your meet’st advantage of the time,
Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children

:

Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen,
Only for saying he would make his son
Heir to the crown ; meaning indeed his house,
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so.
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury, 80
And bestial appetite in change of lust ;

Which stretched to their servants, ’daughters
wives,

Even where his lustful eye or savage heart.
Without control, listed to make his prey.

?a
iT’ /

or a need
’ thus far come near my person

:

Tell them, when that my mother went with child
Of that unsatiate Edward, noble York
My princely father then had wars in France

;

And, by just computation of the time,
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[Ac-

Found that the issue was not his begot ; 90

Which well appeared in his lineaments.

Being nothing like the noble duke my father

:

But touch this sparingly, as ’twere far off;

Because you know, my lord, my mother lives.

Stick. Fear not, my lord, I ’ll play the orator

As if the golden fee for which I plead

Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu.

Glou. If you thrive well, bring them to Bay-

nard’s Castle

;

Where you shall find me well accompanied 99

With reverend fathers and well-learned bishops.

Buck. I go ;
and towards three or four o’clock

Look for the news that the Guildhall affords.

[Exit.

Glou. Go, Lovel, with all speed to Dodlor

[ To Cate.] Go thou to Friar Penker ;
bid them both

Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Castle.

[Exeunt all but Gloucester.

Now will I in, to take some privy order

To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight

;

And to give notice, that no manner of person

At any time have recourse unto the princes. [Exit.

Scene VI. The same. A street.

Enter a Scrivener, with apaper in his hand.

Scriv. This is the indiament of the good

Lord Hastings

;

Which in a set hand fairly is engross d,

That it may be this day read over in Paul s

And mark how well the sequel hangs together:

Eleven hours I spent to write it over,

For yesternight by Catesby was it brought me

;

The precedent was full as long a-doing .

And yet within these five hours lived Lord

Hastings,

Untainted, unexamined, free, at liberty.
>

Here’s a good world the while 1 Why who s so

gross, .

10

That seeth not this palpable device ?
<

Yet who’s so blind, but says he sees it not?

Bad is the world ;
and all will come to nought.

When such bad dealing must be seen in thought
[Exit.

Untouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse

And when mine oratory grew to an end,

I bid them that did love their country’s goo:

Cry 4 God save Richard, England s royal kir

Glou. Ah ! and did they so?

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake

word

;

But, like dumb statuas or breathing stones,

Gazed each on other, and look’d deadly pale

Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; b

And ask’d the mayor what meant this

silence

:

His answer was, the people were not wont

To be spoke to but by the recorder.

Then he was urged to tell my tale again,

‘ Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke infe:

But nothing spake in warrant from himself.

When he had done, some followers of mine

At the lower end of the hall, hurl’d up their

And some ten voices cried ‘God save

Richard!’
And thus I took the vantage of those few,

‘ Thanks, gentle citizens and friends,’ quoth

‘This general applause and loving shout
>

Argues your wisdoms and your love to Ricr

And even here brake off, and came away.

Glou. What tongueless blocks were

would they not speak?

Buck. No, by my troth, my lord.

Glou. Will not the mayor then an

brethren come ?

Buck. The mayor is here at hand:

some fear

;

Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit

And look you get a prayer-book in your ha

And stand betwixt two churchmen, good mi

For on that ground I’ll build a holy descar

And be not easily won to our request
: |

Play the maid’s part, still answer nay, and

Glou. I go ;
and if you plead as well foi

As I can say nay to thee for myself.

No doubt we’ll bring it to a happy issue.

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads ;
the lord

knocks. [Exit Glou

Scene VII. Baynard’s Castle.

Enter Gloucester and Buckingham, at

several doors.

Glou. How now, my lord, what say the citizens ?

Buck. Now, by the holy mother of our Lord,

The citizens are mum and speak not a word.

Glou. Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward s

Buck?Idid ;
with his contract with Lady Lucy,

And his contract by deputy in France

;

The insatiate greediness of his desires,

And his enforcement of the city wives ;

His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy,

As being got, your father then in France, ic

And his resemblance, being not like the duke

.

Withal I did infer your lineaments,

Being the right idea of your- father,
>

Both in your form and nobleness of mind

;

I
Laid open all your vidlories in Scotland,

j
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace,

1

Your bounty, virtue, fair humility

;

I Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpose

Enter the Mayor and Citizens.

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance he

I think the duke will not be spoke withal.

Enter Catesby.

Here comes his servant: how now, CatesI

What says he ?

Cate. My lord, he doth entreat your g:

To visit him to-morrow or next day

:

He is within, with two right reverend fath<

Divinely bent to meditation ;

And in no worldly suit would he be moved

To draw him from his holy exercise.

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to thy lord

Tell him, myself, the mayor and citizens,

In deep designs and matters of great moir

No less importing than our general good,

Are come to have some conference with m
Cate. I’ll tell him what you say, my 1<

Buck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince

Edward
! ,

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed,

But on his knees at meditation
;
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dallying with a brace of courtezans,
meditating with two deep divines;
sleeping, to engross his idle body,
praying, to enrich his watchful soul

:

py were England, would this gracious prince
i on himself the sovereignty thereof

:

sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it. 80
ay. Marry, God forbid his grace should say
us nay

!

ick. I fear he will.

Re-enter Catesby.

now, Catesby, what says your lord ?

te. My lord,
venders to what end you have assembled
troops of citizens to speak with him,
jrace not being warn’d thereof before :

ord, he fears you mean no good to him.
ck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should
edt me, that I mean no good to him :

eaven, I come in perfedt love to him
; go

so once more return and tell his grace.
[Exit Cateshy.

i holy and devout religious men
it their beads, *tis hard to draw them thence,
;eet is zealous contemplation.

r Gloucester aloft
,
between two Bishops.

Catesby returns

.

y. See, where he stands between two
clergymen !

ck. Two props of virtue for a Christian
prince,

ay him from the fall of vanity

:

see, a book of prayer in his hand,
ornaments to know a holy man.
us Plantagenet, most gracious prince, ioo
favourable ears to our request

;

>ardon us the interruption

y devotion and right Christian zeal.
. My lord, there needs no such apology

:

er do beseech you pardon me,
earnest in the service of my God,

the visitation of my friends,
eaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure ?

. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God
ibove,

11 good men of this ungovern’d isle. no
't. I do suspedfc I have done some offence
>eems disgracious in the city’s eyes,
fiat you come to reprehend my ignorance.
k. You have, my lord: would it might
olease your grace,
•entreaties, to amend that fault

!

c. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian
and ?

k. Then know, it is your fault that you
esign

ipreme seat, the throne majestical,
:epter’d office of your ancestors,
tate of fortune and your due of birth, 120
ieai glory of your royal house,
corruption of a blemish’d stock :

,
in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts,
here we waken to our country’s good,
oble isle doth want her proper limbs

;

ce defaced with scars of infamy,

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants.
And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf
Of blind forgetfulness and dark oblivion.

Which to recure, we heartily solicit 130
Your gracious self to take on you the charge
And kingly government of this your land

,

Not as protedlor, steward, substitute,
Or lowly fadtor for another’s gain

;

But as successively from blood to blood,
Your right of birth, your empery, your own.
For this, consorted with the citizens,
Your very worshipful and loving friends,
And by. their vehement instigation,
In this just suit come I to move your grace. 140

Glou. I know not whether to depart in silence,
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof,
Best fitteth my degree or your condition :

If not to answer, you might haply think
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty.
Which fondly you would here impose on me

;

If to reprove you for this suit of yours,
So season’d with your faithful love to me,
Then, on the other side, I check’d my friends.
Therefore, to speak, and to avoid the first, 15

1

And then, in speaking, not to incur the last,

Definitively thus I answer you.
Your love deserves my thanks; but my desert
Unmeritable shuns your high request.
First, if all obstacles were cut away,
And that my path were even to the crown,
As my ripe revenue and due by birth

;

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit,

So mighty and so many my defeats, 160
As I had rather hide me from my greatness,
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea,
Than in my greatness covet to be hid,
And in the vapour of my glory smother’d.
But, God be thanked, there’s no need of me,
And much I need to help you, if need were

;

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,

Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time,
Will well become the seat of majesty,
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 170
On him I lay what you would lay on me,
The right and fortune of his happy stars;
Which God defend that I should wring from him !

Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your
grace

;

But the respedts thereof are nice and trivial.
All circumstances well considered.
You say that Edward is your brother’s son

:

So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife
;

For first hd was contract to Lady Lucy

—

Your mother lives a witness to that vow— 180
And afterward by substitute betroth’d
To Bona, sister to the King of France.
These both put by, a poor petitioner,
A care-crazed mother of a many children,
A beauty-waning and distressed widow,
Even in the afternoon of her best days,
Made prize and purchase of his lustful eye,
Seduced the pitch and height of all his thoughts
To base declension and loathed bigamy

:

By.her, in his unlawful bed, he got 190
This Edward, whom our manners term the prince.
More bitterly could I expostulate,
Save that, for reverence to some alive,
I give a sparing limit to my tongue.

37
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Then, good my lord, take to your royal self

This proffer’d benefit of dignity ;

If not to bless us and the land withal,

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry

From the corruption of abusing times,

Unto a lineal true-derived course.
# #

May. Do, good my lord, your citizens entreat

ACT IV.

Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer d

CatT O, make them joyful, grant their lawful

suit ! .

Glou. Alas, why would you heap these cares

on me?
I am unfit for state and majesty

:

I do beseech you, take it not amiss

;

I cannot nor 1 will not yield to you.

Buck. If you refuse it,—as, in love and zeal,

Loath to depose the child, your brother s son

,

As well we know your tenderness of heart 210

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse,
_

Which we have noted in you to your kin,

And egally indeed to all estates,

Yet whether you accept our suit or no,
#

Your brother’s son shall never reign our king;

But we will plant some other in the throne,

To the disgrace and downfall of your house

:

And in this resolution here we leave you.—

Come, citizens: ’zounds! I’ll entreat no more.

Glou. O, do not swear, my lord of Buckingham.

[Exit Buckingham with the Citizens.

Cate. Call them again, my lord, and accept

their suit.
, , ,

. ,

22
\

Another. Do, good my lord, lest all the land

do rue it. , , r

Glou. Would you enforce me to a world of

Well, call them again. I am not made of stone,

But penetrable to your kind entreats,

Albeit against my conscience and my soul.

Re-enter Buckingham and the rest.

Cousin of Buckingham, and you sage, grave men,

Since you will buckle fortune on my back,

To bear her burthen, whether I will or no,

I must have patience to endure the load : 230

But if black scandal or foul-faced reproach

Attend the sequel of your imposition,

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me

From all the impure blots and stains thereof;

For God he knows, and you may partly see,

How far I am from the desire thereof.
.

May. God bless your grace ! we see it, and

Gllu. Vrflaying so, you shall but say the truth.

Buck. Then I salute you with this kingly

title
: „ 1 1 • ,

Long live Richard, England s royal king ! 240

May. and Cit. Amen.
Buck. To-morrow will it please you to be

crown’d?
, .

Glou. Even when you please, since you will

have it so. ,

Buck. To-morrow, then, we will attend your

grace

:

And so most joyfully we take our leave.

Glou. Come, let us to our holy task again.

Farewell, good cousin; farewell, gentle^frmnds.^

Scene I. Before the Tower.

Enter
,
on one side, Queen Elizabeth, Due

of York, and Marquess of Dorset ;

other
,
Anne, Duchess of Gloucester,

ing Lady Margaret Plantagenet, C
ence’s young Daughter.

Duch. Who meets us here ? my niece PI,

genet
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Glouces

Now, for my life, she’s wandering to the To'

On pure heart’s love to greet the tender prir

Daughter, well met.

A nne. God give your graces be

A happy and a joyful time of day !

;

Q. Eliz. As much to you, good sister l

ther away ?

Anne. No farther than the Tower; and

guess,

Upon the like devotion as yourselves,

To gratulate the gentle princes there.

Q. Eliz. Kind sister, thanks : we 11 ent

together.

Enter Brakenbury.

And, in good time, here the lieutenant com'

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave

How doth the prince, and my young son of

Brak. Right well, dear madam. By
patience,

I may not suffer you to visit them ;

The king hath straitly charged the contrary

Q. Eliz. The king ! why, who’s that?

Brak. I cry you mercy: I mean th«

protedlor. „ , . „ ,
.

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that 1

title
! . . iji

Hath he set bounds betwixt their love and

I am their mother ;
who should keep me

them?
Duch. I am their father s mother ; I w

them. .

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in lov<

mother:
Then bring me to their sights; I 11 be?

blame
And take thy office from thee, on my peril

Brak. No, madam, no; I may not leav<

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon

Enter Lord Stanley.

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, on

hence,
And I ’ll salute your grace of York as motl

And reverend looker on, of two fair queen?

[To Anne] Come, madam, you must strai

Westminster,

There to be crowned Richard’s royal quee

Q. Eliz. O, cut my lace in sunder, t

pent heart
T

May have some scope to beat, or else l s

With this dead-killing news !

Anne. Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasin^

Dor. Be of good cheer: mother, hov

your grace ?
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i. Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get
thee hence

!

ith and destruction dog thee at the heels; 40
7 mother’s name is ominous to children,
hou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas,

1 live with Richmond, from the reach of hell:
hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house,
t thou increase the number of the dead

;

1 make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse,
• mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen.
tan. Full of wise care is this your counsel,
madam.

;e all the swift advantage of the hours ;

1 shall have letters from me to my son 50
meet you on the way, and welcome you.
lot ta’en tardy by unwise delay.
'uch. O ill-dispersing wind of misery

!

ty accursed womb, the bed of death !

ickatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world,
ose unavoided eye is murderous.
tan. Come, madam, come; I in all haste
was sent.

nne. And I in all unwillingness will go.
)uld to God that the inclusive verge
golden metal that must round my brow 60
e red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain !

inted let me be with deadly venom,
die, ere men can say, God save the queen !

Eliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory

;

eed my humour, wish thyself no harm.
nne. No ! why? When he that is my husband
now

ie to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse,
:n scarce the. blood was well wash’d from his
hands
ch issued from my other angel husband
that dead saint which then I weepingfollow’d

;

'hen, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face, 71
was my wish :

‘ Be thou,’ quoth I, * accursed,
making me, so young, so old a widow

!

, when thou wed’st, let sorrow haunt thy bed

;

be thy wife—if any be so mad

—

liserable by the life of thee
iou hast made me by my dear lord’s death V
ire I can repeat this curse again,
1 in so short a space, my woman’s heart
sly grew captive to his honey words 80
proved the subjedl of my own soul’s curse,
:h ever since hath kept my eyes from rest

;

lever yet one hour in his bed
i I enjoy’d the golden dew of sleep,
lave been waked by his timorous dreams,
les, he hates me for my father Warwick

;

will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me.
Eliz. Poor heart, adieu! I pity thy com-
plaining.

me. No more than from my soul I mourn
for yours.
Eliz. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of
glory

! 90
me Adieu, poor soul, that takest thy leave
of it

!

'•ch. [ To Dorset] Go thou to Richmond, and
good fortune guide thee !

“1 nne] Go thou to Richard, and good angels
guard thee

!

]ueen Eliz.] Go thou to sandtuary, and good
thoughts possess thee

!

ny grave, where peace and rest lie with me

!

Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seenj
And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen.
Q. Eliz. Stay, yet look back with me unto the

I ower.
Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes
Whom envy hath immured within your walls ! 100
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones !

Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow
f or tender princes, use my babies well

!

So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. London. The palace.-

Sennet. Enter Richard, in pomp, crowned

;

Buckingham, Catesbv, a Page, and others.

K. Rich. Stand all apart. Cousin of Buck-
ingham !

Buck. My gracious sovereign?
K. Rich. Give me thy hand. [Here he ascend-

eth his throne.] Thus high, by thy advice
And thy assistance, is King Richard seated :

But shall we wear these honours for a day?
Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them?
Buck. Still live they and for ever may they

last

!

K. Rich. O Buckingham, now do I play the
touch.

To try if thou be current gold indeed

:

Young Edward lives : think now what I would say.
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. i r
K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would

be king.

Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice renowned
liege.

K. R ich. Ha ! am I king? ’tis so : but Edward
lives.

Buck. True, noble prince.
A. Rich. O bitter consequence,

lhat Edward still should live! ‘True, noble
prince !’

Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull

:

Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead;
And I would have it suddenly perform’d.
What sayest thou? speak suddenly; be brief. 20
Buck.

'

Your grace may do your pleasure.
K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kind-

ness freezeth

:

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die?
Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause,

my lord,

Before I positively speak herein :

I will resolve_ your grace immediately. [Exit.
Cate. [Aside to a slander by] The king is angry

:

see, he bites the lip.

K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools
And unrespedlive boys : none are for me
That look into me with considerate eyes

: 30
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspedt.
Boy

!

Page. My lord ?

AT. Rich. Know’st thou not any whom cor-
rupting gold

Would tempt unto a close exploit of death?
Page. My lord, I know a discontented gen-

tleman,
Whose humble moans match not his haughty

mind

:

Gold were as good as twenty orators,
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And. will, -no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 39

K. Rich. What is his name ?

Page. His name, my lord, is Tyrrel.

K Rich. I partly know the man :
go, call him

‘hither.
r

{Exit Page.

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham

No more shall be the neighbour to my_ counsel

:

Hath he so long held out with me untired,

And stops he now for breath?

Enter Stanley.

How now ! what news with you?

Stan. My lord, I hear the Marquis Dorset’s

fled

To Richmond, in those parts beyond the sea

Where he abides. [Stands apart.

K. Rich. Catesby!
Cate. My lord? 5°

K. Rich. Rumour it abroad

That Anne, my wife, is sick and like to die

:

I will take order for her keeping close.

Inquire me out some mean-born gentleman,

Whom I will marry straight to Clarence’ daugh-

ter:

The boy is foolish, and I fear not him.

Look, how thou dream’st ! I say again, give out

That Anne my wife is sick and like to die

:

About it ;
for it stands me much upon, 59

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me.
{Exit Catesby.

I must be married to my brother’s daughter,

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass.

Murder her brothers, and then marry her 1

Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in

So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin

:

Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.

Re-enter Page, with Tyrrel.

Is thy name Tyrrel?

Tyr. James Tyrrel, and your most obedient

subject.

K. Rich. Art thou, indeed?

Tyr. Prove me, my gracious sovereign.

K. Rich. Darest thou resolve to kill a friend

of mine? 7°

Tyr. Ay, my lord ;

But I had rather kill two enemies.

K. Rich. Why, there thou hast it: two deep

enemies,
Foes to my rest and my sweet sleep s disturbers

Are they that I would have thee deal upon :

Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower.

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them,

And soon I ’ll rid you from the fear of them.

K. Rich. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark,

come hither, Tyrrel

:

Go. by this token : rise, and lend thine ear : 8o
’

^
.

{Whispers.

There is no more but so : say it is done,

And I will love thee, and prefer thee too.

Tyr. ’Tis done, my gracious lord.

IC. Rich. Shall we hear from thee, Tyrrel, ere

we sleep ?

Tyr. Ye shall, my lord. {Exit.

The late demand that you did sound me in.

K. Rich. Well, let that pass. Dorset is fl

to Richmond.
Buck. I hear that news, my lord.

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife’s son : w<

look to it.

Buck. My lord, I claim your gift, my due

promise,
. i

For which your honour and your faith is pawn

The earldom of Hereford and the moveables

The which you promised I should possess.

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife : if :

convey
. |

Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. J I

Buck. What says your highness to my j;.

demand? I

K. Rich. As I remember, Henry the Sixtl i

Did prophesy that Richmond should be king, I

When Richmond was a little peevish boy. I

A king, perhaps, perhaps,—
Buck. My lord ! S
K. Rich. How chance the prophet could fc

at that time

Have told me, I being by, that I should kill hi

Buck. My lord, your promise for the eH

dom,—•

K. Rich. Richmond ! When last I was

Exeter,
The mayor in courtesy show d me the castle,

And call’d it Rougemont: at which nam
started,

Because a bard of Ireland told me once,

I should not live long after I saw Richmond.

Buck. My lord !

K. Rich. Ay, what’s o’clock?

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in n

Of what you promised me.

K. Rich. Well, but what s o cl(

Buck. Upon the stroke of ten.

K. Rich. Well, let it sti

Buck. Why let it strike ?

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack,

keep’st the stroke

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation.

I am not in the giving vein to-day.

Buck. Why, then resolve me whether

will or no.

K. Rich. Tut, tut,

Thou troublest me ;
I am not in the vein.

{Exeunt all but Buckingn

Buck. Is it even so ? rewards he my true sei

With such deep contempt? made I him km;J

this ?

O, let me think on Hastings, and be gone

To Brecknock, while my fearful head is oi

U

Re-enter Buckingham.

Stick. My lord, I have consider’d in my mind

Scene III. The same.

Enter Tyrrel.

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody deed is

The most arch a6l of piteous massacre

That ever yet this land was guilty of.

Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn

To do this ruthless piece of butchery.

Although they were flesh’d villains, bloody/\iuiougu iucy wtu. ^

Melting with tenderness and kind compassic

Wept like two children in their dea ths’ sadstc
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,o, thus/ quoth Dighton, ‘lay those tender

babes :

’

'hus, thus/ quoth Forrest, ‘girdling one another
ithin their innocent alabaster arms : n
leir lips were four red roses on a stalk,

hich in their summer beauty kiss’d each other,

book of prayers on their pillow lay

;

hich once/ quoth Forrest, ‘almost changed my
mind

;

it O ! the devil’—there the villain stopp’d ;

hilst Dighton thus told on : ‘We smothered
te most replenished sweet work of nature,

lat from the prime creation e’er she framed.’
ius both are gone with conscience and remorse

;

ley could not speak ; and so I left them both,
bring this tidings to the bloody king,

id here he comes.

Efiter King Richard.

All hail, my sovereign liege !

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy
news ?

Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in

charge
get your happiness, be happy then,

r it is done, my lord.

V Rick. But didst thou see them dead?
ryr. I did, my lord.

C Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ?

ryr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried
them;

t how or in what place I do not know. 30
C. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after

supper,

I thou shalt tell the process of their death,
antime, but think how I may do thee good,
I be inheritor of thy desire,

ewell till soon. [Exit Tyrrel.
e son of Clarence have I pent up close ;

; daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage

;

i sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s bosom,
I Anne my wife hath bid the world good
night.

w, for I know the Breton Richmond aims 40
young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter,
i, by that knot, looks proudly o’er the crown,
her I go, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter Catesby.
ate. My lord !

Rich. Good news or bad, that thou comest
in so bluntly?

ate.' Bad news, my lord: Ely is fled to
Richmond

;

l Buckingham, back’d with the hardy Welsh-
men,

1 the field, and still his power increaseth.
. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me
more near
n Buckingham and his rash-levied army. 50
ie, I have heard that fearful commenting
:aden servitor to dull delay ;

ay leads impotent and snail-paced beggary

:

n fiery expedition be my wing,
-’s Mercury, and herald for a king !

ie, muster men : my counsel is my shield

;

must be brief when traitors brave the field.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. Before thepalace.

Enter Queen Margaret.
Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow

And drop into the rotten mouth of death.
Here in these confines slily have I lurk’d,
To watch the waning of mine adversaries.
A dire induction am I witness to,

And will to France, hoping the consequence
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical.
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret : who comes

here ?

Enter Queen Elizabeth atid the Duchess
of York.

Q. Eliz. Ah, my young princes! ah, my
tender babes

!

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 10
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air

And be not fix’d in doom perpetual,
Hover about me with your airy wings
And hear your mother’s lamentation !

Q. Mar. Hover about her; say, that right
for right

Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged night.
Duck. So many miseries have crazed my

voice,

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumb,
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ?

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet.
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 21

Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such
gentle lambs,

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf?
When didst thou sleep when such a deed was

done?
Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my

sweet son.
Duck. Blind sight, dead life, poor mortal

living ghost,
Woe’s scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by life

usurp’d,
Brief abstract and record of tedious days,
Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth,

[Sitting down .

Unlawfully made drunk with innocents’ blood! 30
Q. Eliz. O, that thou wouldst as well afford a

grave
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat

!

Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here.
O, who hath any cause to mourn but I ?

[Sitting down by her.
Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverend,

Give mine the benefit of seniory,
And let my wroes frown on the upper hand.
If sorrow can admit society,

[Sitting down with them.
Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine

:

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him

;

I had a Harry, till a Richard kill’d him

:

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ;

Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him.
Duck. I had a Richard too, and thou didst

kill him

;

I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him.
Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and

Richard kill’d him.
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept
A hell-hound that doth hunt us all to death :

40



That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes,

To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood, 50

That foul defacer of God’s handiwork,

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth,

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves.

0 upright, just, and true-disposing God,

How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur

Preys on the issue of his mother s body,

And makes her pew-fellow with others moan !

Duch. O Harry’s wife, triumph not in my
.woes! _ c

God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 60

Q. Mar. Bear with me; I am hungry tor

revenge,
. .

And now I cloy me with beholding it.

Thy Edward he is dead, that stabb’d my Edward

;

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward ;

Young York he is but booL because both they

Match not the high perfection of my loss

:

Thy Clarence he is dead that kill’d my Edward ;

And the beholders of this tragic play,

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey,

Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves. 70

Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer.

Only reserved their faCtor, to buy souls

And send them thither : but at hand, at hand,

Ensues his piteous and unpitied end
: .

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray,

To have him suddenly convey’d away.

Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray,

That I may live to say, The dog is dead !

Q. Eliz. O, thou didst prophesy the time

would come
That I should wish for thee to help me curse 80

That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back d toad .

Q. Mar. I call’d thee then vain flourish of

my fortune

;

I call’d thee then poor shadow, painted queen

;

' The presentation of but what I was

;

The flattering index of a direful pageant

;

One heaved a-high, to be hurl’d down below;

A mother only mock’d with two sweet babes

;

A dream of what thou wert, a breath, a bubble,

A sign of dignity, a garish flag,

To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 9°

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.

Where is thy husband now? where be thy bro-

thers?
, . . i-o

Where are thy children? wherein dost thou joy?

Who sues to thee and cries ‘ God save the queen ?

Where be the bending peers that flatter d thee?

Where be the thronging troops that follow d thee?

Decline all this, and see what now thou art

:

For happy wife, a most distressed widow

;

For joyful mother, one that wails the name;

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ; 100

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues

;

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me

;

For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one

;

For one commanding all, obey’d of none.

Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about,

And left thee but a very prey to time

;

Having no more but thought of what thou wert,

To torture thee the more, being what thou art.

Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not

1 Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow? 110

j

Now thy proud neck bears half my burthen d

yoke
;

From which even here I slip my weary neck,

And leave the burthen of it all on thee.

Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad ir

chance

:

These English woes will make me smile

France.

Q. Eliz. O thou well skill’d in curses, st

awhile,

And teach me how to curse mine enemies

!

Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the nights, and f

the days ;

Compare dead happiness with living woe

;

Think that thy babes were fairer than they we

And he that slew them fouler than he is

:

Bettering thy loss makes the bad causer worse

Revolving this will teach thee how to curse.

Q. Eliz. My words are dull; O, quicken th

with thine

!

Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp,:

pierce like mine. [R-

Duch. Why should calamity be full of wor

Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client wc

Airy succeeders of intestate joys,

Poor breathing orators of miseries

!

Let them have scope : though what they do

part

Help not at all, yet do they ease the heart.

Duch. If so, then be not tongue-tied
;
go v

me,
And in the breath of bitter words let s smothe

My damned son, which thy two sweet s

smother’d.

I hear his drum : be copious in exclaims.

Enter King Richard, marching,
with drt

and trumpets.

K. Rich. Who intercepts my expedition?

Duch. O, she that might have intercep

thee,

By strangling thee in her accursed womb,
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou 1

done
! .

Q.Eliz. Hidest thou that forehead wit

golden crown,
Where should be graven, if that right were rip

The slaughter of the prince that owed that cro

And the dire death of my two sons and broth

Tell me, thou villain slave, where are my '

dren?
Dtcch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is

brother Clarence?

And little Ned Plantagenet, his son?

Q. Eliz. Where is kind Hastings, Riv

Vaughan, Grey?
K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets ! strike alar

drums

!

Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale wom<

Rail on the Lord’s anointed : strike, I say

!

[Flourish. A laru

Either be patient, and entreat me fair,

Or with the clamorous report of war

Thus will I drown your exclamations.

Duch. Art thou my son?

K. Rich. Ay, I thank God, my father,

yourself.

Duch. Then patiently hear my impatieno

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of
.

condition,

Which cannot brook the accent of reproof.
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uck. O, let me speak

!

. Rich. Do then; but I’ll noj hear. 159
tick. I will be mild and gentle in my speech.

. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am
in haste.

uch. Art thou so hasty ? I have stay’d for

thee,

knows, in anguish, pain and agony.

. Rick. And came I not at last to comfort
you?

uch. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it

well,

u earnest on earth to make the earth my hell,

ievous burthen was thy birth to me

;

:hy and wayward was thy infancy

;

school-days frightful, desperate, wild, and
furious,

prime of manhood daring, bold, and ven-
turous, 'i 70
age confirm’d, proud, subtle, bloody, trea-

cherous,

e mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred

;

it comfortable hour canst thou name,
t ever graced me in thy company?
. Rick. Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour,
that call’d your grace
ireakfast once forth of my company,
be so disgracious in your sight,

me march on,, and not offend your grace.
:e up the drum.
uch. I prithee, hear me speak.
. Rick. You speak too bitterly.

uck. Hear me a word ; 180
I shall never speak to thee again.
. Rick. So.

uck. Either thou wilt die, by God’s just
ordinance,
from this war thou turn a conqueror,
with grief and extreme age shall perish
never look upon thy face again.
•efore take with thee my most heavy curse

;

ch, in the day of battle, tire thee more
1 all the complete armour that thou wear’st

!

prayers on the adverse party fight ; 190
there the little souls of Edward’s children
sper the spirits of thine enemies
promise them success and vidtory.
dy thou art, bloody will be thy end

;

tie serves thy life and doth thy death attend,

i I
{Exit.

Eliz.
'

Though far more cause, yet much
less spirit to curse
es in me ; I say amen to all.

Rich. Stay, madam ; I must speak a word
with you.
Eliz. I have no moe sons of the royal
blood igg
thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard,
r shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens

;

therefore level not to hit their lives.

Rich. You have a daughter call’d Elizabeth,
ious and fair, royal and gracious.
Eliz. And must she die for this? O, let
her live,

I ’ll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty
;

tier myself as false to Edward’s bed ;

w over her the veil of infamy :

ie may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter,
l confess she was not Edward’s daughter.

583
j

K. Rick. Wrong not her birth, she is of ro}ral

blood.

Q. Eliz. To save her life, I’ll say she is not so.

K. Rick. Her life is only safest in her birth.

Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died her
brothers.

K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were
opposite.

Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were
!

contrary.

K. R ich. All unavoided is the doom of destiny.
|

Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes :

destiny

:

My babes were destined to a fairer death,
If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life. 220
K. Rick. You speak as if that I had slain my

cousins.

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle
j

cozen’d
Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life.

Whose hand soever lanced their tender hearts,
Thy head, all indiredtly, gave direction

:

No doubt the murderous knife was dull and blunt
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart.
To revel in the entrails of my lambs.
But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame,
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes

;

And I, in such a desperate bay of death,
Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft,

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom.
K. Rick. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise

And dangerous success of bloody wars.
As I intend more good to you and yours
Than ever you or yours were by me wrong’d

!

Q. Eliz. What good is cover’d with the face
of heaven,

To be discover’d, that can do me good ? 240
K. Rick. The advancement of your children,

gentle lady.

Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose
their heads?

K. Rick. No, to the dignity and height of
honour,

The high imperial type of this earth’s glory.

Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it

;

Tell me what state, what dignity, what honour,
Canst thou demise to any child of mine?
K. Rich. Even all I have; yea, and myself

and all,

Will I withal endow a child of thine ;

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 250
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs
Which thou supposest I have done to thee.

Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy
kindness

Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date.
K. Rick. Then know, that from my soul I

love thy daughter.

Q. Eliz. My daughter’s mother thinks it with
her soul.

K. Rich. What do you think?
Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter

from thy soul

:

So from thy soul’s love didst thou love her
brothers ; 259

And from my heart’s love I do thank thee for it.

K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my
meaning

;
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I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter,

And mean to make her queen of England.

Q. Eliz. Say then, who dost thou mean shall

be her king?
K. Rich. Even he that makes her queen : who

should be else?

Q. Eliz. What, thou?

K. Rich. I, even I : what think you of it,

madam ?

Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her?

K. Rich. That would I learn of you,

As one that are best acquainted with her humour.

Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me?
K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 270

Q. Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew

her brothers,

A pair of bleeding hearts ;
thereon engrave

Edward and York ;
then haply she will weep

:

Therefore present to her,—as sometime Margaret

Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood,

—

A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain

The purple sap from her sweet brother’s body.

And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewith.

If this inducement force her not to love,

Send her a story of thy noble adts ;
280

Tell her thou madest away her uncle Clarence,

Her uncle Rivers; yea, and, for her sake,

Madest quick conveyance with her good aunt

Anne. .

K. Rich. Come, come, you mock me; this is

not the way
To win your daughter.

Q. Eliz. There is no other way

;

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape,

And not be Richard that hath done all this.

K. Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her.

Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed she cannot choose

but hate thee,

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 290

K. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now
amended

:

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes,

Which after hours give leisure to repent.

If I did take the kingdom from your sons,

To make amends, I’ll give it to your daughter.

If I have kill’d the issue of your womb,
To quicken your increase, I will beget

Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter:

A grandam’s name is little less in love

Than is the doting title of a mother ; 300

They are as children but one step below,

Even of your mettle, of your very blood

;

Of all one pain, save for a night of groans

Endured of her, for whom you bid like sorrow.

Your children were vexation to your youth,

But mine shall be a comfort to your age.

The loss you have is but a son being king,

And by that loss your daughter is made queen.

1 cannot make you what amends I would,

Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 310

Dorset your son, that with a fearful soul

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil,

I
This fair alliance quickly shall call home

j

To high promotions and great dignity

:

! The king, that calls your beauteous daughter wife,

j

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother ;

! Again shall you be mother to a king,

j

And all the ruins of distressful times

j

Repair’d with double riches of content.

What ! we have many goodly days to see
: j

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed J
Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl,

||

Advantaging their loan with interest

Of ten times double gain of happiness.

Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go;
.

I
Make bold her bashful years with your experien(|

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale

;

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flame

Of golden sovereignty ;
acquaint the princess

|
With the sweet silent hours ofmarriage joys : I

And when this arm of mine hath chastised I

The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, I

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come 1

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s bed; I

To whom I will retail my conquest won,

And she shall be sole vidtress, Caesar’s CaesarJ

Q. Eliz. What were I best to say? herfathj

brother 1
Would be her lord? or shall I say, her uncle

?|
Or, he that slew her brothers and her uncles? I

Under what title shall I woo for thee,

That God, the law, my honour and her love, I

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years?!

K. Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by
jj

alliance. . -I

Q. Eliz. Which she shall purchase with
j

lasting war.

K. Rich. Say that the king, which may 0

mand, entreats. ^
Q. Eliz. That at her hands which the kii

King forbids.

K. Rich . Say, she shall be a high and mig

queen. JH
Q. Eliz. To wail the title, as her mother d<

K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly

Q. Eliz. But how long shall that title ‘c

last? j j
K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair 1 :

end.

Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sv

life last?

K. Rich. So long as heaven and na

lengthens it.

Q. Eliz. So long as hell and Richard likes c

K. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her sub

love.

Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, loathes j

sovereignty.

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best b<

plainly told.

K. Rich. Then in plain terms tell her

loving tale.

Q. Eliz. Plain and not honest is too har:

K. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and

quick.

Q. Eliz. O no, my reasons are too deep

dead;
. /

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their gra

K. Rich. Harp not on that string, mad

that is past. ®
Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I till h<

strings break.

K. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter,

my crown,

—

Q. Eliz. Profaned, dishonour’d, and the t

usurp’d.



’
ich . I swear

—

liz. By nothing ; for this is no oath :

eorge, profaned, hath lost his holy honour;
rter, blemish’d, pawn’d his knightly virtue

;

awn, usurp’d, disgraced his kingly glory.
:thing thou wilt swear to be believed,
then by something that thou hast not
rong’d.

ich . Now, by the world

—

liz. ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs.
ich. My father’s death

—

liz. Thy life hath that dishonour’d.
ich. Then, by myself—
liz. Thyself thyself misusest.
ich. Why then, by God

—

liz. God’s wrong is most of all.

hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him,
ity the king thy brother made
t been broken, nor my brother slain

: 380
hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him,
perial metal, circling now thy brow,
aced the tender temples of my child,

th the princes had been breathing here,
now, two tender playfellows for dust,
)ken faith hath made a prey for worms,
anst thou swear by now?
ich. The time to come.
iz. That thou hast wronged in the time
:rpast

;

yself have many tears to wash 389
er time, for time past wrong’d by thee,
lildren live, whose parents thou hast
.ughter’d,

rn’d youth, to wail it in their age

;

Tents live, whose children "thou hast
tcher’d,

ter’d plants, to wail it with their age.
ot by time to come ; for that thou hast
ere used, by time misused o’erpast.

'ch.
'

As I intend to prosper and repent,
e I in my dangerous attempt
le arms ! myself myself confound !

and fortune bar me happy hours
!

400
ild me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest

!

site all planets of good luck
•roceedings, if, with pure heart’s love,
late devotion, holy thoughts,
not thy beauteous princely daughter

!

Dnsists my happiness and thine ;

her, follows to this land and me,
herself, and many a Christian soul,
isolation, ruin and decay:
t be avoided but by this

; 410
>t be avoided but by this,

e, good mother*—I must call you so

—

ttorney of my love to her

:

tat I will be, not what I have been;
deserts, but what I will deserve :

: necessity and state of times,
jot peevish-fond in great designs,
i'z. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus?
h. Ay, ifthe devil tempt thee to do good.

Shall I forget myself to be myself ? 420
h. Ay, if yourself’s remembrance wrong
rself.

z. But thou didst kill my children.
ch. But in your daughter’s womb I

y them

:

1 that nest of spicery they shall breed

Selves of themselves, to your recomforture.
Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will?
K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed.
Q. Eliz. I go. Write to me very shortly,

And you shall understand from me her mind.
K. Rich. Bear her my true love’s kiss; and

so, farewell. [Exit Queen Elizabeth. 430
Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman!

Enter Ratcliff; Catesbyfollowing.
How now ! what news?
Rat. My gracious sovereign, on the western

coast
Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,
Unarm’d, and unresolved to beat them back :

’Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral

;

And there they hull, expeding but the aid
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore.
K. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the

Duke of Norfolk: 44Q
Ratcliff, thyself, or Catesby; where is he?

Cate. Here, my lord.

K. Rich. Fly to the duke : \To RatcliffJ Post
thou to Salisbury

:

When thou comest thither,—[ To Catesby] Dull,
unmindful villain,

Why stand’.st thou still, and go’st not to the duke?
Cate. First, mighty sovereign, let me know

your mind,
What from your grace I shall deliver to him.
K. Rich. O, true, good Catesby: bid him levy

straight
The greatest strength and power he can make,
And meet me presently at Salisbury. 450

Cate. I go. [Exit.
Rat. What is \your highness’ pleasure I shall do

At Salisbury?
K. Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there

before I go?
Rat. Your highness told me I should post

before.

K. Rich. My mind is changed, sir, my mind
is changed.

Enter Lord Stanley.
Flow now, what news with you?
Stan. None good, my lord, to please you with

the hearing

;

Nor none so bad, but it may well be told.
K. Rich. Floyday, a riddle ! neither good nor

bad
! 450Why dost thou run so many mile about,

When thou mayst tell thy tale a nearer way?
Once more, what news?
Stan.

.
Richmond is on the seas.

K. Rich. There let him sink, and be the seas
on him

!

White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there?
Stan. I know not, mighty sovereign, but by

guess.
K. Rich. Well, sir, as you guess, as you guess?
Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and

Ely,
Fie makes for England, there to claim the crown.
K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword

unsway’d?
47o

Is the king dead? the empire unpossess’d?
What heir of York is there alive but we?



And who is England’s king but great York’s heir?

Then tell me, what doth he upon the sea l

Stan . Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess.

K. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes.

Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear.
.1

Stan. No, mighty liege ;
therefore mistrust

K. Where is thy power, then, to beat

him back? ,
40

Where are thy tenants and thy fol.owers

.

Are they not now upon the western shore,

Safe-conduaing the rebels from their skips.

Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in

K. $%A?
rt!

Cold friends to Richard: what do

they in the north, .

When they should serve their sovereign in the

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty

sovereign : .

Please it your maj esty to give me leave,

I’ll muster up my friends, and meet your grace

Where and what time your majesty shall please.

K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join

with Richmond

:

I will not trust you, sir.
. ,

Stan. Most mighty sovereign,

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful

:

I never was nor never will be false.

K. Rich. Well, ,

Go muster men ;
but, hear you, leave behind

Your son, George Stanley: look your faith be

Or else his head’s assurance is but frail.

Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you.
[±LXlt.

Third Mess. Such proclamation hath ^
made, my liege.

Enter another Messenger.

Fourth Mess. Sir Thomas Lovel andlj

Marquis Dorset,
.

1
’Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arir|

Yet this good comfort bring I to your gractj

The Breton navy is dispersed by tempest : ;i|

Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat
f|

Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks 1

If they were his assistants, yea or no
; J

Who answer’d him, they came from Buckiipj

Upon his party : he, mistrusting them, IUpon his party : he, mistrusting them,

Hoised sail and made away for Brittany. I

K. Rich. March on, march on, since

up in arms

;

If not to fight with foreign enemies,

Yet to beat down these rebels here at hom!

Re-enter Catesby.

Cate. My liege, the Duke of Bucking!

That is the best news : that the Earl of Riel

Is with a mighty power landed at Milford!

Is colder tidings, yet they must be told. J
K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury 1 wll

reason here,

A royal battle might be won and lost

!

A royai oaiuc migm u«-

Some one take order Buckingham be brou|Dome one ui

To Salisbury ;
the rest march on with me i

[Flourish. jEjj

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My gracious sovereign, now in Devon-

shire, . .
5°°

As I by friends am well advertised,

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate

Bishop of Exeter, his brother there,

With many moe confederates, are m arms.

Enter another Messenger.

Sec. Mess. My liege, in Kent the Guildfords

are in arms

;

HI C HI »-I 111*3 y

And every hour more competitors

Flock to their aid, and still their power mcreaseth.

Enter another Messenger.

Third Mess. My lord, the army of the Duke

of Buckingham

—

K Rich. Out on you, owls ! nothing but sonhs

of death? [He stnketh him.

Take that, until thou bring me better news. 510

Third Mess. The news I have to tell >oui

Is, thatTby

5

sudden floods and fall of waters,

Buckingham’s army is dispersed and scatter d ,

And he himself wander’d away alone,

No man knows whither.

K. Rich. I cry thee mercy.

There is my purse to cure that blow, of thine.

Hath any well-advised friend proclaim d

Reward to him that brings the traitor in?

Scene V. Lord Derby's house. I

Enter Derby and Sir Christopher Up

Der. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond tl.

That in the sty of this most bloody boar

My son George Stanley is frank’d up m h

If I revolt, off goes young George s-head

The fear of that withholds my present aid

But, tell me, where is princely Richmond

Chris. At Pembroke, or at Ha’rford-i

Wales. .

Der What men of name resort to him

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned

Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley

;

Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James

And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew

And many moe of noble fame and worth.

And towards London they do bend their <

If by the way they be not fought withal.

Der. Return unto thy lord; comment

Tell Ifim the queen hath heartily consents

He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter.

These letters will resolve him of my mine

Farewell. ' ^Exi

ACT V

Scene I. Salisbury. An openf.

A

Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham, w\

herds,
led to execution.

Buck. Will not King Richard let mi

with him? . . .
j

Sher. No, my good lord ;
therefore bej
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Hastings, and Edward’s children, Rivers,
•ey,

ing Henry, and thy fair son Edward,
n, and all that have miscarried
^rhand corrupted foul injustice,

/•our moody discontented souls
ugh the clouds behold this present hour,
r revenge mock my destruction

!

All-Souls’ day, fellows, is it not? n
It is, my lord.

Why, then All-Souls’ day is my body’s
omsday.
:he day that, in Ring Edward’s time,
: might fall on me, when I was found
his children or his wife’s allies;

the day wherein I wish’d to fall

false faith of him I trusted most

;

is All-Souls’ day to my fearful soul
etermined respite of my wrongs

:

jh All-Seer that I dallied with 20
m’d my feigned prayer on my head
en in earnest what I begg’d in jest,

th he force the swords of wicked men
their own points on their masters’ bosoms

:

argaret’s curse is fallen upon my head

;

he,’ quoth she, ‘ shall split thy heart with
row,

ber Margaret was a prophetess.’
irs, convey me to the block of shame

;

hath but wrong, and blame the due of

[Exeunt.

ne II. The camp near Ta7nworth.

Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert,
id others

, with dncm and colours.

't. Fellows in arms, and my most loving
:nds,

underneath the yoke of tyranny,
• into the bowels of the land
5 march’d on without impediment

;

e receive we from our father Stanley
fair comfort and encouragement,
tched, bloody, and usurping boar,
•oil’d your summer fields and fruitful
es,

)ur warm blood like wash, and makes his
ugh
embowell’d bosoms, this foul swine 10
! even in the centre of this isle,

the town of Leicester, as we learn

:

imworth thither is but one day’s march,
name, cheerly on, courageous friends,
the harvest of perpetual peace
)ne bloody trial of sharp war.
Every man’s conscience is a thousand
>rds,

against that bloody homicide.
I doubt not but his friends will fly to us.
He hath no friends but who are friends

f
la-

r>
.

1 ins greatest need will shrink from him.
All for our vantage. Then, in God’s

le, march

:

pe is swift, and flies with swallow’s
gs;

makes gods, and meaner creatures kings]
* {Exeunt.

Scene III. Bosworth Field.

Enter King Richard in arms, with Norfolk,
the Earl of Surrey, and others.

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in
Bosworth field.

My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad?
Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my

looks.

K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk,

—

Nor.
'

Here, most gracious liege.
K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha !

must we not?
Nor. We must both give and take, my gra-

cious lord.

K, Rich. Up with my tent there ! here will I
lie to-night

;

But where to-morrow? Well, all’s one for that.
Who hath descried the number of the foe ?

Nor. Six or seven thousand is their utmost
power. IO

K. Rich. Why, our battalion trebles that
account

:

Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength,
Which they upon the adverse party want.
Up with my tent there ! Valiant gentlemen,
Let us survey the vantage of the field

;

Call for some men of sound direction :

Let ’s want no discipline, make no delay

;

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. {Exeunt.

Enter, on the other side of thefield, Richmond,
Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and others.
Some of the Soldierspitch Richmond's tent.

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden
set.

And, by the bright track of his fiery car, 20
Gives signal of a goodly day to-morrow.
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard.
Give me some ink and paper in my tent

:

I ’ll draw the form and model of our battle,
Limit each leader to his several charge,
And part in just proportion our small strength.
My Lord ofOxford, you, Sir William Brandon,
And you. Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me.
The Earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment:
Good Captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him,
And by the second hour in the morning 31
Desire the earl to see me in my tent

:

Yet one thing more, good Blunt, before thou
go’ st,

Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, dost thou know?
Blunt. Unless I have mista’en his colours

much,
Which well I am assured I have not done.
His regiment lies half a mile at least
South from the mighty power of the king.
Richm. If without peril it be possible, 39Good captain Blunt, bear my good-night to him,

And give him from me this most needful scroll.
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I’ll under-

take it

;

And so, God give you quiet rest to-night

!

Richm. Good night, good Captain Blunt.
Come, gentlemen,

Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business :

In to our tent ; the air is raw and cold.
{They withdraw into the tent.



Enter
,,
to his tent

,
King Richard, Norfolk,

Ratcliff, Catesby, others.

K. Rich. What is’t o’clock?
#

It’s supper-time, my lord;

It’s nine o’clock.

K. Rich

.

I will not sup to-night.

Give me some ink and paper.

What, is my beaver easier than it was? 50

And all my armour laid into my tent?
_

Cate. It is, my liege ;
and all things are in

readiness.

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge ;

Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels.

Nor. I go, my lord.

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle

Norfolk. _
Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit.

K. Rich. Catesby I

Cate. My lord?

IC. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms

To Stanley’s regiment ;
bid him bring his power

Before sunrising, lest his son George tail 61

Into the blind cave of eternal night.

{Exit Catesby.

Fill me a bowl of wine. Give me a watch.

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow.

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy.

Ratcliff!

Rat. My lord? . _

K. Rich. Saw’st thou the melancholy Lord

Northumberland?
Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himself,

Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop 70

Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers

K. Rich. So, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl

of wine

:

I have not that alacrity of spirit,

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have.

Set it down. Is ink and paper ready ?

Rat. It is, my lord.

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch ;
leave me.

Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my tent

And help to arm me. Leave me, I say.

{Exeunt Ratcliff and the other A ttendants.

Farewell : the leisure and the fearful time

Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love .

And ample interchange of sweet discourse

Which so long sunder’d friends should dwfc

God give us leisure for these rites of love

!

Once more, adieu : be valiant, and speed

Richm. Good lords, condudt him to 1

ment: fl

I ’ll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take

Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-mc

When I should mount with wings of vi6lo

Once more, good night, kind lords and gen
[.Exeunt all but Ric

O Thou, whose captain I account myself,

Look on my forces with a gracious eye

;

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wr

That they may crush down with a heavy

The usurping helmets of our adversaries

!

Make us thy ministers of chastisement,

That we may praise thee in the victory

!

To thee I do commend my watchful soul,

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes

:

Sleeping and waking, O, defend me still

Enter the Ghost of Prince Edward,
Henry the Sixth.

Ghost. {To Richard} Let me sit h<

thy soul to-morrow

!

Think, how thou stab’dst me in my prime (

At Tewksbury : despair, therefore, and (i

{To Richmond ] Be cheerful, Richmo.

the wronged souls
.

-M;

Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf;

King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts

Enter Derby to Richmond in his tent> Zords
and others attending.

Der. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm !

Richm. All comfort that the dark night Can

afford
,

80

Be to thy person, noble father-in-law !

Tell me, how fares our loving mother?

Der. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy

mother,
Who prays continually for Richmond s good

:

So much for that. The silent hours steal on,

And flaky darkness breaks within the east.

In brief,—for so the season bids us be,

Prepare thy battle early in the morning,

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement

Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war. 9°

I, as I may—that which I would I cannot,—

•

With best advantage will deceive the time,

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms

:

But on thy side I may not be too forward,

Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George,

Be executed in his father’s sight.

Enter the Ghost ofHenry the Six!

Ghost. [To Richard ] When I was me
anointed body

By thee was punched full of deadly hole;.

Think on the Tower and me : despair, ar

Harry the Sixth bids thee despair and di<

{To Richmond ] Virtuous and holy,

conqueror

!

Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be

Doth comfort thee in thy sleep ; live, and

Enter the Ghost of Clarence.

Ghost. [To Richard ] Let me sit h

thy soul to-morrow

!

I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome

Poor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to
1

To-morrow in the battle think on me, .

And fall thy edgeless sword : despair, an

[To Richmond ] Thou offspring of the

Lancaster, ,

The wronged heirs of York do pray for t

Good angels guard thy battle ! live, and

Enter the Ghosts of Rivers, Grey
Vaughan.

Ghost ofR. [To Richard] Let me s

on thy soul to-morrow,

Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! despair, ai

Ghost ofG. [To Richard] Think up-

and let thy soul despair !

Ghost of V. [To Richard ]
Thu

Vaughan, and, with guilty fear,
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thy lance : despair, and die

!

[To Richmond} Awake, and think our
ongs in Richard’s bosom
lquer him ! awake, and win the day

!

Enter the Ghost ofHastings.

[To Richard] Bloody and guilty,
iltily awake,
i bloody battle end thy days !

n Lord Hastings : despair, and die !

hmond] Quiet untroubled soul, awake,
ake !

,

rht, and conquer, for fair England’s sake

!

r the Ghosts ofthe twoyoung Princes,

s'. [To Richard} Dream on thy cousins
other’d in the Tower : 151
e lead within thy bosom, Richard,
gh thee down to ruin, shame, and death!
hews’ souls bid thee despair and die !

:hmond} Sleep, Richmond, sleep in
ice, and wake in joy;
gels guard thee from the boar’s annoy!
i beget a happy race of kings !

s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish.

filter the Ghost <t/*Lady Anne.
[To Richard} Richard, thy wife, that

itched Anne thy wife,
er slept a quiet hour with thee, 160

; thy sleep with perturbations

:

>w in the battle think on me,
thy edgeless sword : despair, and die !

hnond} Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a
2t sleep

;

f success and happy victory !

irsary’s wife doth pray for thee.

nter the Ghost tf/"Buckingham.
[To Richard} The first was I that

>ed thee to the crown

;

was I that felt thy tyranny

:

battle think on Buckingham,
n terror of thy guiltiness ! 170
1, dream on, of bloody deeds and death

:

despair; despairing, yield thy breath

!

mond} I died for hope ere I could
thee aid

:

' thy heart, and be thou not dismay’d :

?ood angels fight on Richmond’s side
;

ard falls in height of all his pride.
Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts

.
out ofhis dream.

l - Give me another horse : bind up my
,nds.

cy, Jesu !—Soft ! I did but dream,
conscience, how dost thou afflitf: me

!

burn blue. It is now dead midnight,
ul drops stand on my trembling flesh,
tear? myself? there’s none else by :

oves Richard; that is, I am I.

murderer here ? No. Yes, I am :

What, from myself? Great reason

enge. What, myself upon myself?
we myself. Wherefore? for any good
self have done unto myself?
is, I rather hate myself
il deeds committed by myself! 190

589

I am a villain
;
yet I lie, I am not.

Fool, of thyself speak well : fool, do not flatter.My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale,
And every tale condemns me for a villain.
Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree;
Murder, stern murder, in the direst degree;
All several sins, all used in each degree,
Ihrong to the bar, crying all, Guilty

! guilty!
I shall despair. There is no creature loves me

;

And if I die, no soul shall pity me : 2ox
Nay, .wherefore should they, since that I myself
t md in ntyself no pity to myself?
Methought the souls of all that I had murder’d
Came to my tent; and every one did threat
To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard.

Enter Ratcliff.
Rat. My lord

!

K. Rich. ’Zounds ! who is there?
Rat. Ratcliff, my lord; ’tis I. The early

village-cock
Hath twice done salutation to the morn ; 210
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour.

IT. Rich. O Ratcliff, I have dream’d a fearful
dream

!

What thinkest thou, will our friends prove all
true?

Rat. No doubt, my lord.

K. Rich. 0 Ratcliff, I fear, I fear,

—

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of
shadows.

A. Rich. By the apostle Paul, shadows to-
night

Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond.
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 220
Under our tents I’ll play the eaves-dropper,
To see if any mean to shrink from me. [Exeunt.

Enter the Lords to Richmond, sitting in his
tent.

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond !

Richm. Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentle-
men,

That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here.
Lords. How have you slept, my lord?

*

Richm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding
dreams

That ever enter’d in a drowsy head,
Have I since your departure had, my lords.
Methought their souls, whose bodies Richard

murder’d, 2^QCame to my tent, and cried on vidlory

:

I promise you, my soul is very jocund
In the remembrance of so fair a dream.
How far into the morning is it, lords ?

Lords. Upon the stroke of four.
Richm. Why, then ’tis time to arm and give

direction.

His oration to his soldiers.

More than I have said, loving countrymen
The leisure and enforcement of the time

*

Forbids to dwell upon
:
yet remember this,

God and our good cause fight upon our side
; 240

1 he prayers of holy saints and wronged souls
Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand before our faces

;
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Richard except, those whom we fight against

Had rather have us win than him they follow

:

For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen,

A bloody tyrant and a homicide

;

One raised in blood, and one m blood establish d

;

One that made means to come by what he hath,

And slaughter’d those that were the means to

help him;
. , .

A base foul stone, made precious by the toil 250

Of England’s chair, where he is falsely set

;

One that hath ever been God’s enemy

:

Then, if you fight against God’s enemy,

God will in justice ward you as his soldiers;

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down,
<

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slam

;

If you do fight against your country’s foes,

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire

,

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives,

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors

,

If you do free your children fj"0^1 tke sword, 261

Your children’s children quit it in your age.

Then, in the name of God and all these rights.

Advance your standards, draw your willing

swords.

For me, the ransom of my bold attempt

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth s cold face

;

But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

The least of you shall share his part thereof.

Sound drums and trumpets boldly and cheer-

God and^Saint George ! Richmond and victory

[Exeunt. 270

My foreward shall be drawn out all in leng

Consisting equally of horse and foot

;

Our archers shall be placed in the midst:

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Sr

Shall have the leading of this foot and hon

They thus direaed, we will follow

In the main battle, whose puissance on |

side •

Shall be well winged with our chiefest hor;

This, and Saint George to boot! What t

thou, Norfolk?
Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereii/

ind I on my tent this morning.This found ]

Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Attend-

ants and Forces.

[He sheweth him a 1

K. Rich. [Reads] ‘ Jockey of Norfolk, i*

too bold,

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold.H

A thing devised by the enemy.

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge!

Let not our babbling dreams affright our sfj

Conscience is but a word that cowards use|

Devised at first to keep the strong in awe
g

Our strong arms be our conscience, swoil

law. I

March on, join bravely, let us to t pell-men

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to heh.

IC. Rich. What said Northumberland as touch-

ing Richmond?
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms.

K. Rich. He said the truth: and what said

Surrey then?
, , ,

.

Rat. He smiled and said ‘The better for our

purpose.’
• j j

K. Rich. He was in the right; and so indeed

jg [Clock stnketh.

Tell the clock there. Give me a calendar.

Who saw the sun to-day?

Rat. ’ Not I, my lord.

K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine; for by

the book
He should have braved the east an hour ago:

A black day will it be^to somebody. 280

Ratcliff!

Rat. My lord?
,

K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day

;

The’sky doth frown and lour upon our army.

I would these dewy tears were from the ground.

Not shine to-day ! Why, what is that to me
More than to Richmond? for the selfsame heaven

That frowns on me looks sadly upon him.

Ent.er Norfolk.

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in

the field.

K. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle; caparison

my horse.

Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power

:

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain, 291

And thus my battle shall be ordered

:

His oration to his A rmy.

What shall I say more than I have inferr’c

Remember whom you are to cope withal

;

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runawa

A scum of Bretons, and base lackey peasa

Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits fo

To desperate ventures and assured destru<

You sleeping safe, they bring to you unre:

You having lands, and blest with be

wives.

They would restrain the one, distain the c

And who doth lead them but a paltry fell*

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s co

A milk-sop, one that never in his life

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow?

Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas j

Lash hence these overweening rags of Fr

These famish’d beggars, weary of their li

Who, but for dreaming on this fond explc

For want of means, poor rats, had hang

'

selves

:

If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, <

And not these bastard Bretons; wh<^

fathers
j

Have in their own land beaten, bobbj

thump’d,
And in record, left them the heirs of sliar

Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our

Ravish our daughters? [Drum afar off.]

I hear their drum.

Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold M

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the i|

Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in

Amaze the welkin with your broken stav.

Enter a Messenger.

What says Lord Stanley? will he b

power ?

Mess. My lord, he doth deny to coirn

K. Rich. Off with his son George sh

Nor. My lord, the enemy is past the

After the battle let George Stanley die.

I
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Rich . A thousand hearts are great within
ny bosom

:

ice our standards, set upon our foes ;

icient word of courage, fair Saint George,
2 us with the spleen of fiery dragons

! 350
them ! Victory sits on our helms.

[Exeunt.

:ene IV. Anotherpart of thefield.

urn: excursions. Enter Norfolk and
forcesfighting; to him Catesby.
•. Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue,
;scue

!

ng enadls more wonders than a man,
; an opposite to every danger

:

rse is slain, and all on foot he fights,

g for Richmond in the throat of death,
fair lord, or else the day is lost

!

ilarums. Enter King Richard.
? ich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for
horse

!

. Withdraw, my lord; I’ll help you to
horse.

licit. Slave, I have set my life upon
cast,

-vill stand the hazard of the die : 10
there be six Richmonds in the field

;

we I slain to-day instead of him.
:! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse

jf

[Exeunt.

5NE V. Another part of the field.

Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal

:

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

Richm. Great God of heaven, say Amen
to all

! ^

But, tell me, is young George Stanley living?
Der. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester

.

town
; .

IO
Whither, if it please you, we may now with-

draw us.

Richm. What men of name are slain on
either side?

Der. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord
Ferrers,

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir William Brandon.
Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their

births

:

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled
That in submission will return to us

:

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament.
We will unite the white rose and the red:
Smile heaven upon this fair conjundlion, 20
That long have frown’d upon their enmity

!

What traitor hears me, and says not amen ?
England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself;
1 he brother blindly shed the brother’s blood,
The father rashly slaughter’d his own son,
The son, compell’d, been butcher to the sire

;

All this divided York and Lancaster,
Divided in their dire division,
O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth,
The true succeeders of each royal house, 30By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together!
And let their heirs, God, if thy will be so,
Enrich the time to come with smooth-faced

n . Enter Richard and Richmond
;

fight. Richard is slain. Retreat and
ish. Re-enter Richmond, Derby bear-
he crown, with divers other Lords,

m. God and your arms be praised, vidfcor-
is friends

;

y is ours, the bloody dog is dead.
Courageous Richmond, well hast thou

quit thee.

e, this long-usurped royalty
le dead temples of this bloody wretch

peace,
With smiling plenty and fair prosperous days!
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord,
That would reduce these bloody days again,
And make poor England weep in streams of

blood

!

Let them not live to taste this land’s increase
That would with treason wound this fair land’s

peace !

Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again

:

I hat she may long live here, God say amen !

[Exeunt.
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Spirits.

Scene; London) Westminster t
Kinib

THE PROLOGUE.

I come no more to make you laugh : things now,

That bear a weighty and a serious brow,

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe,

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow,

We now present. Those that can pity, here

May, if they think it well, let fall a tear

;

The subjedt will deserve it. Such as give

Their money out of hope they may believe,

May here find truth too. Those that come to see

Only a show or two, and so agree 10

The play may pass, if they be still and willing,

I ’ll undertake may see away their shilling

Richly in two short hours. Only they

That come to hear a merry bawdy play,

A noise of targets, or to see a fellow

In a long motley coat guarded with yellow,

Will be deceived ;
for, gentle hearers, know,

To rank our chosen truth with such a show

As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting
.

Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring,

To make that only true we now intend, 21

Will leave us never an understanding friend.

Therefore, for goodness’ sake, and as you are

known
The first and happiest hearers of the town,

Be sad, as we would make ye : think ye see

The very persons of our noble story

As they were living; think you see them great,

And follow’d with the general throng and sweat

Of thousand friends; then in a moment, see

How soon this mightiness meets misery : 3°

And, if you can be merry then, I ’ll say

A man may weep upon his wedding-day.

ACT I.

Scene I. London. An ante-chamber
palace.

Inter the Duke OF Norfolk at one d

the other,
the Duke of Buckingham <

Lord Abergavenny.

Buck. Good morrow, and well met. He

ye done
Since last we saw in France?

Nor.
.

1 tliank X011

healthful ;
and ever since a fresh admirei

3f what I saw there.
.

Buck. An untimely ague

Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber whe;

Phose suns of glory, those two lights of n

Met in the vale of Andren.

Nor. ’Twixt Guynes an

[ was then present, saw them salute on hor

Beheld them, when they lighted, how the

[n their embracement, as they grew togei

Which had they, what four throned on<

have weigh’d

Such a compounded one?

Buck. All the whole tv.

I was my chambers prisoner

Nor. Then you lc

The view of earthly glory : men might sa

Till this time pomp was single, but now r

To one above itself. Each following day

Became the next day’s master, till the la.

Made former wonders ^s. To-day the
^

All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen go1



El.] KING HENRY VIII.

- down the English
; and, to-morrow, they

• Britain India: every man that stood 21
d like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were
erubins, all gilt : the madams too,
ised to toil, did almost sweat to bear
.ride upon them, that their very labour
0 them as a painting : now this masque
:ned incomparable

; and the ensuing night
it a fool and beggar. The two kings,
in lustre, were now best, now worst,
.‘sence did present them

; him in eye, ^
im in praise : and, being present both,

°

said they saw but one ; and no discerner
wag his tongue in censure. When these
uns

—

) they phrase ’em—by their heralds chal-
mged
)ble spirits to arms, they did perform
d thought’s compass; that former fabulous
tory,

now seen possible enough, got credit,
>evis was believed.

O, you go far.
As I belong to worship and affedt

Dur honesty, the tradl of every thing 40
by a good discourser lose some life,
action’s self was tongue to. All was royal •

disposing of it nought rebell’d,
?ave each thing view; the office did
tly his full function.

• Who did guide,
,
who set the body and the limbs

great sport together, as you guess?
One, certes, that promises no element

a business.

* I Pray you, who, my lord ?
All this was order’d by the good dis-

itlon
so

ight reverend Cardinal of York.
The devil speed him ! no man’s pie is

ed
is ambitious finger. What had he
1 these fierce vanities? I wonder
:h a keech can with his very bulk
1 rays o’ the beneficial sun
p it from the earth.

. ,. Surely, sir,
in him stuff that puts him to these ends

;

ig not propp’d by ancestry, whose grace
uccessors their way, nor call’d upon 60
1 feats done to the crown ; neither allied
snt assistants

; but, spider-like,
11S self-drawing web, he gives us note,
e of his own merit makes his way ;

at heaven gives for him, which buys
text to the king.

I cannot tell
aven hath given him,—let some graver

Of all the gentry; for the most part such
1 o whom as great a charge as little honour
lie meant to lay upon : and his own letter,
1 he honourable board of council out,
fMust fetch him in he papers.
Aber.

.
I do know 80

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that haveBy this so sicken’d their estates, that never
They shall abound as formerly.
Buck. O, many

Have broke their backs with laying manors on ’em
£
or this great journey. What did this vanity

But minister communication of
A most poor issue ?

H°r. Grievingly I think,
1 he peace between the French and us not values
The cost that did conclude it.

Stick.
'

Every man,
After the hideous storm that follow’d, was 90A thing inspired

; and, not consulting, broke
Into a general prophecy ; That this tempest,
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded
The sudden breach on’t.

Nor. Which is budded out

;

for France hath flaw’d the league, and hath
attach’d

Our merchants’ goods at Bourdeaux.
Aber Is it therefore

i he ambassador is silenced ?

Nor. Marry, is’t.
Aber. A proper title of a peace; and purchased

At a superfluous rate !

Buck. Why, all this business
Our reverend cardinal carried.
Nor. Like it your grace, 100

JLhe state takes notice of the private difference
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you—
And take it from a heart that wishes towards you
Honour and plenteous safety—that you read
The cardinal’s malice and his potency
Together; to consider further that
What his high hatred would effedt wants not
Aminister in his power. You know his nature,
lhat he’s revengeful, and I know his sword
Hath a sharp edge : it’s long and, ’t may be said,
ft reaches far, and where ’twill not extend, m
Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel.
You 11 find it wholesome. Lo, where comes that

rock
That I advise your shunning.

to that ; but I can see his pride
)ugh each part of him: whence has he

m hell? the devil is a niggard,
7oyen all before, and he begins

U in himself.

Why the devil,

u
ren

.

c
.

out, took he upon him.he privity o’ the king, to appoint
Id attend on him ? He makes up the file

Enter CardinalWolsey, thepurse borne before
nun, certainofthe Guard, and two Secretaries
with papers. The Cardinal in his passage
jixeth his eye on Buckingham, andBucking-
ham on him

,
bothfull ofdisdain.

.. The Duke of Buckingham’s surveyor, ha?Where s his examination ?

First Seer.
_

Here, so please you.
rrol. Is he in person ready?
First Seer Ay, please your grace.
fkW. Well, we shall then know more ; and

Buckingham
Shall lessen this big look.

„ , .
[Exeunt Wolsey and his Train.

Buck. I his butcher’s cur is venom-mouth’d,and I
I2qHave not the power to muzzle him; therefore bestHot wake him m his slumber. A beggar’s book

33



Outworths a noble’s blood.
, f A 9

Nor What, are you chafed?

Ask God for temperance; that’s the appliance

only
Which your disease requires

.

Buck. 1 read s looks

Matter against me ;
and his eye reviled

Me, as Ins abje& objedl : at this instant

He bores me with some trick : he s gone to the

king

;

I ’ll follow and outstare him.

Nor Stay, my lord,
#

And let your reason with your choler question

What ’tis you go about : to climb steep hills 13 1

Requires slow pace at first : anger is like

A full-hot horse, who being allow d his way,

Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England

Can advise me like you : be to yourself

As you would to your friend.

Buck. I’ll to the king;

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down

This Ipswich fellow’s insolence ;
or proclaim

There’s difference in no persons.

Nor. Be advised;

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 14°

That it do singe yourself : we may outrun,

By violent swiftness, that which we run at,

And lose by over-running. Know you not,

The fire that mounts the liquor till t run °’ eI
>

d .

In seeming to augment it wastes it. Be advise .

I sav again, there is no English soul

More stronger to direft you than yourself,

If with the sap of reason you would quencn,

Or but allay, the fire of passion.

Buck Sir,

I am thankful to you; and I’ll go along

By your prescription : but this top-proud fellow,

Whom from the flow of gall I name not but

From sincere motions, by intelligence,

And proofs as clear as founts m July when

We see each grain of gravel, I do know

To be corrupt and treasonous.
,

Nor. Say not ‘ treasonous.

Buck. To the king I’ll say’t; and make my
vouch as strong

As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox,

Or wolf, or both,—for he is equal ravenous

As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief

As able to perform ’t ;
his mind and place

Infe&ing one another, yea, reciprocally—

Only to show his pomp as well m r ranee

As here at home, suggests the king our master

To this last costly treaty, the interview.

That swallow’d so much treasure, and like a glass

Did break i’ the rinsing.
I aTor Faith, and so it did.

#

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning

cardinal
.

The articles o’ the combination drew

To whisper Wolsey,—here makes visitation

His fears were, that the interview betwixt

England and Franee might, through their _

Breed him some prejudice; for from this le

Peep’d harms that menaced him ; he privily

Deals with our cardinal ;
and, as I trow,

Which I do well; for I am sure the emperc

Paid ere he promised ;
whereby his suit wasgi

Ere it was ask’d; but when the way was m
And paved with gold, the emperor thus der

That he would please to alter the king s coi

And break the foresaid peace. Let the king

As soon he shall by me, that thus the cardm

Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases,

And for his own advantage.

Nor. 1 am s?rry

To hear this of him ;
and could wish he we

Something mistaken in’t.
'

Buck. No, not a syllable

I do pronounce him in that very shape

He shall appear in proof.

The articles o tne comDiiwuuu

As himself pleased ;
and they were ratified 170

As he cried ‘ Thus let be’ : to as much end
As he cnea anus ut- . ^ v--

As give a crutch to the dead: but our count

-

Has done this, and ’tis well; for worthy Wolsey,

Who cannot err, he did it. Now this follows,

Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy

To the old dam, treason,—Charles the emperor,

Under pretence to see the queen his aunt,

For ’twas indeed his colour, but he came

Enter Brandon, a Sergeant-at-arms lefor

and two or three of the Guard.

Bran. Your office, sergeant; execute it

MyTord the Duke of Buckingham, and E
Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton,

Arrest thee of high treason, in the name

Of our most sovereign king.

Buck Lo, y°u >
my 10

The net has fall’n upon me 1 I shall perish

Under device and practice.

Bran. 1M
1 am s?rry

To see you ta’en from liberty, to look on

The business present : ’tis his highness pi

You shall to the Tower. jj
Buck. It will help me not

To plead mine innocence ;
for that dye is

Which makes my whitest part black.

of heaven T ,

Be done in this and all things ! I obey.

O my Lord Abergavenny, fare you well

!

Bran Nay, he must bear you compai

king \ToAbeM

Is pleased you shall to the Tower, till yoi

How he determines further.

A ber.
As the duke

The will of heaven be done, and the kinj

sure

By me obey’d
! . . r ^

Bran. Here is a warrant from

The king to attach Lord Montacute;

Of the°duke’s confessor, John de la Car,

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor,--

Buck.
,

b0 ’
*

These are the limbs o’ the plot : no more

Bran. A monk o’ the Chartreux.

Buck. O, Nicholas He

B
Buck. My surveyor is false; the

cardinal vr •

Hath show’d him gold; my life is

already : _ . . ,

I am the shadow of poor Buckingham,

Whose figure even this instant cloud pu

By darkening my clear sun. My lord,
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ie II. The same. The council-chamber.

?ts. Enter • the King, leaning on the
rdinal’s shoulder

,
the Nobles, and Sir

omas Lovell; the Cardinal places him-
runder the King’s^/ on his right side.

<ig. My life itself, and the best heart of it,

ks you for this great care; I stood i’ the
level

ull-charged confederacy, and give thanks
>u that choked it. Let be call’d before us
gentleman of Buckingham’s

; in person
;ar him his confessions justify;
joint by point the treasons of his master
tall again relate.

:se within
,
crying 1 Room for the Queen !’

ter Queen Katharine, ushered by the
KE of Norfolk, and the Duke of Suf-
k: she kneels. The King risethfrom his
e, takes her up, kisses and placeth her by

’lath. Nay, we must longer kneel : I am
t suitor.

g. Arise, and take place by us: half
rour suit IO
name to us; you have half our power;
[her moiety, ere you ask, is given

;

,t your will and take it.

lath. Thank your majesty,
mu would love yourself, and in that love
iconsider’d leave your honour, nor
gnity of your office, is the point
petition.

g. Lady mine, proceed.
iath. I am solicited, not by a few,
lose of true condition, that your subjedls
great grievance : there have been com-

lissions
. 20

[own among ’em, which hath flaw’d the
eart

heir loyalties : wherein, although,
od lord cardinal, they vent reproaches
itterly on you, as putter on
>e exactions, yet the king our master

—

honour heaven shield from soil !—even he
>capes not
ige unmannerly, yea, such which breaks
les of loyalty, and almost appears
1 rebellion.

Not almost appears,
appear ; for, upon these taxations, 30
)thiers all, not able to maintain
my to them longing, have put off
insters, carders, fullers, weavers, who,
)r other life, compell’d by hunger
:k of other means, in desperate manner
the event to the teeth, are all in uproar,
nger serves among them.

Taxation

!

a? and what taxation? My lord cardinal,
:t are blamed for it alike with us,
mu of this taxation?

Please you, sir, 40
but of a single part, in aught
5 to the state

; and front but in that file
others tell steps with me.

No, my lord,

You know no more than others; but you frame
Things that are known alike; which are not

wholesome
To those which would not know them, and yet

must
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exa&ions,
Whereof my sovereign would have note, they are
Most pestilent to the hearing; and, to bear ’em,
I he back is sacrifice to the load. They say 50
They are devised by you ; or else you suffer
Too hard an exclamation.King. Still exadlion !

The nature of it? in what kind, let’s know,
Is this exadtion?
Q. Kath. I am much too venturous

In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden’d
Under your promised pardon. The subjects’

grief
Comes through commissions, which compel from

each
The sixth part of his substance, to be levied
Without delay

; and the pretence for this
Is named, your wars in France : this makes bold

mouths
: 60

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts
freeze

Allegiance in them ; their curses now
Live where their prayers did: and it’s come to

pass,

This tradtable obedience is a slave
To each incensed will. I would your highness
Would give it quick consideration, for
There is no primer business.
King. By my life.

This is against our pleasure.
JUol. And for me,

I have no further gone in this than by
A single voice

; and that not pass’d me but 70
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am
Traduced by ignorant tongues, which neither

know
My faculties nor person, yet will be
The chronicles of my doing, let me say
’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake
That virtue must go through. We must not

stint

•Our necessary adtions, in the fear
To cope malicious censurers; which ever.
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow
That is new-trimm’d, but benefit no further 80
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best,
By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is

Not ours, or not allow’d
; what worst, as oft.

Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up
For our best adt. If we shall stand still,

In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at,
We should take root here where we sit, or sit
State-statues only.

King. Things done well,
And with a care, exempt themselves from fear ;

Things done without example, in their issue 90
Are to be fear’d. Have you a precedent
Of this commission? I believe, not any.
We must not rend our subjects from our laws,
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each ?

A trembling contribution ! Why, we take
From every tree lop, bark, and part o’ the timber ;

And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack’d.
The air will drink the sap. To every county

38—.



Where this is question’d send our letters, w ith

Free pardon to each man that has denied 100

The force of this commission :
pray, look to t

;

I put it to your care.
.

Wol A word with you.

[ To the Secretary.

Let there be letters writ to every shire,
<

Of the king’s grace and pardon. Ihe grieved

commons
. . ,

Hardly conceive of me ;
let it be noised

That through our intercession this revokement

And pardon comes: I shall anon advise you

Further in the proceeding. {.Exit Secretary.

King. How know’st thou this'.

Surv. Not long before your highness sj

France,

Enter Surveyor,

Q. Kath. I am sorry that the Duke of Buck-

ingham
Is run in your displeasure.

Kin *. It grieves many : no

The gentleman is learn’d, and a most rare

To nature^none more bound ;
his training such

That he may furnish and instruct great teachers,

And never seek for aid out of himself. Yet see,

When these so noble benefits shall prove

Not well disposed, the mind growing once

corrupt, . -i

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly

Than ever they were fair. This man so coF^e ^Q
>

Who was enroll’d ’mongst wonders, and when we,

Almost with ravish’d listening, could not find 120

His hour of speech a minute ;
he, my lady,

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces

That once were his, and is become as black

As if besmear’d in hell. Sit by us; you shall

hear— .
.

This was his gentleman in trust—of him

Things to strike honour sad. Bid him recount

The fore-recited practices ;
whereof

We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

Wol. Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate

what you,
. „ ,

Most like a careful subje6t, have colle&ed 130

Out of the Duke of Buckingham.

King Speak freely-

Surv. First, it was usual with him, every day

1 1 would infe<5t his speech, that if the king

! Should without issue die, he’ll carry it so

I To make the sceptre his : these very words

* 1 ’ve heard him utter to his son-in-law,

;

Lord Abergavenny ;
to whom by oath he menaced

: Revenge upon the cardinal.

j
Wol. Please your highness, note

This dangerous conception in this point.

Not friended by his wish, to your high person 140

I His will is most malignant ;
and it stretches

j

Beyond you, to your friends.

I Q. Kath. My learn d lord cardinal,

! Deliver all with charity.
I

lCing% Speak on

:

How grounded he his title to the crown,

Upon our fail? to this point hast thou heard him

At^any time speak aught^^ ^^
By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins.

King. What was that Hopkins ? .

Surv. Sir, a Chartreux friar,

His confessor; who fed him every minute

With words of sovereignty.

x1 ranee, . . • ..

The duke being at the Rose, within the pat

Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demar

What was the speech among the Londoner:

Concerning the French journey : I replied,

Men fear’d the French would prove perfidi-

To the king’s danger. Presently the duke

Said, ’twas the fear, indeed; and that he dc

’Twould prove the verity of certain words

Spoke by a holy monk ;

‘ that oft, says he

‘ Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit

John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice horn

To hear from him a matter of some momen

Whom after under the confession s seal

He solemnly had sworn, that what he spok

My chaplain to no creature living, but

To me, should utter, with demure confider.

This pausingly ensued: Neither the king

Tell youAhe duke, shall prosper : bid him I

To gain the love o’ the commonalty : the dul

Shall govern England.’ b

Q. Kath. If I know You
(

You were the duke’s surveyor, and losl

office
, . f

On the complaint o’ the tenants : take goo>

You charge not in your spleen a noble per:

And spoil your nobler soul : I say, take he

Yes, heartily beseech you.
.

King. Let him on*

Go forward. . _ _ . , .

Surv. On my soul, I 11 speak but trut

I told my lord the duke, by the devil s illu

The monk might be deceived; and tha

dangerous for him
To ruminate on this so. far, until.

.

It forged him some design, which, bemgbe

It was much like to do : he answer d, I

u

It can do me no damage ;
adding further.

That, had the king in his last sickness fail

The cardinal’s and Sir Thomas Lovell sh(

Should have gone offi

King. Ha! what, so rank?

There’s mischief in this man: canst th

further?

Surv. I can, my liege.

jCin{r Proceed.

Surv Being at Gre*

After your highness had reproved the duk

About Sir William Blomer,—
Kin*. I remember

Of such* a time : being my sworn servant,

The duke retain’d him his. But on

hence? . _ . .. .

Surv.
‘
If,’ quoth he, I for this ha

committed, „ v . , , ,

As to the Tower, I thought, I would haw

The part my father meant to a& upon

The usurper Richard ;
who, being at ball

Made suit to come in’s presence ; *

As he^made semblance of his duty, would

Have put his knife into him.’ .

King. A giant trait;

Wol. Now, madam, may his highnes:

freedom,
And this man out of prison?

j
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\ath. God mend all

!

r There’s something more would out of
nee ; what say’st ?

v. After ‘the duke his father,’ with ‘the
:nife,’

retch’d him, and, with one hand on his
tagger,

er spread on ’s breast, mounting his eyes,
1 discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour
-were he evil used, he would outgo
ther by as much as a performance
in irresolute purpose,

f. There’s his period,
athe his knife in us. He is attach’d ; 210
m to present trial : if he may
lercy in the law, ’tis his ; if none,
n not seek ’t of us : by day and night,
:aitor to the height. [Exeunt.

e III. An antechamber in thepalace.

r the Lord Chamberlain and Lord
Sands.

n. Is’t possible the spells of France
lould juggle
to such strange mysteries?
k New customs,
i they be never so ridiculous,
t ’em be unmanly, yet are follow’d.
* As far as I see, all the good our
nglish

ot by the late voyage is but merely
r two o the face

; but they are shrewd
es;

len they hold ’em, you would swear
'ectly

pry noses had been counsellors
m or Clotharius, they keep state so. 10

They have all new legs, and lame
es : one would take it,

ver saw [em pace before, the spavin
lghalt reign’d among ’em.
l' Death ! my lord,
othes are after such a pagan cut too,
ire, they’ve worn out Christendom.

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell.

How now

!

‘ws, Sir Thomas Lovell?

. Faith, my lord,
t none, but the new proclamation
lapp’d upon the court-gate.
• What is’t for?
Ine reformation of our travel!’ d) gallants,
1 the court with quarrels, talk, and
or
%, ,

20
1 m glad ’tis there: now I would

y our monsieurs
an English courtier may be wise,
er see the Louvre.

They must either,
in the conditions, leave those remnants
nd feather that they got in France,
their honourable points of ignorance
ig thereunto, as fights and fireworks,
better men than they can be,
foreign wisdom, renouncing clean
1 they have in tennis, and tall stockings,

Short blister’d breeches, and those types of
travel, 3I

And understand again like honest men

;

Or pack to their old playfellows : there, I take it.

They may, ‘ cum privilegio,’ wear away
The lag end of their lewdness and be laugh’d at.
Sands. ’Tis time to give ’em physic, their

diseases
Are grown so catching.

_ ,
What a loss our ladiesW ill have of these trim vanities !

rr^°
V'

mi 1 .
Ay, marry,

I here will be woe indeed, lords: the sly whore-
sons

Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies
; 40A b rench song and a fiddle has no fellow.

Sands. The devil fiddle ’em! I am glad they
are going,

For, sure, there ’s no converting of ’em * nowAn honest country lord, as I am, beaten
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-songAnd have an hour of hearing; and, by’r ladyH eld current music too.
Cham

.
Well said, Lord Sands;

Your colt s tooth is not cast yet.
Sands. No, my lord;

JN or shall not, while I have a stump.

.
Sir Thomas,

Whither were you a-going?

•
To the cardinal’s

: 50Your lordship is a guest too.
CJiam. o, ’tis true

:

This night he makes a supper, and a great one,
1 o many lords and ladies

; there will be
The beauty of this kingdom, I ’ll assure you.
Eov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind

indeed,
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us

;

His dews fall every where.

„CtaT . , , , ,

No doubt he's noble;
lie had a black mouth that said other of him.
Sands. He may, my lord; has wherewithal

:

in him
Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doc-

trine
: ^Men of his way should be most liberal ;lhey are set here for examples.

Cham.
_

True, they are so

;

tfut lew now give so great ones. My barge
stays ;

Your lordship shall along. Come, good Sir
1 homas,

We shall be late else ; which I would not be,
h or I was spoke to, with Sir Henry Guildford
i his night to be comptrollers.
Sands. I am your lordship’s. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. A Hall in York Place.

Hautboys. A small table wider a statefor the

Th, a
l0Hg

v
r table for the Kaests.I hen enter Anne Bullen and divers other

X,
dl

?
s a?d Gentlemen as guests

, at one

Guildford^ ^ ***” SlR Henry

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from hi-s
grace

Salutes ye all
; this night he dedicates

I o fair content and you : none here, he hopes,



Tn all this noble bevy, has brought with her

One care abroad ;
he would have all as merry

As, first, good company, good wine, good wel-

Can make good people. O, my lord, you're

tardy

:

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and

Sir Thomas Lovell.

The very thought of this fair company

C1

C^«r
in

You are young, Sir Harry Guildford

Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal io

But half my lay thoughts in him, some of these

Should find a running banquet ere they rested,

I think would better please ’em : by my me,

Thev are a sweet society of fair ones.
1
Lov. O, that your lordship were but now con-

fessor

TSrW"

°

fthase!
l would I were;

They should find easy P*-**.^ how ea5y.

Sands As easy as a down-bed would afford it.

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit?

Place
S
yoi?that

y
side ;

I’ll take the charge of this

:

His grace is entering. Nay, you must not freeze ,

Two women placed together makes cold

w

eather

My Lord Sands, you are one will keep em waking

,

Pray, sit between these ladies.^^^
Andthtnk your lordship. By your leave, sweet

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me

;

I had it from my father.

Anne Was he mad, sir?
.

Sands. O, very mad, exceeding mad, m
love too

: . ,

But he would bite none ;
just as I do now,

He would kiss you twenty with a breathy^
Cham We]1 said

>
my lord * 3°

So now you’re fairly seated. Gentlemen,

The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies

Pass away frowning.
.

Sands. For my little cure,

Let me alone,

Sands. Yes, if I make my play.

Here’s to your ladyship : and pledge it, maijj

For ’tis to such a thing,—

yl nne You cannot show n

Sands. I told your grace they would talk

;

[Drum arid trumpet ,
chambers discha

Wol. What’s

Cham. Look out there, some of ye.

[Exit Seri

Wol. What warlike voic

And to what end, is this? Nay, ladies, fear

By all the laws of war you ’re privileged.

Re-enter Servant,

Cham. How now! what is ’t? .

Serv. A noble troop of strain

For so they seem : they ’ve left their barg<|

landed

;

And hither make, as great ambassadors

From foreign princes.

Wol. Good lord chamberlain

Go, give ’em welcome ;
you can speak the F

And, pray, receive ’em nobly, and conduct

Into our presence, where this heaven of be;

Shall shine at full upon them. Some attem

[Exit Chamberlain ,
attended. AL
and tables ren

You have now a broken banquet; but

mend it. ll
A good digestion to you all : and once mon

1 shower a welcome on ye ;
welcome all,

Hautboys. Enter the King and othe

masquers,
habited like shepherds ,

usher

the Lord Chamberlain. They pass di

before the Cardinal, and gracefully

him.

Hautboys. Enter Cardinal Wolsey, and
takes his state.

Wol. You’re welcome, my fair guests: that

noble lady,
r ,

Or gentleman, that is not freely merry,

Is not my friend : this to confirm my welcome^

Atid to you all, good health. L

Sands Your Srace 1S noble •

Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks,

And save me so much talking. ,

Wol My Lord Sands, 40

I am beholding to you: cheer your neighbours.

Ladies, you are not merry :
gentlemen,

Whose fault is this?
, . . ^ .

Sands The red wine first must use

In their fair cheeks, my lord; then we shall have

’em
Talk us to silence.

Anne. You are a merry gamester,

My Lord Sands.

A noble company ! what are their pleasure

Cham. Because they speak no Lnglisl

they pray’d
, . . , ,

To tell your grace, that, having heard by 1

Of this so noble and so fair assembly L

This night to meet here, they could do no

Out of the great respedt they bear to beau

But leave their flocks ;
and, under your la

Crave leave to view these ladies and entre

An hour of revels with ’em.

Wol. Say, lord chaml

They have done my poor house grace; 101

I pay ’em ,

A thousand thanks, and pray em tak<

pleasures.
\

[They choose Ladies for the dance..
L King chooses A nne A

King. The fairest hand I ever touch*

Till now I never knew thee !
[Music.

Wol. My lord!

Cham. Your grace ?

Wol. Pray ,
tell ’em thusmuch lr

There ’should be one amongst ’em, by his

More worthy this place than myself ;
to v

If I but knew him, with my love and duo

I would surrender it.

Cham. I will, my lord. .

[ Whispers the Me

Wol. What say they?
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<.m. Such a one,. they all confess,

is indeed; which they would have your
p-ace

Hit, and he will take it.

1. Let me see, then.

I your good leaves, gentlemen; here I’ll

nake
yal choice.

g. Ye have found him, cardinal

:

[Unmasking.
old a fair assembly; you do well, lord:
re a churchman, or, I’ll tell you, cardinal,

Id judge now unhappily.
l. I am glad
jrace is grown so pleasant.

g. My lord chamberlain, 90
e, come hither: what fair lady’s that?
m. An’t please your grace, Sir Thomas
lullen’s daughter,

—

hscount Rochford,—one of her highness’
/omen.

g. By heaven, she is a dainty one. Sweet-
eart,

unmannerly, to take you out,

3t to kiss you. A health, gentlemen !

go round.

Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready
privy chamber?

Yes, my lord.

•

<
Your grace,

with dancing is a little heated. 100

f. I fear, too much.
There’s fresher air, my lord,

next chamber.

r- Lead in your ladies, every one : sweet
irtner,

not yet forsake you : let’s be merry

:

ly lord cardinal, I have half a dozen healths
lk to these fair ladies, and a measure
1 ’em once again ; and then let’s dream
best in favour. Let the music knock it.

[.Exeunt with trumpets.

ACT II.

cene I. Westminster. A street.

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting.

Gent. Whither away so fast?
Gent. O, God save ye !

) the hall, to hear what shall become
great Duke of Buckingham.
1

Gent.
.

I ’ll save you
bour, sir. All’s now done, but the cere-
ony

:

ging back the prisoner.
Gent.

.
Were you there?

Gent. Yes, indeed, was I.

Gent. Pray, speak what has happen’d.
Gent. You may guess quickly what.
Gent. Is he found guilty ?

Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d
•on’t.

Gent. I am sorry for’t.

Gent. So are a number more.
Gent. But, pray, how pass’d it? 10
Gent. I ’ll tell you in a little. The great
ke
) the bar ; where to his accusations

He pleaded still not guilty and alleged
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law.
The king’s attorney on the contrary
Urged on the examinations, proofs, confessions
Of divers witnesses

; which the duke desired
To have brought viva voce to his face

:

At which appear’d against him his surveyor

;

Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor
; and John Car,

Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk, 21
Hopkins, that made this mischief.

Sec. Gent.
.

That was he
That fed him with his prophecies?
hrst Gent. The same.

All these accused him strongly
; which he fain

Would have flung from him, but, indeed, he
could not:

And so his peers, upon this evidence,
Have found him guilty of high treason. Much
He spoke, and learnedly, for life

; but all
Was either pitied in him or forgotten.

Sec. Gent. After all this, how did he bear

.

himself?
First Gent. When he was brought again to

the bar, to hear
His knell rung out, his judgement, he was stirr’d
With such an agony, he sweat extremely,
And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty :

But he fell to himself again, and sweetly
In all the rest show’d a most noble patience.

See. Gent. I do not think he fears death.
First Gent. Sure, he does not

:

He never was so womanish
; the cause

He may a little grieve at.

Sec. Gent.
.

Certainly
The cardinal is the end of this.

hirst Gent. ’Tis likely, 40
By all conjectures : first, Kildare’s attainder,
Then deputy of Ireland

; who removed,
Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too,
Lest he should help his father.

Sec. Gent.
.

That trick of state
Was a deep envious one.
First Gent. At his return

No doubt he will requite it. This is noted,
And generally, whoever the king favours.
The cardinal instantly will find employment,
And far enough from court too.

See. Gent.
. .

All the commons
Hate him perniciously, and, o’ my conscience, 50
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much
They love, and dote on ; call him bounteous

Buckingham,
The mirror of all courtesy ;

—

hirst Gent.
.

Stay there, sir,

And see the noble ruin’d man you speak of.

EnterBuckinghamfrom his arraignment ,* tip-
staves before him; the axe with the edge
towards him ; halberds on each side : accom-
panied with Sir Thomas Lovell, Sir Nich-

{olas Vaux, Sir William Sands, and com-
mon people.

Sec. Gent. Let’sstand close, and behold him. 1

Buck. All good people.
You that thus far have come to pity me, !

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me.
I have this day received a traitor’s judgement.
And by that name must die: yet, heaven bear

witness,
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And if I have a conscience, let it sink me, 60

Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful

!

The law I bear no malice for my death
;

.

’T has done, upon the premises, but justice

:

But those that sought it I could wish more Chris-

tians :

Be what they will, I heartily forgive em

:

Yet let ’em look they glory not in mischief,

Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ;

For then my guiltless blood must cry against ’em.

For further life in this world I ne’er hope,

Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 70

More than I dare make faults. You few that

loved me,
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham,

His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave

Is only bitter to him, only dying,

Go with me, like good angels, to my end ;

And, as the long divorce of steel falls on me,

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice^

And lift my soul to heaven. Lead on, o’ God s

name. .

Lov. I do beseech your grace, for charity,

If ever any malice in your heart Bo

Were hid against me, now to forgive me frankly.

Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive

For ever from the world. I had my trial, I

And, must needs say, a noble one
; which ir.*j

me .1

A little happier than my wretched father*. I

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes : both I

Fell by our servants, by those men we loved r |

r

A most unnatural and faithless service

!

Heaven has an end in all
:
yet, you that hea:|&

This from a dying man receive as certain : I

Where you are liberal of your loves and cou 1

Be sure you be not loose; for those you il

friends

And give your hearts to, when they oncefc

ceive

The least rub in your fortunes, fall away
Like water from ye, never found again

But where they mean to sink ye. All good pe

Pray for me ! I must now forsake ye : tht

hour
Of my long weary life is come upon me.

Farewell:
t Jll

And when you would say something that is :fl

Speak how I fell. I have done ;
and Goc

give me ! [.Exeunt Duke and T
First Gent. O, this is full of pity ! Sir, it

I fear, too many curses on their heads

That were the authors.
;

Sec. Gent. If the duke be guiltle

’Tis full of woe: yet lean give you inkling
^

Of an ensuing evil, if it fall,

Greater than this.
#

I

First Gent. Good angels keep it from

What may it be? You do not doubt my
sir?

Sec. Gent. This secret is so weighty,

require

A strong faith to conceal it.

First Gent. Let me have it;

I do not talk much.
Sec. Gent. I am confident

;

You shall, sir: did you not of late days hea

A buzzing of a separation

Between the king and Katharine ?

First Gent. Yes, but it helc

For when the king once heard it, out of ang

He sent command to the lord mayor straigl

To stop the rumour, and allay those tongue

That durst disperse it.

Sec. Gent. But that slander,
.

sir,

Is found a truth now : for it grows again

Fresher than e’er it was ;
and held for certt

The king will venture at it. Either the car

Or some about him near, have, out of malic

To the good queen, possess’d him with a s(

That will undo her : to confirm this too,

Cardinal Campeius is arrived, and lately;

As all think, for this business.

First Gent. ’Tis the cardi

And merely to revenge him on the emperor

For not bestowing on him, at his asking,

The archbishopric of Toledo, this is purpos

Sec. Gent. I think you have hit the mark

is’t not cruel

That she should feel the smart of this?

cardinal

Will have his will, and she must fall.

First Gent.
.

’Tis w

We are too open here to argue this

;

Let’s think in private more. \E X—

H

you
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all

;

There cannot be those numberless offences

’Gainst me, that I cannot take peace with: no

black envy
Shall mark my grave. Commend me to his

grace

;

And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him

You met him halfin heaven : myvows and prayers

Yet are the king’s ;
and, till my soul forsake,

Shall cry for blessings on him : may he live 90

Longer than I have time to tell his years

!

Ever beloved and loving may his rule be !

And when old time shall lead him to his end,

Goodness and he fill up one monument

!

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your

grace

;

Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux,

Who undertakes you to your end.

Vaux. Prepare there,

The duke is coming: see the barge be ready;

And fit it with such furniture as suits

The greatness of his person.
_

Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 100

Let it alone ;
my state now will but mock me.

When I came hither, I was lord high constable

And Duke of Buckingham; now, poor Edward
Bohun

:

Yet I am richer than my base accusers,

That never knew what truth meant : I now seal it

;

And with that blood will make ’em one day groan

for’t.

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham,
_

Who first raised head against usurping Richard,

Flying for succour to his servant Banister,
^

.

Being distress’d, was by that wretch betray’d, no
And without trial fell ;

God’s peace be with hun!

Henry the Seventh succeeding, truly pitying

My father’s loss, like a most royal prince,
_

Restored me to my honours, and, out of ruins,

Made my name once more noble. Now his son,

Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name and all

That made me happy at one stroke has taken
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ste II. An ante-chamber in the palace.

er the Lord Chamberlain, reading a
letter.

tn. ‘My lord, the horses your lordship

>r, with all the care I had, I saw well cho-
idden, and furnished. iThey were young
mdsome, and of the best breed in the north,

they were ready to set out for London, a
>f my lord cardinal’s, by commission and
jower, took ’em from me ; with this reason :

taster would be served before a subject, if

fore the king ; which stopped our mouths,
IO

he will indeed : well, let him have them :

11 have all, I think.

, to the Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes
of Norfolk and Suffolk.

*. Well met, my lord chamberlain.
in. Good day to both your graces.
How is the king employ’d?

m. I left him private,

f sad thoughts and troubles.

What’s the cause?
in. It seems the marriage with his bro-
her’s wife

-ept too near his conscience.
No, his conscience

•ept too near another lady.

. ’Tis so

:

; the cardinal’s doing, the king-cardinal : 20
ilind priest, like the eldest son of fortune,

what he list. The king will know him one
ay.

Pray God he do ! he ’ll never know him-
elfelse.

. How holily he works in all his business

!

ith what zeal ! for, now he has crack’d the
iague
en us and the emperor, the queen’s great
ephew,
res into the king’s soul, and there scatters
rs, doubts, wringing of the conscience,
and despairs

; and all these for his mar-
iage:

it of all these to restore the king, 30
insels a divorce

; a loss of her
like a jewel, has hung twenty years
his neck, yet never lost her lustre ;

that loves him with that excellence
ngels love good men with

; even of her
vhen the greatest stroke of fortune falls,

ess the king : and is not this course pious ?

%. Heaven keep me from such counsel

!

ris most true
news are every where; every tongue

peaks ’em,
'ery true heart weeps for ’t : all that dare 40
nto these affairs see this main end,
•ench king’s sister. Heaven will one day
pen
ng^s eyes, that so long have slept upon
:>ld bad man.

And free us from his slavery.
We had need pray,

^artily, for our deliverance

;

; imperious man will work us all

From princes into pages : all men’s honours
Lie like one lump before him, to be fashion’d
Into what pitch he please.

Suf.
'

For me, my lords, 50
I love him not, nor fear him; there’s my creed:
As I am made without him, so I ’ll stand,
If the king please ; his curses and his blessings
Touch me alike, they’re breath I not believe in.

I knew him, and I know him ; so I leave him
To him that made him proud, the pope.
Nor. Let’s in

;

And with some other business put the king
From these sad thoughts, that work too much

upon him

:

My lord, you’ll bear us company?
Chain. Excuse me

;

The king has sent me otherwhere : besides, 60
You’ll find a most unfit time to disturb him;
Health to your lordships.

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain.

[Exit Lord Chamberlain ; and the
King draws the curtain

,
and sits

reading pensively.
Suf. How sad he looks! sure, he is much

afftidted.

King. Who’s there, ha?
Nor. Pray God he be not angry.
King. Who’s there, I say? How dare you

thrust yourselves
Into my private meditations?
Who am I ? ha ?

Nor. A gracious king that pardons all offences
Malice ne’er meant : our breach of duty this way
Is business of estate ; in which we come 70
To know your royal pleasure..

King. Ye are too bold

:

Go to
; I ’ll make ye know your times of business

:

Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha?

Enter Wolsev and Campeius, with a com-
mission.

Who’s there? my good lord cardinal? O my
Wolsejr,

The quiet of my wounded conscience

;

Thou art a cure fit for a king. [ To Camp.]
You’re welcome,

Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom :

Use us and it. [ To Wol.] My good lord, have
great care

I be not found a talker.

Wol. Sir, you cannot.
I would your grace would give us but an hour 80
Of private conference.
King. [To Nor. and Suf] We are busy

;
go.

Nor. [Aside to Suf] This priest has no pride
in him?

Suf. [Aside to Nor.] Not to speak of:

I would not be so sick though for his place

:

But this cannot continue.

Nor. [Aside to Suf] If it do,

I ’ll venture one have-at-him.

Suf. [Aside to Nor.] I another.
[Exeunt Nor. and Suf.

Wol. Your grace has given a precedent of
wisdom

Above all princes, in committing freely
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom:
Who can be angry now? what envyreach you?
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 90



Must now confess, if they have any goodness,

The trial just and noble. All the clerks,

I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms

Have their free voices: Rome, the nurse of

judgement,
Invited by your noble self, hath sent

One general tongue unto us, this good man,
<

This just and learned priest, Cardinal Campeius;

Whom once more I present unto your highness.

Kinp-

. And once more in mine arms I bid himKing. And once more in mine
welcome,

And thank the holy conclave for their loves : ioo

They have sent me such a man I would have

wish’d for.

Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all

strangers’ loves,

You are so noble. To your highness’ hand
1 tender my commission ; by whose virtue,

The court of Rome commanding, you, my lord

Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their servant

In the unpartial judging of this business.

King. Two equal men. The queen shall be

acquainted
Forthwith for what you come. Where s Gardiner

.

Wol. I know your majesty has always loved

her 110

So dear in heart, not to deny her that

A woman of less place might ask by law

:

Scholars allow’d freely to argue for her.

King. Ay, and the best she shall have ;
and

my favour
.

To him that does best : God forbid else. Cardinal,

Prithee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary :

I find him a fit fellow. IExit Wolsey.

The most convenient place that I can think cm

For such receipt of learning is Black-Friars
; !q

There ye shall meet about this weighty busijgj

My Wolsey, see it furnish’d. O, my lord, I

Would it not grieve an able man to leave

So sweet a bedfellow? But, conscience, 0
science ! I

O, ’tis a tender place ; and I must leave her .

[Exi|

Scene III. An ante-chamber of the Que *

apartments.

Re-enter Wolsey, with Gardiner.

Wol. [Aside to Gard.] Give me your hand

:

much joy and favour to you

;

You are the king’s now.
Gard. [Aside to JVol.] But to be commanded

For everby your grace, whose hand has raised me.

King. Come hither, Gardiner. 12

1

[ Walks and whispers.

Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Dodtor

Pace
In this man’s place before him?

Wol. Yes, he was.

Cam . Was he not held a learned man?
Wol. Yes, surely.

Cam. Believe me, there ’s an ill opinion spread

then
Even of yourself, lord cardinal.

Wol. How! of me?
Cam. They will not stick to say you envied

him,
And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous,

Kept him a foreign man still ;
which so grievedKept

him,
That he ran mad and died.

Wol. Heaven’s peace be with him .

That’s Christian care enough: for living mur-

murers
There’s places of rebuke. He was a fool

;

For he would needs be virtuous : that good fellow.

If I command him, follows my appointment:

I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother,

We live not to.be grip’d by meaner persons.

Kim. Deliver this with modesty to the queen.

[Exit Gardiner. I
Anne.

Enter Anne Bullen and an Old Lad}*

Anne. Not for that neither : here’s the
^

that pinches
: |

His highness having lived so long with her.*

she
So good a lady that no tongue could ever

|
Pronounce dishonour of her ; by my life, I

She never knew harm-doing : O, now, aftej^

So many courses of the sun enthroned, I

Still growing in a majesty and pomp, the wlj

To leave a thousand-fold more bitter than I

’Tis sweet at first to acquire,—after this proij

To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity

Would move a monster. I

Old L. Hearts of most hard tel

Melt and lament for her. P

Anne. O, God’s will ! much IS

She ne’er had known pomp: though’t be

poral,

Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce , I

It from the bearer, ’tis a sufferance pangingl

As soul and body’s severing. >.
I

Old L.
%

Alas, poor lady!

She’s a stranger now again.

Anne. So much the mol

Must pity drop upon her. Verily,

I swear, ’tis better to be lowly born.

And range with humble livers in content, I

Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief, i

And wear a golden sorrow.

Old L. Our content-

Is our best having. I

Anne. By my troth and maiden;)

I would not be a queen.

Old L. Beshrew me, I wou 1

And venture maidenhead for’t ;
and so woull

For all this spice of your hypocrisy

:

You, that have so fair parts of woman on y<

Have too a woman’s heart ;
which ever yet;

Affedled eminence, wealth, sovereignty;

Which, to say sooth, are blessings ; and 1

gifts,

Saving your mincing, the capacity

Of your soft cheveril conscience would recej

If you might please to stretch it.

Anne. Nay, good

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth ;
you wou<

be a queen ? ,

Anne. No, not for all the riches under hi

Old L. ’Tis strange: a three-pence
|

would hire me,
Old as I am, to queen it : but, I pray you, -

What think you of a duchess? have you lm

To bear that load of title?

No, in truth.
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I L. Then you are weakly made
:
pluck off

a little
; 40

ild not be a young count in your way,
lore than blushing comes to : if your back
ot vouchsafe this burthen, ’tis too weak
to get a boy.

ne. How you do talk

!

ar again, I would not be a queen
II the world.

IL. In faith, for little England
d venture an emballing : I myself
d for Carnarvonshire, although there long’d

tore to the crown but that. Lo, who comes
here?

Enter the Lord Chamberlain.

zm. Good morrow, ladies. What were’t
worth to know 50
secret of your conference?
ne. My good lord,

/our demand ; it values not your asking

:

nistress’ sorrows we were pitying.

zm. It was a gentle business, and becoming
idtion of good women : there is hope
ill be well.

ne. Now, I pray God, amen !

zm. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly
blessings

vv such creatures. That you may, fair lady,

;ive I speak sincerely, and high note’s 59
1 of your many virtues, the king’s majesty
nends his good opinion of you, and
purpose honour to you no less flowing
Marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title

iusand pound a year, annual support,
if his grace he adds.
ne. I do not know
kind ofmy obedience I should tender

;

than my all is nothing : nor my prayers
ot words duly hallow’d, nor my wishes
worth than empty vanities; yet prayers
and wishes
II

I

can return. Beseech your lordship, 70
asafe to speak my thanks and my obedience,
)m a blushing handmaid, to his highness

;

•e health and royalty I pray for.

im. Lady,
1 not fail to approve the fair conceit
:ing hath of you. [Aside] I have perused
her well ;

:y and honour in her are so mingled
they have caught the king ; and who knows
yet

om this lady may proceed a gem
,

rhten all this isle ? I 'll to the king,
;ay I spoke with you.

[Exit Lord Chamberlain,
'ne. My honour’d lord. 80
7 L. Why, this it is; see, see !

e been begging sixteen years in court,
et a courtier beggarly, nor could
pat betwixt too early and too late
ny suit of pounds

; and you, O fate !

y fresh-fish here—fie, fie, fie upon
compell’d fortune !—have your mouth fill’d

up
a you open it.

}ie- This is strange to me.

Old L. How tastes it? is it bitter? forty
pence, no.

There was a lady once, ’tis an old story, 90
That would not be a queen, that would she not,
For all the mud in Egypt : have you heard it?

A 7ine . Come, you are pleasant.
Old 'L. With your theme, I could

O’ermount the lark. The Marchioness of Pem-
broke !

A thousand pounds a year for pure respedt

!

No other obligation ! By my life,

That promises moe thousands : honour’s train
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time
I know your back will bear a duchess : say,
Are you not stronger than you were ?

Anne. Good lady, 100
Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy,
And leave me out on ’t. Would I had no being,
If this salute my blood a jot: it faints me,
To think what follows.

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful
In our long absence : pray, do not deliver
What here you’ve heard to her.

Old L. What do you think me ?

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. A hall in Black-Friars.

Trumpets^ sennet
,
and cornets. Etiter two

Vergers, with short silverwands ; next them,
two Scribes, in the habit of doctors ; after
them

,
the Archbishop of Canterbury alone ;

after him, the Bishops of Lincoln, Ely, Ro-
chester, and Saint Asaph

; next them
,
with

some small distance,followsa Gentleman bear-
ing the purse, with the great seal, and a car-
dinal's hat ; then two Priests, bearing each a
silver cross; then a Gentleman-usher bare-
headed, accompanied with a Sergeant-at-arms
bearing a silver mace ; then two Gentlemen
bearing two great silverpillars ; after them

,

side by side, the two Cardinals
; two Noble-

men with the sword and mace. The King
takes place under the cloth of state; the two
Cardinals sit under him as judges. The
Queen takes place some distance from the
King. The Bishops place themselves on each
side the court, in manner of a consistory

;

below them, the Scribes. The Lords sit next
the Bishops. The rest of the Attendants stand
in convenient order about the stage.

Wol. Whilst our commission from Rome is

read,
Let silence be commanded.
King. What’s the need?

It hath already publicly been read,
And on all sides the authority allow’d

;

You may, then, spare that time.
Wol. Be’t so. Proceed.
Scribe. Say, Henry King of England, come

into the court.

Crier. Henry King of England, &c.
King. Here.
Scribe. Say, Katharine Queen of England,

come into the court. n
Crier. Katharine Queen of England, &c.

[The Queen makes 710 answer, rises out
ofher chair, goes about the court,
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comes to the King,
and ktieels at his

feet ; then speaks.

Q. Kath. Sir, I desire you do me right and
justice

;

And to bestow your pity on me : for

I am a most poor woman, and a stranger,

Born out of your dominions ; having here

No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance
_

Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir.

In what have I offended you? what cause

Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure, 20

That thus you should proceed to put me off,

And take your good grace from me? Heaven
witness,

I have been to you a true and humble wife.

At all times to your will conformable ;

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike,

Yea, subjedt to your countenance, glad or sorry

As I saw it inclined : when was the hour
I ever contradicted your desire,

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your
friends

Have I not strove to love, although I knew 30
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine
That had to him derived your anger, did I

Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice

He was from thence discharged? Sir, call to

mind
That I have been your wife, in this obedience,

Upward of twenty years, and have been blest

With many children by you : if, in the course

And process of this time, you can report,

And prove it too, against mine honour aught.

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 40
Against your sacred person, in God’s name,
Turn me away; and let the foul’st contempt

Shut door upon me, and so give me up
To the sharp’ st kind of justice. Please you, sir,

The king, your father, was reputed for

A prince most prudent, of an excellent

And unmatch’d wit and judgement : Ferdinand,

My father, king of Spain, was reckon’d one

The wisest prince that there had reign’d by many
A year before : it is not to be question’d 50

That they had gather’d a wise council to them
Of every realm, that did debate this business,

Who deem’d our marriage lawful: wherefore I

humbly
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may
Be bymy friends in Spain advised ;

whose counsel

I will implore : if not, i’ the name of God,

Your pleasure be fulfill’d !

Wol. You have here, lady,

And of your choice, these reverend fathers ; men
Of singular integrity and learning,

Yea, the eledt o’ the- land, who are assembled 60

To plead your cause : it shall be therefore boot-

less

That longer you desire the court ; as well

For your own quiet, as to redtify

What is unsettled in the king.

Cam. His grace

Hath spoken well and justly : therefore, madam,
It’s fit this royal session do proceed;

And that, without delay, their arguments

Be now produced and heard.

Q. Kath. Lord cardinal,

To you I speak.
Wol. Your pleasure, madam?

Q. Kath. Sir,

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that

We are a queen, or long have dream’d so, ceifi

The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 1

I ’ll turn to sparks of fire.

Wol. Be patient yet.

Q. Kath. I will, when you are humble
; |

before,

Or God will punish me. I do believe,

Induced by potent circumstances, that

You are mine enemy, and make my challenge

You shall not be my judge : for it is you
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and m|i

Which God’s dew quench ! Therefore I say aJ
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul

Refuse you for my judge ;
whom, yet once ir|

I hold my most malicious foe, and think not
|

At all a friend to truth.

Wol. I do profess

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet

Have stood to charity, and display’d the effe

Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom
O’ertopping woman’s power. Madam, you di

wrong
: ... '

I have no spleen against you ;
nor injustice

For you or any : how far I have proceeded,

Or how far further shall, is warranted

By a commission from the consistory,

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You ch

me
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it:

The king is present : if it be known to him
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wounc

And worthily, my falsehood ! yea, as much
As you have done my truth. If he know
That I am free of your report, he knows

_ $
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him

It lies to cure me : and the cure is, to

Remove these thoughts from you : the whicl

fore

His highness shall speak in, I do beseech

You, gracious madam, to unthink your speal

And to say so no more. m

Q. Kath. My lord, my lord, >

I am a simple woman, much too weak 'd

To oppose your cunning. You’re meek
humble-mouth’d

;

You sign your place and calling, in full seem

With meekness and humility ;
but your heai

Is cramm’d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride

You have, by fortune and his highness’ favoi

Gone slightly o’er low steps and now are mou

Where powers are your retainers, and yourw
Domestics to you, serve your will as’t please

Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell

You tender more your person’s honour than

Your high profession spiritual : that again

I do refuse you for my judge ;
and here,

Before you all, appeal unto the pope,

To bring my whole cause ’fore his holiness,

And to be judged by him. 1

[She curtsies to the King,
and. offers to dcj

Cam. The queen is obsti

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and

.

Disdainful to be tried by’t: ’tis not well.

She’s going away.
King. Call her again.

Crier. Katharine Queen of England,

into the court.
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if. Madam, you are call’d back.
Katk. What need you note it? pray you,
keep your way

:

a you are call’d, return. Now, the Lord
help,
r vex me past my patience I Pray you,
pass on : 130
l not tarry ; no, nor ever more
t this business my appearance make
y of their courts.

[Exeunt Queen
, and her A ttendants.

ng. Go thy ways, Kate

:

man i’ the world who shall report he has
ter wife, let him in nought be trusted,
peaking false in that : thou art, alone,
r rare qualities, sweet gentleness,
neekness saint-like, wife-like government,
ing in commanding, and thy parts 139
eign and pious else, could speak thee out,
[ueen of earthly queens : she’s noble born

;

like her true nobility, she has
ed herself towards me.
}l. .Most gracious sir,

mblest manner I require your highness,
it shall please you to declare, in hearing
1 these ears,—for where I am robb’d and
bound,

must I be unloosed, although not there
ce and fully satisfied,—whether ever I
roach this business to your highness

; or
any scruple in your way, which might 150
e you to the question on’t? or ever
to you, but with thanks to God for such
fal lady, spake one the least word that
night
the prejudice of her present state,
ich of her good person ?

'g- My lord cardinal,
xcuse you

;
yea, upon mine honour,

you from’t. You are not to be taught
/ou have many enemies, that know not
.hey are so, but, like to village-curs,
vhen their fellows do : by some of these 160
ueen is put in anger. You’re excused :

ill. you be more justified ? you ever
wish’d the sleeping of this business ; never
esired

e stirr’d
; but oft have hinder’d, oft,

tssages made toward it : on my honour,
< my good lord cardinal to this point,
nus far clear him. Now, what moved me
Ft,

)e bold with time and your attention

:

nark the inducement. Thus it came
;
give

eed to’t:

iscience first received a tenderness, 170
s, and prick, on certain speeches utter’d
2 Bishop of Bayonne, then French am-
assador

;

ad been hither sent on the debating
iage ’twixt the Duke of Orleans and
ughter Mary : i’ the progress of this busi-
2SS,

leterminate resolution, he,
the bishop, did require a respite

;

n he might the king his lord advertise
2r our daughter were legitimate, 179
ling this our marriage with the dowager,
mes our brother’s wife. This respite shook

The bosom of my conscience, enter’d me,
Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble
The region of my breast; which forced such

way,
That many mazed considerings did throng
And press’d in with this caution. First, methought
I stood not in the smile of heaven

; who had
Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb.
If it conceived a male child by me, should
Do no more offices of life to’t than 190
The grave does to the dead

; for her male issue
Or died where they were made, or shortly after
This world had air’d them: hence I took a

thought,
This was a judgement on me ; that my kingdom,
Well worthy the best heir o’ the world, should not
Be gladded in’t by me : then follows, that
I weigh’d the danger which my realms stood in
By this my issue’s fail

; and that gave to me
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in
The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 200
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are
Now present here together; that’s to say,
I meant to rectify my conscience,—which
I then did feel full sick, and yet not well,

—

By all the reverend fathers of the land
And dodtors learn’d : first I began in private
With you, my Lord of Lincoln

;
you remember

How under my oppression I did reek,
When I first moved you.
Lin. Very well, my liege.
King. I have spoke long : be pleased yourself

to say 210
How far you satisfied me.
Lin.

.

So please your highness.
The question did at first so stagger me,
Bearing a state of mighty moment in’t
And consequence of dread, that I committed
The daring5

st counsel which I had to doubt

;

And did entreat your highness to this course
Which you are running here.
King. I then moved you.

My Lord of. Canterbury
; and got your leave

To make this present summons: unsolicited
I left no reverend person in this court ; 220
But by particular consent proceeded
Under your hands and seals : therefore, go on

;

For no dislike i’ the world against the person
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points
Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward

:

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life

And kingly dignity, we are contented
To wear our mortal state to come with her,
Katharine our queen, before the primest creature
That’s paragon’d o’ the world.
Cam. So please your highness, 230

The queen being absent, ’tis a needful fitness
That we adjourn this court till further day

:

Meanwhile must be an earnest motion
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal
She intends unto his holiness.
King. [Aside] I may perceive

These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome.
My learn’d and well-beloved servant, Cranmer,
Prithee, return : with thy approach, I know,
My comfort comes along. Break up the court

:

I say, set on. 241
[Exeunt in manner as they entered.
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ACT III.

Scene I. London. The Queen’s apartments.

Enter the Queen and her Women, as at work.

Q. Kath. Take thy lute, wench: my soul

grows sad with troubles;

Sing, and disperse ’em, if thou canst : leave

working.

Song.
Orpheus with his lute made trees,

And the mountain tops that freeze,

Bow themselves when he did sing

:

To his music plants and flowers

Ever sprung ; as sun and showers

There had made a lasting spring.

Every thing that heard him play,

Even the billows of the sea, io

Hung their heads, and then lay by.

In sweet music is such art,

Killing care and grief of heart

Fall asleep, or hearing, die.

Enter a Gentleman.

Q. Kath. How now !

Gent. An’t please your grace, the two great

cardinals

Wait in the presence.

Q. Kath. Would they speak with me?
Gent. They will’d me say so, madam.
Q. Kath. Pray their graces

To come near. {Exit Gent.] What can be their

business

With me, a poor weak woman, fall’n from

favour?
.

20

T do not like their coming. Now I think on’t,

They should be good men ; their affairs as right-

eous :

But all hoods make not monks.

Enter the two Cardinals, Wolsey and
Campeius.

Wol. Peace to your highness !

Q. Kath. Your graces find me here part of a

housewife,

I would be all, against the worst may happen.

What are your pleasures with me, reverend

lords ?

Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to

withdraw
Into your private chamber, we shall give you
The full cause of our coming.

Q. Kath. Speak it here :

There’s nothing I have done yet, o’ my con-

science, 3°

Deserves a corner : would all other women
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do !

My lords, I care not, so much I am happy
Above a number, if my adtions

Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw ’em,

Envy and base opinion set against ’em,

I know my life so even. If your business

Seek me out, and that way I am wife in,
_

Out with it boldly ; truth loves open dealing.

Wol. Tanta est erga te mentis integritas,

regina serenissima,— _
4 1

Q. Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin ;

I am not such a truant since my coming.

As not to know the language I have lived in

A strange tongue makes my cause more stra

suspicious ;

Pray, speak in English: here are some
thank you,

If you speak truth, for their poor mistress’ si

Believe me, she has had much wrong:
cardinal,

The willing’st sin I ever yet committed

May be absolved in English.

Wol. Noble lady,

I am sorry my integrity should breed,

And service to his majesty and you,

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meanl

We come not by the way of accusation,

To taint that honour every good tongue bles

Nor to betray you any way to sorrow,

You have too much, good lady; but to know

How you stand minded in the weighty

ference
Between the king and you ;

and to deliver,

Like free and honest men, our just opinions

And comforts to your cause.

Cam. Most honour’d ma
My Lord of York, out of his noble nature,

Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace,

Forgetting, like a good man, your late censi

Both of his truth and him, which was too faj

Offers, as I do, in a sign of peace,

His service and his counsel.

Q. Kath. {Aside] To betray me.—
My lords, I thank you both for your good w
Ye speak like honest men; pray Godj

prove so !

But how to make ye suddenly an answer,

In such a point ofweight, so near mine hono

More near my life, I fear,—with my weak v

And to such men of gravity and learning,

In truth, I know not. I was set at work
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, Io(

Either for such men or such business. JB
For her sake that I have been,—for I feel

The last fit of my greatness,—good your gr:

Let me have time and counsel for my cause

Alas, I am a woman, friendless, hopeless!

Wol. Madam, you wrong the king’s love

these fears:

Your hopes and friends are infinite.

Q. Kath. In Engl:

But little for my profit : can you think, lord

That any Englishman dare give me counsel

Or be a known friend, ’gainst his high

pleasure,

Though he be grown so desperate to be non

And live a subjedt? Nay, forsooth, my frie

They that must weigh out my afflictions,

They that my trust must grow to, live not 1

They are, as all my other comforts, far hen

In mine own country, lords.

Cam.
.

I would your gr:

Would leave your griefs, and take my coun 4

Q . Kath.
, .

How 1

Cam. Put your main cause into the I

protection ;

He’s loving and most gracious: ’twill be m :

Both for your honour better and your cause!

For if the trial of the law o’ertake ye,

You’ll part away disgraced.

Wol. He tells you rig
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Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both,

—

my ruin

:

is your Christian counsel? out upon ye

!

'en is above all yet ; there sits a judge 100
no king can corrupt.

m. Your rage mistakes us.

Kath. The more shame for ye : holy men
I thought ye,

my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues

;

ardinal sins and hollow hearts I fear ye

:

1 ’em, for shame, my lords. Is this your
comfort ?

:ordial that ye bring a wretched lady,
man lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d ?

not wish ye half my miseries

;

e more charity : but say, I warn’d ye ;

heed, for heaven’s sake, take heed, lest at
once no
mrthen of my sorrows fall upon ye.
>/. Madam, this is a mere distraction

;

urn the good we offer into envy.
Kath. Ye turn me into nothing : woe upon
ye

all such false professors! would you have
ne

—

I have any justice, any pity

;

oe any thing but churchmen’s habits—
iy sick cause into his hands that hates me?
has banish’d me his bed already,
ve, too long ago ! I am old, my lords, 120
II the fellowship I hold now with him
y my obedience. What can happen
: above this wretchedness? all your studies
me a curse like this.

'z- Your fears are worse.
Kath. Have I lived thus long—let me
peak myself,
virtue finds no friends—a wife, a true one?
lan, I dare say without vain-glory,
yet branded with suspicion ?

1 with all my full affections
let the. king? loved him next heaven? :

bey’d him
; . .

130
out of fondness, superstitious to him?
: forgot my prayers to content him?
n I thus rewarded ? ’tis not well, lords,
me a constant woman to her husband,
at ne’er dream’d a joy beyond his pleasure

;

that woman, when she has done most,
1 I add an honour, a great patience.
Madam, you wander from the good we

m at.

ath. My lord, I dare not make myself so
lilty,

; up willingly that noble title 140
mster wed me to : nothing but death
’er divorce my dignities.

Pray, hear me.
ath. Would I had never trod this English
irth,

the flatteries that grow upon it

!

rc angels’ faces, but heaven knows your
;arts.

rill become of me now, wretched lady

!

e most unhappy woman living.
)or wenches, where are now your fortunes !

“ek’d upon a kingdom, where no pity,
nds, no hope

; no kindred weep for me ;

no grave allow’d me : like the lily, 151

That once was mistress of the field and flourish’d,
I ’ll hang my head and perish.

Wol. If your grace
Could but be brought to know our ends are honest,
You ’Id feel more comfort: why should we, good

lady,
Upon what cause, wrong you? alas, our places,
The way of our profession is against it

:

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow ’em.
For goodness’ sake, consider what you do ;

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 160
Grow from the king’s acquaintance, by this car-

riage.

The hearts of princes kiss obedience,
So much they love it; but to stubborn spirits
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms.
I know you have a gentle, noble temper,
A soul as even as a calm : pray, think us
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and

servants.

Cam. Madam, you’ll find it so. You wrong
your virtues

With these weak women’s fears: a noble spirit,
As yours was put into you, ever casts 170
Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king

loves you

;

Beware you lose it not : for us, if you please
I o trust us in your business, we are ready
To use our utmost studies in your service.
Q. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords : and,

pray, forgive me,
If I have used myself unmannerly;
You know I am a woman, lacking wit
To make a seemly answer to such persons.
Pray, do my service to his majesty:
He has my heart yet ; and shall have my prayers
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend

fathers, 181
Bestow yohr counsels on me : she now begs.
That little thought, when she set footing here,
She should have bought her dignities so dear.

\Exeunt.

Scene II. Ante-chamber to the King’s apart-

ment.

Eiiter the Duke of Norfolk, the Duke of
Suffolk, the Earl of Surrey, and the
Lord Chamberlain.

Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints.
And force them with a constancy, the cardinal
Cannot stand under them : if you omit
The offer of this time, I cannot promise
But that you shall sustain moe new disgraces.
With these you bear already.
Sur. I am joyful

To meet the -least occasion that may give me
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke.
To be revenged on him.

Szif. Which of the peers
Have uncontemn’d gone by him, or at least 10
Strangely negleCted? when did he regard
The stamp of nobleness in any person
Out of himself?
Cham. My lords, you speak your pleasures:

What he deserves of you and me I know;
What we can do to him, though now the time
Gives way to us, I much fear. If you cannot
Bar his access to the king, never attempt
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Any thing on him ;
for he hath a witchcraft

Over the king in ’s tongue.
.

Nor. O, fear aim not *

His spell in that is out : the king hath found 20

Matter against him that for ever mars

The honey of his language. No, he’s settled,

Not to come off, in his displeasure.
.

Sur.
,

Sir>

I should be glad to hear such news as this

Once every hour.

Nor. Believe it, this is true

:

In the divorce his contrary proceedings

Are all unfolded ;
wherein he appears

As I would wish mine enemy.
Sur.

How came

His pradlices to light?

Suf. Most strangely.

S1ir O, how, how?

Suf. The cardinal’s letters to the pope mis-

carried, .
3°

And came to the eye 0’ the king wherein was

read,
,

.

How that the cardinal did entreat his holiness

To stay the judgement 0’ the divorce ; for if

It did take place, ‘ I do,’ quoth he, ‘perceive

My king is tangled in affedlion to
y

A creature of the queen’s, Lady Anne Bullen.

Sur. Has the king this?

Suf. Believe it.

Sur. Will this work ?

Cham. The king in this perceives him, how
he coasts

.

And hedges his own way. But in this point

All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic

After his patient’s death : the king already 41

Hath married the fair lady.

Sur. Would he had

!

Suf May you be happy in your wish, my lord

!

For, I profess, you have it.

Sur. Now, all my joy

Trace the conjunction

!

Suf My amen tot!

Nor. All men s '

Suf There ’s order given for her coronation

:

Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left

To some ears unrecounted. But, my lords.

She is a gallant creature, and complete

In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 50

Will fall some blessing to this land, which shall

In it be memorized.
.

Sur. But, will the king

Digest this letter of the cardinal’s ?

The Lord forbid

!

Nor. Marry, amen

!

Suf No, no ;

There be moe wasps that buzz about his nose

Will make this sting the sooner. Cardinal Cam-

peius

Is stol’n away to Rome ; hath ta en no leave ;

Has left the cause 0’ the king unhandled ;
and

Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal,

To second all his plot. I do assure you 60

The king cried Ha ! at this.

Cham. Now, God incense him,

And let him cry Ha! louder

!

Nor. But, my lord,

When returns Cranmer?
.

Suf. He is return’d in his opinions ;
which

Have satisfied the king for his divorce,

— “

Together with all famous colleges

Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe,

His second marriage shall be publish’d, and

Her coronation. Katharine no more
Shall be call’d queen, but princess dowager

And widow to Prince Arthur.

Nor. This same Cranr

A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain

In the king’s business.

Suf. He has ; and we shall see
1

For it an archbishop.

Nor. So I hear.

Suf. *Tis so.

The cardinal

!

Enter Wolsey and Cromwell.

Nor. Observe, observe, he ’s moodj
Wol. The packet, Cromwell,

Gave ’t you the king?
Crom. To his own hand, in’s bedchar

Wol. Look’d he 0’ the inside of the pape:

Crom. Bres

He did unseal them : and the first he view d

He did it with a serious mind ;
a heed

Was in his countenance. You he bade

Attend him here this morning.

Wol. Is he ready

To come abroad?
Crom. I think, by this he is.

Wol. Leave me awhile. [Exit Crom
[Aside] It shall be to the Duchess of Alenq<.

The French king’s sister : he shall marry he

Anne Bullen ! No ;
I ’ll no Anne Bullens for

There’s more in’t than fair visage. Bullen

No, we’ll no Bullens. Speedily I wish

To hear from Rome. The Marchioness of

broke

!

Nor. He’s discontented.

Suf. May be, he hears the

Does whet his anger to him.

Sur. Sharp enough,

Lord, for thy justice

!

Wol. [Aside] The late queen’s gentlewc

a knight’s daughter,
f

To be her mistress’ mistress ! the queen s qi

This candle burns not clear : ’tis I must snu

Then out it goes. What though I kno\

virtuous

And well deserving? yet I know her for

A spleeny Lutheran ;
and not wholesome to

Our cause, that she should lie i’ the bosom 0

Our hard-ruled king. Again, there is sprui

An heretic, an arch one, Cranmer ; one

Hath crawl’d into the favour of the king,

And is his oracle.

Nor. He is vex’d at something.

Sur. I would ’twere something that 1

fret the string,

The master-cord on ’s heart

!

Enter the King, reading ofa schedule,
1

Lovell.

Suf. The king, the k

King. What piles of wealth hath he acc

To his own portion ! and what expense by the

Seems to flow from him ! How, 1 the 11a

thrift, . ,

Does he rake this together ! Now, my lords



KING HENRY VIII.5 II ] 609

I30

ou the cardinal ?

My lord, we have
here observing him: some strange corn-

notion

lis brain : he bites his lip, and starts

;

on a sudden, looks upon the ground,
lays his finger on his temple ; straight

;s out into fast gait ; then stops again,

s his breast hard, and anon he casts
re against the moon : in most strange pos-
ures

ve seen him set himself.
r It may well be ;

is a mutiny in’s mind. This morning 120
j of state he sent me to peruse,
squired : and wot you what I found
—on my conscience, put unwittingly?
•th, an inventory, thus importing

;

veral parcels of his plate, his treasure,
tuffs, and ornaments of household

; which
at such proud rate, that it out-speaks
sion of a subject.

It’s heaven’s will

:

;pirit put this paper in the packet,
;s your eye withal.

If we did think
ntemplation were above the earth,

c’d on spiritual objedl, he should still

in his musings : but I am afraid
nkings are below the moon, not worth
ious considering.

ing takes his seat; whiskers Lovell
,
who

goes to the Cardinal.
Heaven forgive me

!

od bless your highness

!

r
. Good my lord,
; full of heavenly stuff, and bear the in-

:ntory
* best graces in your mind

; the which
re now running o’er

:
you have scarce time

1 from spiritual leisure a brief span 140
a your earthly audit : sure, in that
you an ill husband, and am glad
2 you therein my companion.

Sir,

y offices I have a time ; a time
k upon the part of business which
’

the state
; and nature does require

les of preservation, which perforce
•ail son, amongst my brethren mortal,
ve my tendence to.

You have said well.
And ever may your highness yoke to-

ther, 150
l lend you cause, my doing well

y well saying

!

’Tis well said again

;

a kind of good deed to say well

:

words are no deeds. My father loved
a:

he did
; and with his deed did crown

d upon you. Since I had my office,

ept you next my heart ; have not alone
d you where high profits mightcome home,
:d my present havings, to bestow
ities upon you.

[Aside] What should this mean? 160
[Aside] The Lord increase this busi-

King. Have I not made you
The prime man of the state? I pray you, tell

me,
If what I now pronounce you have found true :

And, if you may confess it, say withal,
If you are bound to us or no. What say you?

IVol. My sovereign, I confess your royal
graces,

Shower’d on me daily, have been more than
could

My studied purposes requite ; which went
Beyond all man’s endeavours : my endeavours
Have ever come too short of my desires, 170
Yet filed with my abilities : mine own ends
Have been mine so that evermore they pointed
To the good of your most sacred person and
The profit of the state. For your great graces
Heap’d upon me, poor undeserver, I

Can nothing render but allegiant thanks,
My prayers to heaven for you, my loyalty,
Which ever has and ever shall be growing,
Till death, that winter, kill it.

King. Fairly answer’d;
A loyal and obedient subjedt is 180 !

Therein illustrated : the honour of it

Does pay the adt of it ; as, i’ the contrary,
The foulness is the punishment. I presume

j

That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you.
My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d honour, i

more
On you than any ; so your hand and heart,
Your brain, and every fundtion of your power, I

Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty,
As ’twere in love’s particular, be more
To me, your friend, than any.

Wol. I do profess 190
That for your highness’ good I ever labour’d
More than mine own

; f that am, have, and will be

—

Though all the world should crack their duty to

you,
And throw it from their soul ; though perils did
Abound, as thick as thought could make ’em,

• and
Appear in forms more horrid,—yet my duty,
As doth a rock against the chiding flood,

Should the approach of this wild river break.
And stand unshaken yours.
King.

'
’Tis nobly spoken

:

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, 200
For you have seen him open’t. Read o’er this

j

{Giving him papers.
|

And after, this : and then to breakfast with
What appetite you have.

{Exit King
,
frowning upon Cardinal

jWoIsey : theNobles throng after i

him, smilijig and whispering. IWol. What should this mean ?

What sudden anger’s this? how have I reap’d it?

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin
Leap’d from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him :

Then makes him nothing. I must read this
paper

;

I fear, the story of his anger. ’Tis so

;

This paper has undone me: ’tis the account 210
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn togethei
For mine own ends; indeed, to gain the pope-

dom,
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence

!

39



Fit for a fool to fall by : what cross devil

Made me put this main secret in the packet

I sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this?

No new device to beat this from his brains?

I know ’twill stir him strongly ;
yet I know

A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune

I
Will bring me off again. What s this? To the

Pope!’ .

220

The letter, as I live, with all the business

! I writ to ’s holiness. Nay then, farewell

!

! I have touch’d the highest point of all my great-

ness;

And, from that full meridian of my glory,

! I haste now to my setting : I shall fall

|

Like a bright exhalation in the evening,

And no man see me more.

This talking lord can lay upon my credit,

I answer is most false. The duke by law

Found his deserts : how innocent I was

From any private malice in his end,

His noble jury and foul cause can witness.

If I loved many words, lord, I should tell

;

You have as little honesty as honour,

That in the way of loyalty and truth

Toward the king, my ever royal master, ™

Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can ,!

And all that love his follies.
™

Sur. By my soul, _

Your long coat, priest, protects you ;
thou sh I

feelieei i

My sword i’ the life-blood of thee else.l

lords,

Re-enter to Wolsey, the Dukes of Norfolk
and Suffolk, the Earl of Surrey, and the

Lord Chamberlain.

Nor. Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal : who

commands you
To render up the great seal presently

Into our hands ;
and to confine yourself

,

230

To Asher House, my Lord of Winchester s.

Till you hear further from his highness.

Wol. Stay:

Where’s your commission, lords? words cannot

carry
Authority so weighty.

Suf. Who dare cross em,

Bearing the king’s will from his mouth expressly ?

Wol. Till I find more than will or words to

I mean your malice, know, officious lords,

I dare and must deny it. Now I feel

Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, envy :

How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 240

As if it fed ye ! and how sleek and wanton

.

Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin

!

Follow your envious courses, men of malice

;

You have Christian warrant for ’em, and, no

doubt, , .

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal,

You ask with such a violence, the king.

Mine and your master, with his own hand gave

Bade mV enjoy it, with the place and honours,

During my life ;
and, to confirm his goodness

Tied it by letters-patents : now, who’ll take it?

Sur. The king, that gave it

Wol. It must be himself, then. 251

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, priest.

Wol. Proud lord, thou best

:

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better

Have burnt that tongue than said so.

Sur. Thy ambition,

Thou scarlet sin, robb’d this bewailing land

Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law

:

The heads of all thy brother cardinals,

With thee and all thy best parts bound together.

Weigh’d not a hair of his. Plague of your policy

!

You sent me deputy for Ireland 20°

Far from his succour, from the king, from all

That might have mercy on the fault thou gavest

him; .

Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity,

Absolved him with an axe.

Wol. This, and all else

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance?

And from this fellow? If we live thus tank

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet,

Farewell nobility ;
let his grace go forwarc

And dare us with his cap like larks.

Wol. All go

Is poison to thy stomach.

Sur. Yes, that goodnes

Of gleaning all the land’s wealth into one,

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortioj

The goodness of your intercepted packets

You writ to the pope against the king

goodness,
Since you provoke me, shall be most notoi

I My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly nobl

As you respeCt the common good, the stafc

I Of our despised nobility, our issues,

Who, if he live, will scarce be gentlemen,

Produce the grand sum of his sins, the arti

Collected from his life. I ’ll startle you

Worse than the sacring bell, when the

Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal.

Wol. How much, methinks, I could

this man,
. .

But that I am bound in charity against it

.

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the

hand

:

But, thus much, they are foul ones.

Wol, So much fai

And spotless shall mine innocence arise,

When the king knows my truth.

Sur. This cannot sx

I thank my memory, I yet remember

Some of these articles ; and out they shall

Now, if you can blush and cry ‘ guilty, c;

You’ll show a little honesty.

Wol. Speak on, sir;

I dare your worst objections : if I blush,

It is to see a nobleman want manners.

Sur. I had rather want those than m
Have at you

!

First, that, without the king’s assent or

ledge:,

You wrought to be a legate ; by which po

You maim’d the jurisdiction of all bishops

Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome

To foreign princes, ‘ Ego et Rex meus

Was still inscribed; in which you brou,

king
To be your servant.

, ,

Suf. Then that, without the kn<|

Either of king or council, when you went]
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ssador to the emperor, you made bold
•ry into Flanders the great seal.

. Item, you sent a large commission 320
egory de Cassado, to conclude,

ut the king’s will or the state’s allowance,
;ue between his highness and Ferrara.

That, out of mere ambition, you have
aused
loly hat to be stamp’d on the king’s coin.

Then that you have sent innumerable
ubstance

—

tat means got, I leave to your own con-
cience

—

nish Rome, and to prepare the ways
ive for dignities

; to the mere undoing
the kingdom. Many more there are

; 330
,
since they are of you, and odious,

lot taint my mouth with.

m. 0 my lord,

lot a falling man too far ! ’tis virtue

:

alts lie open to the laws ; let them,
tu, corredt him. My heart weeps to see him
e of his great self.

I forgive him.
Lord cardinal, the king’s further plea-

ire is,

e all those things you have done of late,

tr power legatine, within this kingdom,
to the compass of a praemunire, 340
lerefore such a writ be sued against you;
eit all your goods, lands, tenements.
Is, and whatsoever, and to be
the king’s protection. This is my charge.
And so we’ll leave you to your medi-

tions

» live better. For your stubborn answer
.he giving back the great seal to us,
tg shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank
)U.

you well, my little good lord cardinal. 349
[.Exeunt all but Wolsey.

So farewell to the little good you bear me.
11 ! a long farewell, to all my greatness !

the state of man : to-day he puts forth
ider leaves of hopes ; to-morrow blossoms,
ars his blushing honours thick upon him

;

rd day comes a frost, a killing frost,

hen he thinks, good easy man, full surely
atness is a-ripening, nips his root,
:n he falls, as I do. I have ventured,
tie wanton boys that swim on bladders,
my summers in a sea of glory, 360
beyond my depth : my high-blown pride
th broke under me and now has left me,
and old with service, to the mercy
ie stream, that must for ever hide me.
mp and glory of this world, I hate ye :

y heart new open’d. O, how wretched
aoor man that hangs on princes’ favours !

betwixt that smile we would aspire to,

eet aspedl of princes, and their ruin, 369
mgs and fears than wars or women have :

en he falls, he falls like Lucifer,
0 hope again.

ter Cromwell, and stands amazed.

Why, how now, Cromwell

!

• I have no power to speak, sir.

What, amazed

At my misfortunes? can thy spirit wonder
A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep,
I am fall’n indeed.
Crom. How does your grace ?

TVol. Why, well

;

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell.
I know myself now

; and I feel within me
A peace above all earthly dignities,
A still and quiet conscience. The king has cured

me,
.

380
I humbly thank his grace; and from these

shoulders,
These ruin’d pillars, out of pity, taken
A load would sink a navy, too much honour

:

O, ’tis a burthen, Cromwell, ’tis a burthen
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven !

Crom. I am glad your grace has made that
right use of it.

TVol. I hope I have : I am able now, methinks,
Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,

To endure more miseries and greater far
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 390
What news abroad ?

Crom. The heaviest and the worst
Is your displeasure with the king.

TVol.
'

God bless him !

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is

chosen
Lord chancellor in your place.
TVol. That’s somewhat sudden

:

But he’s a learned man. May he continue
Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice
For truth’s sake and his conscience ; that his bones,
When he has run his course and sleeps in blessings,
May have a tomb of orphans’ tears wept on ’em !

What more ? 400
Crom. That Cranmeris return’d with welcome,

Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury.
Wol. That’s news indeed.
Crom.

* *

Last, that the Lady Anne,
Whom the king hath in secrecy long married.
This day was view’d in open as his queen,
Going to chapel

; and the voice is now
Only about her coronation.

TVol. There was the weight that pull’d me
down. O Cromwell,

The king has gone beyond me : all my glories
In that one woman I have lost for ever

: 410
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours,
Or gild again the noble troops that waited
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from me, Crom-

well;
I am a poor fall’n man, unworthy now
To be thy lord and master: seek the king;
That sun, I pray, may never set ! I have told him
What and how true thou art: he will advance

thee;
Some little memory of me will stir him

—

I know his noble nature—not to let 419
Thy hopeful service perish too

:
good Cromwell,

Negledt him not; make use now, and provide
For thine own future safety.

Crom. O my lord,
Must I, then, leave you? must I needs forego
So good, so noble and so true a master?
Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron,
With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord.
The king shall have my service

; but my prayers
For ever and for ever shall be yours.

39 7



Wol. Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear

In all my miseries ;
but thou hast forced me, 430

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman.

Let's dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Crom-

well ;

And, when I am forgotten, as I shall be,

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention

Of me more must be heard of, say, I taught thee,

Say, Wolsey, that once trod the ways of glory,

And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour,

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in

;

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss’d it.

Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me._ 440

Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition

:

By that sin fell the angels ; how can man, then,

The image of his Maker, hope to win by it?

Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate

thee

;

Corruption wins not more than honesty.

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace,

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not

:

Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s,

Thy God’s, and truth’s; then if thou fall’st, O
Cromwell,

Thou fall’ st a blessed martyr l Serve the king

;

And,—prithee, lead me in : 45 1

There take an inventory of all I have,

To the last penny ;
'tis the king’s : my robe.

And my integrity to heaven, is all

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell

.

Had I but served my God with half the zeal

I served my king, he would not in mine age

Have left me naked to mine enemies.

Crom . Good sir, have patience.

Wol. So I have. Farewell

The hopes of court ! my hopes in heaven do

dwell. IExeunt . 460

To be high-steward ;
next, the Duke of No

He to be earl marshal
:
you may read the n

Sec. Gent. I thank you, sir : had I not 1

those customs,

I should have been beholding to your papei

But, I beseech you, what’s become of Katb

The princess dowager? how goes her busin

First Gent. That I can tell you too.

Archbishop
# 4

•

Of Canterbury, accompanied with other

Learned and reverend fathers of his order,

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles o:

From Ampthill where the princess lay ; to

She was often cited by them, but appear’d

And, to be short, for not appearance and

The king’s late scruple, by the main assentM
nfoll mpn she was divorced.

ACT IV.

Scene I. A street in Westminster.

Enter two Gentlemen, meeting one another.

First Gent. You’re well met once again.

Sec. Gent. So are you.

First Gent. You come to take your stand here,

and behold
The Lady Anne pass from her coronation?

Sec. Gent. ’Tis all my business. At our last

encounter,

The Duke of Buckingham came from his trial.

First Gent. ’Tis very true : but that time of-

fer’d sorrow

;

This, general joy.

Sec. Gent. ’Tis well : the citizens,

I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds—
As, let ’em have their rights, they are ever for-

ward— .

In celebration of this day with shows, 10

Pageants and sights of honour.

First Gent. Never greater,

Nor, I’ll assure you, better taken, sir.

Sec. Gent. May I be bold to ask what that

contains,

That paper in your hand?
First Gent. Yes ; ’tis the list

Of those that claim their offices this day

By custom of the coronation.

The Duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims

Of all these learned men she was divorced,

And the late marriage made of none efledt

Since which she was removed to Kimboltoi

YVhere she remains now sick.

Gent. Alas, good la

[Tru

The trumpets sound: stand close, the qi

coming. [fiaM

THE ORDER OF THE CORONATION,
j

i

1. A livelyflourish of Trumpets.

2. Then, two Judges.

3. Lord Chancellor, with the purse ana

before him.

4. Choristers, singing.

5. Mayor of London, bearing the mace.

Garter, in his coat ofarms, and on h
a gilt copper crown.

6. Marquess Dorset, bearing a sceptre 1

on his head a demi-coronal of gold,

him
,
the Earl of Surrey, bearing

of silver with the dove
,
crowned vi

earl's coronet. Collars ofSS.

7. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of esta

coronet on his head
,
bearing a, long

wand
,
as high-steward. With hi

Duke of Norfolk, with the rod oJ

shalship, a coronet on his head,

ofSS. .

8. A canopy borne byfour of the Cinque

tinder it. the Queen in her robe

;

hair richly adorned with pearl
,
cr

On each side her,
the Bishops of

and Winchester.

9. The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a

ofgold, wrought with flowers,
bear

Queen’s train.

10. Certain Ladies or Countesses, wit)

circlets ofgold withoutflowers.
They pass over the stage in order and

Sec. Gent. A royal train, believe me.

I know

:

Who’s that that bears the sceptre?

First Gent. Marquess

And that the Earl of Surrey, with the rod

Sec. Gent. A bold brave gentleman,

should be
The Duke of Suffolk?

First Gent. ’Tis the same : high-s

Sec. Gent. And that,my Lord of Norfo

First Gent

.

Sec. Gent. Heaven b e

[.Looking on the
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hast the sweetest face I ever look’d on.
I have a soul, she is an angel

;

ing has all the Indies in his arms,
tore and richer, when he strains that lady

:

ot blame his conscience.
t Gent. They that bear
oth of honour over her, are four barons
Cinque-ports.

Gent. I hose men are happy; and so are
11 are near her.

it, she that carries up the train
old noble lady, Duchess of Norfolk.
t Gent. It is; and all the rest are count-
ies.

Gent. Their coronets say so. These are
:ars indeed;
metimes falling ones.
t Gent. No more of that.
xit procession

, and then a greatflourish
of trumpets.

Enter a third Gentleman.

• Gent. God save you, sir! where have
)U been broiling?
d Gent. Among the crowd i’ the Abbey

;

here a finger
lot be wedged in more : I am stifled
te mere rankness of their joy.
Gent. you saw
-emony?
i Gent. That I did.
Gent. How was it?
f Gent. Well worth the seeing.

Good sir, speak it to us.
i Gent

.

As well as I am able. The rich
earn

1 and ladies, having brought the queen
spared place in the choir, fell off
ice from her; while her grace sat down
awhile, some half an hour or so,
1 chair of state, opposing freely
uty of her person to the people,
me, sir, she is the goodliest woman
sr lay by man ; which when the people 70
: full view of, such a noise arose
hrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest,
and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks,

—

s, I think,—flew up; and had their faces
>se, this day they had been lost. Such joy
saw before. Great-bellied women,

p
half a week to go, like rams

id time of war, would shake the press,
<e^em reel before ’em. No man living
y ‘This is my wife ’ there

; all were woven
?ely in one piece.
en *' But, what follow’d? 81
Gent At length her grace rose, and
n modest paces
the altar

; where she kneel’d, and saint-

613

60

Together sung ‘ Te Deum.’ So she parted,
And with the same full state paced back again
lo York-place, where the feast is held.
First Gent. sir

You must no more call it York-place, that’s past;
-bor, since the cardinal fell, that title’s lost;
Tis now the king’s, and call’d Whitehall.
Third Gent. I know it

;

But tis so lately alter d, that the old name
Is fresh about me.

„ T

Sec
'
pent. What two reverend bishops
those that went on each side of the queen?

1 turd Gent. Stokesly and Gardiner; the one
of Winchester, JOINewly preferr’d from the king’s secretary

The other, London.
Sec. Gent. He of Winchester

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop’s,
I he virtuous Cranmer.
Third Gent. All the land knows that

:

However, yet there is no great breach
, when it

comes,
Cranmer wifl find a friend will not shrink from him.

tyec. Gent. Who may that be, I pray you?
Third Gent. Thomas Cromwell;A man in much esteem with the king, and trulyA worthy friend. The king has made him master

(J the jewel house, Z1IAnd one, already, of the privy council.
Sec. Gent. He will deserve more.
Third Gent. Yes, without all doubt.

Lome, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests:
bomething I can command. As I walk thither,
1 11 tell ye more.
Both. You may command us, sir. {.Exeunt.

Scene II. Kimbolton.

Enter Katharine, Dowager
,
sick; led between

Griffith, her gentleman usher
,
and Pa-

tience, her woman.

fair eyes to heaven and pray’d devoutly.
,e again and bow’d her to the people

:

r

,,

e •^•rchbishop of Canterbury
ah die royal makings of a queen

;

nl, Edward Confessor’s crown,
and bird of peace, and all such emblems
Y on her: which perform’d, the choir, 90
the choicest music of the kingdom,

Grif. How does your grace?
Keith. O Griffith, sick to death !My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth,W uling to leave their burthen. Reach a chair

:

bo ; now, methinks, I feel a little ease.
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’st me,
I hat the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolsey,
Was dead?
Gr(/- Yes, madam ; but I think your grace,

Out of the pain you suffer’d, gave no ear to ’t.

Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tell me how he
died

:

If well, he stepp’d before me, happily 10
For my example.

Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam :

hor after the stout Earl Northumberland
Arrested him at York, and brought him forward.
As a man sorely tainted, to his answer,
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill
He could not sit his mule.

,

Alas, poor man

!

Grif At last, with easy roads, he came to
Leicester,

Lodged in the abbey; where the reverend abbot,
With all his covent, honourably received him • ig
To whom he gave these words, ‘O, father abbot



An old man, broken with the storms of state,

Is come to lay his weary bones among ye

;

Give him a little earth for charity !’

So went to bed ;
where eagerly his sickness

Pursued him still : and, three nights after this.

About the hour of eight, which he himself

Foretold should be his last, full of repentance,

Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows,

He gave his honours to the world again, 29

His blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace.

Kath. So may he rest; his faults lie gently

on him

!

Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to speak him,

And yet with charity. He was a man
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking

Himself with princes; one that, by suggestion,

Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair-play

;

His own opinion was his law : i’ the presence

He would say untruths ; and be ever double

Both in his words and meaning : he was never,

But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 4°

His promises were, as he then was, mighty

;

But his performance, as he is now, nothing

:

Of his own body he was ill, and gave

The clergy ill example.

Grif. Noble madam.
Men’s evil manners live in brass ;

their viitues

We write in water. May it please your highness

To hear me speak his good now?
Kath. Yes, good Griffith

;

I were malicious else.

Grif. This cardinal,

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 49

Was fashion’d to much honour from his cradle.

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ;

Exceeding wise, fair-spoken, and persuading

:

Lofty and sour to them that loved him not;

But to those men that sought him sweet as

summer.
And though he were unsatisfied in getting,

Which was a sin, yet in bestowing, madam,

He was most princely : ever witness for him

Those twins of learning that he raised in you,

Ipswich and Oxford ! one of which fell with hnn,

Unwilling to outlive the good that did it ;
60

The other, though unfinish’d, yet so famous,

So excellent in art, and still so rising,

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue.

His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him

;

For then, and not till then, he felt himself,

And found the blessedness of being little

:

And, to add greater honours to his age

Than man could give him, he died fearing God.

Kath. After my death I wish no other herald,

No other speaker of my living adtions, 70

To keep mine honour from corruption,

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith.

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me,

With thy religious truth and modesty.

Now in his ashes honour
:
peace be with him .

Patience, be near me still; and set me lower:

I have not long to trouble thee. Good Griffith,

Cause the musicians play me that sad note

I named my knell, whilst I sit meditating

On that celestial harmony I go to. 80

[Sad and solemn music.

Grif. She is asleep: good wench, let’s sit

down quiet,
.

For fear we wake her : softly, gentle Patience.

The vision. Enter
,
solemnly tripping one

another,
six personages,

clad in white

wearing on their heads garlands of bay

golden vizards on their faces', branc

bays orpalm in their hands. Theyfir.

gee unto her
,
then dance ; and

,
at c

changes
,
the first two hold a spare gi

over her head; at which the other four

reverent curtsies ; then the two that hi

garland deliver the same to the othe\

two
,
who observe the same order in

changes
,
and holding the garland ov

head: which done, they deliver the san

land to the last two
,
who likewise c

the same order: at which
,
as it were

spiration ,
she makes in her sleep si

L

rejoicing
,
and holdeth up herhands to hi

and so in their dancing vanish
,
carryi

garland with them. The music continl

Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye?

all gone,
And leave me here in wretchedness behind

Grif. Madam, we are here.

Kath. It is not you I c

Saw ye none enter since I slept?

Grif. None, ma<

Kath. No? Saw you not, even now, a

troop
Invite me to a banquet ;

whose bright fae

Cast thousand beams upon me, like the su

They promised me eternal happiness;

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which

I am not worthy yet to wear : I shall, assi

Grif. I am most joyful, madam, sue

dreams
Possess your fancy.

Kath. Bid the music leave,
#

They are harsh and heavy to me. [Afusic

Pat. Do y°u n

How much her grace is alter’d on the sud(

How long her face is drawn ? how pale sh<

And of an earthy cold? Mark her eyes

!

Grif. She is going, wench
:
pray, pray

Pat. Heaven comfc

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. An’t like your grace,—
Kath. You are a saucy felloj

Deserve we no more reverence? L

Grif You are to i

Knowing she will not lose her wonted grel

To use so rude behaviour; go to, kneel,
j

Mess. I humbly do entreat your hij

pardon; . ,

My haste made me unmannerly. There is
|

A gentleman, sent from the king, to s>ee y

Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith:
{

fellow

Let me ne’er see again.

[Exeunt Griffith and Mey

Re-enter Griffith, with Capuciuj

If my sight fail no.

You should be lord ambassador from the e|

My royal nephew, and your name Capucii

Cap. Madam, the same ;
your servant!

Kath. O’ Fl

l

The times and titles now are alter d stranj
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l me since first you knew me. But, I pray

you,

t is your pleasure with me ?

pm
Noble lady,

,
mine own service to your grace ; the next,

king’s request that I would visit you

;

grieves much for your weakness, and by me
s you his princely commendations,
heartily entreats you take good comfort.

ith. O my good lord, that comfort comes

too late ;
120

like a pardon after execution :

gentle physic, given in time, had cured me

;

iow I am past all comforts here, but prayers,

does his highness?

p%
Madam, in good health.

ith. So may he ever do ! and ever flourish,

n I shall dwell with worms, and my poor

name
5h’d the kingdom ! Patience, is that letter,

ised you write, yet sent away?
,fm No, madam.

[Giving it to Katharine,

ith. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver

to my lord the king.

p

,

Most willing, madam. 130

ith. In which I have commended to his

goodness
nodelofour chaste loves, hisyoung daughter

:

dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her

!

sching him to give her virtuous breeding,—
s young, and of a noble modest nature,

>e she will deserve well,—and a little

ve her for her mother’s sake, that loved him,

en knows how dearly. My next poor pet-

ition

at his noble grace would have some pity

1 my wretched women, that so long 140
: follow’d both my fortunes faithfully

:

dich there is not one, I dare avow,
low I should not lie, but will deserve,

irtue and true beauty of the soul,

onesty and decent carriage,

ht good husband, let him be a noble

:

sure, those men are happy that shall have
’em.

ast is, for my men ;
they are the poorest,

overty could never draw ’em from me
; 149

they may have their wages duly paid ’em,

something over to remember me by

:

aven had pleased to have given me longer

life

ible means, we had not parted thus.

: are the whole contents: and, good my
lord,

at you love the dearest in this world,

»u wish Christian peace to souls departed,

these poor people’s friend, and urge the

king
) me this last right.

*. By heaven, I will,

: me lose the fashion of a man !

th. I thank you, honest lord. Remember
me 160
humility unto his highness

:

is long trouble now is passing
f this world ; tell him, in death I bless’d him,
) I will. Mine eyes grow dim. Farewell,
>rd. Griffith, farewell. Nay, Patience,

You must not leave me yet : I must to bed ;

Call in more women. When I am dead, good
wench,

Let me be used with honour : strew me over
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me, 170
Then lay me forth : although unqueen’d, yet like

A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me.
I can no more. [Exeunt,

leading Katharine.

ACT V.

Scene I. London. A gallery in the palace.

Enter Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester, a Page
1with a torch before him

,
met by Sir Thomas !

Lovell.

Gar. It’s one o’clock, boy, is’t not ?

Boy. It hath struck.
[

Gar. These should be hours for necessities, I

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature
With comforting repose, and not for us
To waste these times. Good hour of night, Sir

Thomas

!

Whither so late ?

Lov. Came you from the king, my lord?
j

Gar. I did, Sir Thomas; and left him at

primero
With the Duke of Suffolk.

Lov. I must to him too,

Before he go to bed. I ’ll take my leave.

Gar. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovell. What’s
the matter? 10

It seems you are in haste : an if there be
No great offence belongs to’t, give your friend

Some touch of your late business: affairs, that

walk.
As they say spirits do, at midnight, have
In them a wilder nature than the business

That seeks dispatch by day.

Lov. My lord, I love you

;

And durst commend a secret to your ear

Much weightier than this work. The queen’s in
J

labour,

They say, in great extremity; and fear’d

She’ll with the labour end.

Gar. The fruit she goes with 20
I pray for heartily, that it may find

Good time, and live: but for the stock, Sir

Thomas,
I wish it grubb’d up now.
Lov. Methinks I could

Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience says
She’s a good creature, and, sweet lady, does
Deserve our better wishes.

Gar. But, sir, sir,

Hear me, Sir Thomas: you’re a gentleman
Of mine own way ; I know you wise, religious

;

And, let me tell you, it will ne’er be well,

’Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell, take ’t of me, 30
Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she,

Sleep in their graves.

Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two
The most remark’d i’ the kingdom. As for Crom-

well,

Beside that of the jewel house, is made master
O’ the rolls, and the king’s secretary ; further, sir,

Stands in the gap and trade of moe preferments,
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With which the time will load him. The arch-

bishop
Is the king’s hand and tongue; and who dare

speak
One syllable against him?
Gar. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas,

There are that dare ;
and I myself have ventured

To speak my mind of him: and indeed this

day, 4 1

Sir, I may tell it you, I think I have

Incensed the lords o’ the council, that he is,

For so I know he is, they know he is,

A most arch heretic, a pestilence

That does infedt the land: with which they

moved
Have broken with the king ;

who hath so far

Given ear to our complaint, of his great grace

And princely care foreseeing those fell mischiefs

Our reasons laid before him, hath commanded 50

To-morrow morning to the council-board

He be convented. He’s a rank weed, Sir

Thomas,
And we must root him out. From your affairs

l hinder you too long
:
good night, Sir Thomas.

Lov. Many good nights, my lord : I rest your

servant. [.Exeunt Gardiner and Page.

Enter the King and Suffolk.

King. Charles, I will play no more to-night;

My mind’s not on ’t; you are too hard for me.

Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before.

King. But little, Charles

;

Nor shall not, when my fancy’s on my play. 60

Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news?
Lov. I could not personally deliver to her

What you commanded me, but by her woman
I sent your message ;

who return’d her thanks

In the great’st humbleness, and desired your

highness
Most heartily to pray for her.

King. What say’st thou, ha?

To pray for her? what, is she crying out?

Lov. So said her woman; and that her suf-

ferance made
Almost each pang a death.

King. Alas, good lady

!

Suf. God safely quit her of her burthen, and
With gentle travail, to the gladding of 71

Your highness with an heir !

King. ’Tis midnight, Charles

;

Prithee, to bed ;
and in thy prayers remember

The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone

;

For I must think of that which company
Would not be friendly to.

Suf. I wish your highness

A quiet night ; and my good mistress will

Remember in my prayers.

King. Charles, good night. [Exit Stiffoik.

Enter Sir Anthony Denny.

Den. He attends your highness’ pleasurt

King. Bring him
{Exit D t

Lov. [Aside] This is about that whic!

bishop spake

:

I am happily come hither.

Re-enter Denny, with Cranmer.

King. Avoid the gallery. [.Lovell seer,

stay.] Ha! I have said. Be gone.

What !
{Exeunt Lovell.and Dt

Cran. [Aside] I am fearful : wherefore fi

he thus?
’Tis his aspedt of terror. All’s not well.

King. How now, my lord
!
you do desi

know
Wherefore I sent for you.

Cran. [Kneeling] It is my duty

To attend your highness’ pleasure.

King.
<

Pray you,

My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury.

Come, you and I must walk a turn together

I have news to tell you: come, come, giv

your hand.
Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak,

And am right sorry to repeat what follows

:

I have, and most unwillingly, of late

Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord.

Grievous complaints of you; which, being

sider’d,

Have moved us and our council, that you sha

This morning come before us ;
where, I km

You cannot with such freedom purge yourse

But that, till further trial in those charges

Which will require your answer, you must t

Your patience to you, and be well contentec

To make your house our Tower: you a br

of us,

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness

Would come against you.

Cran. [Kneeling] I humbly thank

highness

;

And am right glad to catch this good occasio

Most throughly to be winnow’d, where my
And corn shall fly asunder: for, I know,

There’s none stands under more calum

tongues
Than I myself, poor man.

King. Stand up, good Canter!

Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted
t J . m.ra m a. f-Vitr K'jnn

Well, sir, what follows ?

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord the arch-

bishop, So

As you commanded me.
King. Ha! Canterbury?

Den. Ay, my good lord.

King , ’Tis true : where is he, Denny ?

In us, thy friend : give me thy hand, stand

Prithee, let’s walk. Now, by my hohdame

What manner of man are you? My lord, I I

You would have given me your petition, ths

I should have ta’en some pains to bring tog*

Yourself and your accusers; and to have

you,
Without indurance, further.

Cran. Most dread lieg<

The good I stand on is my truth and honest

If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies,
>

Will triumph o’er my person ;
which I weigl

Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothi

What can be said against me.

King. Know you not

How your state stands i’ the world, wit,

whole world?
Your enemies are many, and not small;

practices
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bear the same proportion; and not ever 130
istice and the truth o’ the question carries
ue o’ the verdift with it : at what ease
corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt
'ear against you? such things have been
one.

*e potently opposed
; and with a malice

jreat size. Ween you of better luck,
1, in perjured witness, than your master,
minister you are, whiles here he lived

'

-his naughty earth? Go to, go to ;

ke a precipice for no leap of danger, 140
00 your own destruaion.
*•

. .
God and your majesty

t mine innocence, or I fall into
ip is laid for me !

[• Be of good cheer ;

hall no more prevail than we give way to.
omfort to you ; and this morning see
0 appear before them; if they shall
lance,

ging you with matters, to commit you,
st persuasions to the contrary
t to use, and with what vehemency
:asion shall instrua you : if entreaties 150
ider you no remedy, this ring
them, and your appeal to us
nake before them. Look, the good man
:eps

!

lonest, on mine honour. God’s blest
)ther

!

he is true-hearted
; and a soul

-tter in my kingdom. Get you gone,
as I have bid you. [Exit Cranmer.]

2 has strangled
juage in his tears.

nter Old Lady, Lovellfollowing.

[Within] Come back: what mean

I’U not come back; the tidings that
PnS 160

617

ke my boldness manners. Now, good
jels

thy royal head, and shade thy person
leir blessed wings

!

Now, by thy looks
hy message. Is the queen deliver’d?
and of a boy.

. ,
Ay ay, my liege

;

lovely boy : the God of heaven
r and ever bless her ! ’tis a girl,
boys hereafter. Sir, your queen
'our visitation, and to be i6q
ed with this stranger ; ’tis as like you
7 is to cherry.

Lovell

!

Sir?
Give her an hundred marks. I’ll to
queen. [Exit.
An hundred marks ! By this light

ha more.
try groom is for such payment,
e more, or scold it out of him.
this, the girl was like to him?

'e more, or else unsay ’t; and now,
s hot, I 11 put it to the issue.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. Before the council-chamber.

Pursuivants
, Pages, &c. attending.

Enter Cranmer, Archbishop of Canterbury.

Cran. I hope I am not too late; and yet the
gentleman.

That was sent to me from the council, pray’d me
lo make great haste. All fast? what means

this? Ho!
Who waits there? Sure, you know me?

Enter Keeper.

Keep.
But yet I cannot help you.
Cran. Why?

Yes, my lord;

Enter Doctor Butts.

KeeK,7?nr grace must wait you be
call d for.

Cran. So.
Butts. [Aside] This is a piece of malice. Iam glad

I came this way so happily: the king
Shall understand it presently. rF

, , . .
’Tis Butts,

1

10the king s physician : as he pass’d along.How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me !

iray heaven, he sound not my disgrace! For
certain,

This is of purpose laid by some that hate me—God turn their hearts! I never sought their
malice— •

To quench mine honour: they would shame tomake me
Wait else at door, a fellow-counsellor,
Mong boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their

pleasures
Must be fulfill’d, and I attend with patience.

Enter the King ^w^Butts at a window above.

Butts. I’ll show your grace the strangest
sight

—

T . . ,

What’s that, Butts? 20
I>ut^s. I think your highness saw this many

a day. J

King. Body o’ me, where is it?

There, my lord :the high promotion of his grace of Canter-
bury

;

Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pursui-
vants,

Pages, and footboys.
King Ha ! ’tis he, indeed :

Is this the honour they do one another?
’Tis well there’s one above ’em yet. I had

thought
They had parted so much honesty among ’em.
At least, good manners, as not thus to sufferA Rian of his place, and so near our favour 30lo dance attendance on their lordships’ plea-

sures, ^

And at the door too, like a post with packets.By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery:
Tet era alone, and draw the curtain close :W e shall hear more anon. [Exeunt
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Scene III. The Council-Chamber

.

Enter Lord Chancellor ;
places himself at

the upper end of the table on the left handy a

seat being left void above him ,
asfor Canter-

bury’s seat. Duke of Suffolk, Duke of

Norfolk, Surrey, Lord Chamberlain,Gar-

diner, seat themselves in order on eac!^^f
e ‘

Cromwell at lowerendy as secretary. Keeper

at the door.

Chan. Speak to the business, master secre-

tary ’•

. „

Why are we met in council i

Crom ,
Please your honours,

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canter-

Gar™ Has he had knowledge of it?

Who waits there ?

Keep. Without, my noble lords ?

Gar. Yes.

Keep. My lord archbishop ;

And has done half an hour, to know your plea-

sures.

Chan. Let him come in.

Keep. Your grace may enter now.

[Cranmer enters and approaches
the council-table.

Chan. My good lord archbishop, I’m very

To sit here at this present, and behold

That chair stand empty : but we all are men, 10

fin our own natures frail, and capable

Of our flesh ;
few are angels : out of which frailty

And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach

Have
U
misdemean’d yourself, and not a little,

Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling

The whole realm, by your teaching and your

chaplains,

For so we are inform’d, with new opinions,

Divers and dangerous ;
which are heresies,

And, not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 19

Gar Which reformation must be sudden too,

My noble lords ;
for those that tame wild horses

Pace ’em not in their hands to make em gentle.

But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and

spur ’em,

Till they obey the manage. If we suiter,

Out of our easiness and childish pity
#

To one man’s honour, this contagious sickness,

Farewell all physic : and what follows then?

Commotions, uproars, with a general taint

Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neigh-

bours,
,

.

The upper Germany, can dearly witness, 30

Yet freshly pitied in our memories.
#

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the

Both of my life and office, I have labour d,

And with no little study, that my teaching

And the strong course of my authority

Might go one way, and safely ;
and the end

Was ever, to do well : nor is there living,

I speak it with a single heart, my lords,
<

A man that more detests, more stirs against,

Both in his private conscience and his place, 40

Defacers of a public peace, than I do.

Pray heaven, the king may never find a heii

With less allegiance in it ! Men that makd

Envy and crooked malice nourishment I

Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordp

That, in this case of justice, my accusers, ft

Be what they will, may stand forth face to >e

And freely urge against me.

Suf Nay, my lord,

That cannot be
:
you are a counsellor,

And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse y
Gar. My lord, because we have busu

more moment,.... .e momeni,
We will be short with you. Tis his niga

icnre.pleasure,
.

And our consent, for better trial of you, „

From hence you be committed to the Towi$

Where, being but a private man again, J
You shall know many dare accuse you bol(n

More than, I fear, you are provided for. I

Cran. Ah, my good Lord of Wmchei
thank you; .1

You are always my good friend ;
if your wii

I shall both find your lordship judge and ji

You are so merciful: I see your end,

’Tis my undoing : love and meekness. Ion

Become a churchman better than ambitio)

Win straying souls with modesty again,

Cast none away. That I shall clear myse

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patien

I make as little doubt, as you do consciem

In doing daily wrongs. I could say rnoref

But reverence to your calling makes me rri|

Gar. My lord, my lord, you are a sett!

That’s the plain truth: your painted glcfl

To men that understand you, words and

Crom.
5 '

My Lord of Winchester, you

little,

By your good favour, too sharp ;
men so 1

However faulty, yet should find respedt

For what they have been : ’tis a cruelty

To load a falling man.

Qar Good master secreta

I cry your honour mercy; you may, wors

Of all this table, say so.

Crom. Why, my lord?

Gar. Do not I know you for a favoure

Of this new se<5t? ye are not sound *

NotS(

Gar. Not sound, I say.

Crom. Would you were half so

Men’s prayers then would seek you, nl

Gar. I shall remember this bold langii

Crom.
Remember your bold l.fe too.^ ^ ^

I-orbear', for shame, my lords^^^
Crom. „ , j. ;

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord. >

I take ?t by all voices, that forthwith

You be convey’d to the Tower a pnsonei

There to remain till the king s further pi

Be known unto us : are you all agreed, 1

All. We are. ,

Cran. Is there no other way of
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I must needs to the Tower, my lords?

ar. What other
lid you expedt? you are strangely trouble-

some.
some o’ the guard be ready there.

Enter Guard.

For me?mn.
;t I go like a traitor thither?

%r.
' m

Receive him,
see him safe i’ the Tower.
ran. Stay, good my lords,

ve a little yet to say. Look there, my lords

;

drtue of that ring, I take my cause
of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 100
1 most noble judge, the king my master.
ham. This is the king’s ring.

ir.
' *

’Tis no counterfeit.

if. ’Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told
ye all,

n we first put this dangerous stone a-rolling,

)uld fall upon ourselves.

ir.
*

Do you think, my lords,
king will suffer but the little finger
lis man to be vex’d?
an. ’Tis now too certain

:

much more is his life in value with him?
Id I were fairly out on’t

!

om.
'

My mind gave me,
eking tales and informations no
nst this man, whose honesty the devil
his disciples only envy at,

lew the fire that burns ye : now have at ye

!

r King,frowning on them ; takes his seat.

r. Dread sovereign, how much are we
bound to heaven
lily thanks, that gave us such a prince

;

>nly good and wise, but most religious

:

'hat, in all obedience, makes the church
:hief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen
holy duty, out of dear respedt,
Dyal self in judgement comes to hear 120
:ause betwixt her and this great offender.
ig. You were ever good at sudden com-
mendations,

p of Winchester. But know, I come not
ar such flattery now, and in my presence

;

are too thin and bare to hide offences.
2 you cannot reach, you play the spaniel,
hink with wagging of your tongue to win
ne;
vhatsoe’er thou takest me for, I ’m sure
hast a cruel nature and a bloody.
ranmer\ Good man, sit down. Now let me
;ee the proudest 130
lat dares most, but wag his finger at thee :

that’s holy, he had better starve
but once think this place becomes thee not.
• May it please your grace,—

•

g- No, sir, it does not please me.
thought I had had men of some under-
tanding
isdom of my council ; but I find none.

: discretion, lords, to let this man,
ood man,—few of you deserve that title,

—

onest man, wait like a lousy footboy 139
mber-door? and one as great as you are?

Why, what a shame was this! Did my com-
mission

Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye
Power as he was a counsellor to try him.
Not as a groom : there’s some of ye, I see,
More out of malice than integrity,
Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean;
Which ye shall never have while I live.
Chan. Thus far,My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace

To let my tongue excuse all. What was pur-
posed

Concerning his imprisonment, was rather, 150
If there be faith in men, meant for his trial.
And fair purgation to the world, than malice,
I ’m sure, in me.
King. Well, well, my lords, respedl him;

Take him, and use him well, he’s worthy of it.
I will say thus much for him, if a prince
May be beholding to a subjedt, I
Am, for his love and service, so to him.
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him

:

Be friends, for shame, my lords ! My Lord of
Canterbury,

I have a suit which you must not deny me

;

That is, a fair young maid that yet wants bap-
tism,

You must be godfather, and answer for her.
Cran, Lhe greatest monarch now alive may

glory
In such an honour : how may I deserve it,

That am a poor and humble subjedt to you?
King. Come, come, my lord, you ’Id spare

your spoons
:
you shall have two noble partners

with you; the old Duchess of Norfolk, and Lady
Marquess Dorset; will these please you? 170
Once more, my Lord of Winchester, I charge

you,
Embrace and love this man.
Gof. With a true heart

And brother-love I do it.

£ran. And let heaven
Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation.
King. Good man, those joyful tears show thy

true heart

:

The common voice, I see, is verified
Of thee, which says thus, ‘Do nly Lord of Can-

terbury
A shrewd turn, and he is your friend for ever.’
Come, lords, we trifle time away

; I long
To have this young one made a Christian. 180
As I have made ye one, lords, one remain

;

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. The palaceyard.

Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter and
his Man.

Port. You’ll leave your noise anon, ye rascals

:

do you take the court for Paris-garden? ye rude
slaves, leave your gaping.

[Within\ Good master porter, I belong to the
larder.

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged,
ye rogue ! is this a place to roar in ? Fetch me a
dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones: these
are but switches to ’em. I’ll scratch your heads :

J
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you must be seeing christenings? do you look for

ale and cakes here, you rude rascals? 11

Man. Pray, sir, be patient : ’tis as much im-

possible— , . ,

Unless we sweep ’em from the door with can-

nons

—

To scatter ’em, as ’tis to make em sleep

On May-day morning ;
which will never be

We may as well push against Powle’s, stir em.

Port. How got they in, and be hang d?
.

Man. Alas, I know not ;
how gets the tide in?

As much as one sound cudgel of four foot—

-

You see the poor remainder—could distribute, 20
|

I made no spare, sir.

Port. You did nothing, sir.

Man. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor

Colbrand,
, ,

To mow ’em down before me : but if I spared any

That had a head to hit, either young or old,

He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker,

Let me ne’er hope to see a chine again

;

And that I would not for a cow, God save her

!

[ Within\ Do you hear, master porter ?

Port. I shall be with you presently, good

master puppy. Keep the door close, sirrah. 30

Man. What would you have me do ?

Port What should you do, but knock em

down by the dozens? Is this Moorfields to mus-

ter in? or have we some strange Indian with the

sreat tool come to court, the women so besiege

us 9 Bless me, what a fry of fornication is at

door! On my Christian conscience, this one

christening will beget a thousand; here will be

father, godfather, and all together.
.

39

Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir.

There is a fellow somewhat near the door, he

should be a brazier by his face, for, o’ my con-

science, twenty of the dog-days now reign in s

nose; all thatstand about him are under the line,

they need no other penance : that fire-drake did.

I hit three times on the head, and three times

was his nose discharged against me; he stands

there, like a mortar-piece, to blow us. lhere

was a haberdasher’s wife of small wit near him,

that railed uponme till her pinked porringer tell ott

her head, for kindling such a combustion in the

state. I missed the meteor once, and hit that

woman; who cried out ‘Clubs!’ when I might

see from far some forty truncheoners draw to her

succour, which were the hope o’ the Strand,

where she was quartered. They fell on ;
I made

good my place : at length they came to the broom-

staff to me; I defied ’em still: when suddenly a

file of boys behind ’em, loose shot, delivered such

a shower of pebbles, that I was fain to draw mine

honour in, and let ’em win the work : the devil

was amongst ’em, I think, surely.

Port. These are the youths that thunder at a

playhouse, and fight for bitten apples ;
that no

audience, but the tribulation of Tower-hill, or the

limbs of Limehouse, their dear brothers, are able

to endure. I have some of ’em in Limbo Patrum,

and there they are like to dance these three days

;

besides the running banquet of two beadles that

is to come. 7°

They grow still too ;
from all parts they are

As if we kept a fair here ! Where are tl

porters,

These lazy knaves? Ye have made a fine h:

fellows

:

There’s a trim rabble let in : are all these

Your faithful friends o’ the suburbs? Wes
have

Great store of room, no doubt, left for the lac

When they pass back from the christening,
j

, Port. An ’t please your hon

We are but men ;
and what so many may do,

Not being torn a-pieces, we have done

:

An army cannot rule ’em.

Cham. As I live,

If the king blame me for ’t, I ’ll lay ye all

By the heels, and suddenly ;
and on your he:

Clap round fines for negledt
:
ye are lazy kna

And here ye lie baiting of bombards, when

Ye should do service. Hark ! the trum

sound ; ...
They’re come already from the christening:

Go, break among the press, and find a way c

To let the troop pass fairly ;
or I ’ll find

A Marshalsea shall hold ye play these

months.
Port. Make way there for the princess.

Man. You great fe

Stand close up, or I ’ll make your head ache.

Port. You i’ the camlet, get up o’ the ra;

I ’ll peck you o’er the pales else. \Exi

Scene V. The palace.

Enter trumpets
,
sounding; then two Alder

Lord Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, Duk
Norfolk with his marshal's staff, Du*
Suffolk, two Noblemen bearinggreat s\

ing-bowlsfor the christening-gifts; then

Noblemen bearing a canopy, under whic

Duchess of Norfolk, godmother, bet

the child richly habited in a mantle

,

t7‘ain borne by a Lady; then follow

Marchioness Dorset, the other godnu

and Ladies. The troop pass once aboi

stage, and Garter speaks.

Gart. Heaven, from thy endless gooc

send prosperous life, long, and ever happ

the high and mighty princess of Enp

Elizabeth

!

Enter Lord Chamberlain.

Cham. Mercy o’ me, what a multitude are

here !

Flourish. Enter King and Guard.

Cran. [.Kneeling] And to your royal

and the good queen,

My noble partners, and myself, thus pray

:

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happ;

May hourly fall upon ye

!

King. Thank you, good lord archb

What is her name ?

Cran. Elizabeth.

Kim. Stand up, lord

[ The King kisses the

With this kiss take my blessing : God proted

Into whose hand 1 give thy life.

Cran. Amen.

King. My noble gossips, ye have be

prodigal

:
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tank ye heartily ; so shall this lady,
en she has so much English.
ran. Let me speak, sir,

heaven now bids me; and the words I utter
none think flattery, for they’ll find ’em truth.
5 royal infant—heaven still move about her !—
'Ugh in her cradle, yet now promises
>n this land a thousand thousand blessings, 20
ch time shall bring to ripeness : she shall be—
few now living can behold that goodness—
ittern to all princes living with her,
all that shall succeed ; Saba was never
e covetous of wisdom and fair virtue
n this pure soul shall be : all princely graces,
t mould up such a mighty piece as this is,

1 all the virtues that attend the good,
1 still be doubled on her: truth shall nurse
her,

7 and heavenly thoughts still counsel her
: 30

shall be loved and fear’d: her own shall
bless her

;

foes shake like a field of beaten corn,
hang their heads with sorrow

:
good grows

with her

:

ir days every man shall eat in safety,
sr his own vine, what he plants

; and sing
merry songs of peace to all his neighbours :

shall be truly known ; and those about her
1 her shall read the perfect ways of honour,
by those claim their greatness, not by blood,
shall this peace sleep with her : but as when
bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 41
ashes new create another heir,
-eat in admiration as herself

;

all she leave her blessedness to one,
1 heaven shall call her from this cloud of
darkness,
from the sacred ashes of her honour
star-like rise, as great in fame as she was,
so stand fix’d: peace, plenty, love, truth,
terror,

were the servants to this chosen infant,
then be his, and like a vine grow to him : 50
ever the bright sun of heaven shall shine,
onour and the greatness of his name
be, and make new nations : he shall flourish,
like a mountain cedar, reach his branches

To all the plains about him: our children’s child-
ren

Shall see this, and bless heaven.
King. Thou speakest wonders.
C ran. She shall be, to the happiness of Eng-

land,
An aged princess many days shall see her,

W^^0ut a deed to crown it. 59Would I had known no more ! but she must die,
She must, the sain ts must have her \ yet a virgin
A most unspotted lily shall she pass
To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her.
King. O lord archbishop,

Thou hast made me now a man ! never, before
1 his happy child, did I get any thing

:

This oracle of comfort has so pleased me,
That when I am in heaven I shall desire
To see what this child does, and praise my

Maker. J

I thank ye all. To you, my good lord mayor, 70And your good brethren, I am much beholding

;

I have received much honour by your presence*
And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the way

lords :

J ’

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank
ye,

gie will be sick else. This day, no man think
Has business at his house

; for all shall stay :

This little one shall make it holiday. {Exeunt.

EPILOGUE.
’Tis ten to one this play can never please

All that are here : some come to take their ease,
And sleep an act or two ; but those, we fear,We have frighted with our trumpets; so, ’tis

clear,

They’ll say ’tis naught: others, to hear the city
Abused extremely, and to cry ‘That’s witty !’

Which we have not done neither: that, I fear,
All the expected good we’re like to hear
For this play at this time, is only in
The merciful construction of good women

; 10
For such a one we show’d ’em : if they smile,
And say ’twill do, I know, within a while
All the best men are ours

; for ’tis ill hap,
If they hold when their ladies bid ’em clap.
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dramatis

Priam, king of Troy.

Hector, ^
Troilus, 1

Paris, fhis sons.

Deiphobus,
Helenus, ) rr) .

Margarelon, a bastard son ot rriam.

Aeneas,
] Troian commanders.

Antenor,! j
.

.. .

Calchas, a Trojan priest, taking part with

the Greeks.
Pandarus, unde to Cressida.

Agamemnon, the Grecian general.

Menelaus, his brother.

Achilles,
Ajax,
Ulysses, l Grecian princes.
Hestor,

I

Diomedes,
PatroclusJ

PERSONS.

Thersites, a deformed and scurrilous

cian. .,

Alexander, servant to Cressida.

Servant to Troilus.

Servant to Paris.

Servant to Diomedes.

Helen, wife to Menelaus.

Andromache, wife to HeCtor.
#

Cassandra, daughter to Priam, a

phetess.

Cressida, daughter to Calchas.

Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendan

Scene : Troy, and the Grecian camp

before it.

PROLOGUE.

In Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of

The princes orgulous, their high blood chafed,

Have to the port of Athens sent their ships,

Fraught with the ministers and instruments

Of cruel wart sixty and nine, that wore

Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay

Put forth toward Phrygia; and their vow is

To ransack Troy, within whose strong immures

The ravish’d Helen, Menelaus queen,

With wanton Paris sleeps ;
and that s the quarrel.

To Tenedos they come

;

And the deep-drawing barks do there dlsS?^
Their warlike fraughtage : now on Dardan

The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch

Their brave pavilions : Priam s six-gated city,

i Dardan, and Tymbria, Helias, Chetas, Troien,

And Antenorides, with massy staples

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts,

Sperr up the sons of Troy.

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, cc

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek,

Sets all on hazard: and hither am I come

ACT I.

Scene I. Troy. Before Priam'spad*

Enter Troilus armed, and Pandarus

Sets all on nazaru. dim ~

A prologue arm’d, but not in confidenc

Of author’s pen or aftor’s voice, but suited
HULilUi o

In like conditions as our argument.

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play

Leaps o’er the vaunt and firstlings of thooe

Beginning ’in the middle,' starting thence away

To what may be digested in a play.
#

Like or find fault ;
do as your pleasures are . 3°

Now good or bad, ’tis but the chance of war
.

Tro. Call here my varlet
. ; I 11 unarm a

Why should I war without the walls of I ro,

That find such cruel battle here within ?

Each Trojan that is master of his heart,

Let him to field; Troilus, alas ! hath none.

Pan. Will this gear ne er be mended t

Tro. The Greeks are strong and skii

their strength,
. _

Fierce to their skill and to their fierceness va

But I am weaker than a woman s tear,

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance,

Less valiant than the virgin in the night

And skilless as unpractised infancy.

Pan. Well, I have told you enough ol

for my part, I ’ll not meddle nor make non

He that will have a cake out of the whea

needs tarry the grinding.

Tro. Have I not tarried?

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must

the bolting.
.

Tro. Have I not tarried?

Pan. Ay, the bolting, but you must tai

leavening.

Tro. Still have I tarried.

Pan. Ay, to the leavening ;
but here s

the word ‘hereafter’ the kneading, the mai

the cake, the heating of the oven and thet b

nay, you must stay the cooling too, 0 y

chance to burn your lips.
\

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e er

Doth lesser blench at sufferance than 1 do ,

_
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iam’s royal table do I sit ;

/hen fair Cressid comes into my thoughts,

—

raitor! ‘When she comes !’ When is she
;hence? 31
1. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than
saw her look, or any woman else.

I was about to tell thee :—when my heart,
dged with a sigh, would rive in twain,
ledtor or my father should perceive me,
as when the sun doth light a storm,

1 this sigh in wrinkle of a smile :

rrow, that is couch’d in seeming gladness,
that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 40
An her hair were not somewhat darker

ielen’s—well, go to—there were no more
rison between the women : but, formy part,

my kinswoman ; I would not, as they term
se her: but I would somebody had heard
k yesterday, as I did. I will not dispraise

ster Cassandra’s wit, but

—

0 Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus,

—

I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown’d,
not in how many fathoms deep 50
ie indrench’d. I tell thee I am mad
ssid’s love: thou answer’st ‘she is fair;*

: in the open ulcer of my heart
es, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice,
:st in thy discourse, O, that her hand,
se comparison all whites are ink,

l their own reproach, to whose soft seizure
gnet’s down is harsh and spirit of sense
s the palm of ploughman : this thou tell’st

e,

thou tell’st me, when I say I love her ; 60
ying thus, instead of oil and balm,
ly’st in every gash that love hath given me
ife that made it.

1 speak no more than truth.

Thou dost not speak so much.
Faith, I ’ll not meddle in ’t. Let her be

s: if she be fair, ’tis the better for her; an
lot, she has the mends in her own hands.
Good Pandarus, how now, Pandarus

!

I have had my labour for my travail
; ill-

on of her and ill-thought on of you
; gone

t and between, but small thanks for my

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.
I cannot fight upon this argument

;

It is too starved a subjedt for my sword.
But Pandarus,—O gods, how do you plague me

!

I cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar

;

And he’s as tetchy to be woo’d to woo,
As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 100
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne’s love,
What Cressid is, what Pandar, and what we ?

Her bed is India; there she lies, a pearl

:

Between our Ilium and where she resides,
Let it be call’d the wild and wandering flood,
Ourself the merchant, and this sailing Pandar
Our doubtful hope, our convoy and our bark.

Alarttm. Enter ELneas.

ALne. How now, Prince Troilus! wherefore
not afield?

Tro. Because not there: this woman’s an-
swer sorts,

For womanish it is to be from thence. no
What news, ./Eneas, from the field to-day?
ALne. That Paris is returned home and hurt.
Tro. By whom, ./Eneas?
AEne. Troilus, by Menelaus.
Tro. Let Paris bleed : ’tis but a scar to scorn

;

Paris is gored with Menelaus’ horn. [Alarum

.

AEne. Hark, what good sport is out of town
to-day

!

Tro. Better at home, if ‘ would I might’ were
‘may.’

But to the sport abroad : are you bound thither?
ALne. In all swift haste.
Tro. Come, go we then together.

[Exeunt.

What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? what,
?

Because she’s kin to me, therefore she’s
fir as Helen : an she were not kin to me,
Id be as fair on Friday as Helen is on
But what care I? I care not an she

>lack-a-moor
; ’tis all one to me. 80

Say I she is not fair ?

I do not care whether you do or no. She’s
• stay behind her father

; let her to the
and so I’ll tell her the next time I see
my part, I ’ll meddle nor make no more
itter.

Pandarus,

—

Not I.

Sweet Pandarus,

—

Pray you, speak no more to me : I will
as I found it, and there an end. 91

[Exit Pandarus. An alarum.
Peace, you ungracious clamours

! peace,
e sounds

!

both sides ! Helen must needs be fair,

Scene II. The same. A street.

Enter Cressida and Alexander.
Cres. Who were those went by ?

Alex. Queen Hecuba and Helen.
Cres. And whither go they ?

Alex. Up to the eastern tower,
Whose height commands as subject all the vale.
To see the battle. Hedtor, whose patience
Is, as a virtue, fix’d, to-day was moved :

He chid Andromache and struck his armorer.
And, like as there were husbandry in war,
Before the sun rose he was harness’d light,
And to the field goes he

; where every flower
Did, as a prophet, weep what it foresaw 10
In Hedtor’s wrath.

Cres.
'
What was his cause of anger?

Alex. The noise goes, this: there is among
the Greeks

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hedtor

;

They call him Ajax.
Cres. Good ; and what of him ?

A lex. They say he is a very man per se,
And stands alone,

4
Cres. So do all men, unless they are drunk,

sick, or have no legs.

Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many
beasts of their particular additions; he is as
valiant as the lion, churlish as the bear, slow as
the elephant : a man into whom nature hath so
crowded humours that his valour is crashed into
folly, his folly sauced with discretion : there is no
man hath a virtue that he hath not a glimpse of,
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nor any man an attaint but he carries some stain

of it : he is melancholy without cause, and merry

against the hair: he hath the joints of every

thing, but every thing so out ofjoint that he is

a gouty Briareus, many hands and no use, or

purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight. 31

Cres. But how should this man, that makes

me smile, make Hedtor angry %

Alex. They say he yesterday coped Hedtor

in the battle and struck him down, the disdain

and shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector

fasting and waking.
Cres. Who comes here ?

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus.

Enter Pandarus.

Cres. Hedtor’s a gallant man. 4°

Alex. As may be in the world, lady.

Pan

.

What’s that? what’s that?

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus.

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid : what do

you talk of? Good morrow, Alexander. How
do you, cousin? When were you at Ilium?

Cres. This morning, uncle.

Pan. What were you talking of when I came ?

Was Hedtor armed and gone ere ye came to

Ilium? Helen was not up, was she? 50

Cres. Hedtor was gone, but Helen was not up.

Pan. Even so : Hedtor was stirring early.

Cres. That were we talking of, and of his

anger.
Pan. Was he angry?
Cres. So he says here.

Pan. True, he was so: I know the cause

too : he’ll lay about him to-day, I can tell them

that: and there’s Troilus will not come far be-

hind him ;
let them take heed of Troilus, I can

tell them that too. 61

Cres. What, is he angry too ?

Pan. Who, Troilus? Troilus is the better

man of the two.

Cres. O Jupiter ! there’s no comparison.

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hedtor ?

Do you know a man if you see him?

Cres. Ay, if I ever saw him before and knew

him.
.

Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus. 7°

Cres. Then you say as I say ;
for, I am sure,

j

he is not Hedtor. _ .. .

j

Pan. No, nor Hedtor is not Troilus in some

Cres. ’Tis just to each of them ; he is him-

self

1

Pan. Himself! Alas, poor Troilus ! I would

he were.
; Cres. So he is. _ T

Pan. Condition, I had gone barefoot to India.

: Cres. He is not Hedtor.
! Pan. Himself! no, he’s not himself: would

a’ were himself! Well, the gods are above;

time must friend or end: well, Troilus, w^llj ^

would my heart were in her body. No, Hedtor

is not a better man than Troilus.

Cres. Excuse me.
Pan

.

He is elder.

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 89

Pan. Th’ other’s not come to’t; you shall tell

me another tale, when th’ other’s come to t.

Hedtor shall not have his wit this year.

Cres. He shall not need it, ifhe have his

Pan. Nor his qualities.

Cres. No matter.

Pan. Nor his beauty.

Cres. ’Twould not become him; his c

better. #

Pan. You have no judgement, niece : I

herself swore th’ other day, that Troilus,

brown favour—for so ’tis, I must confess,-

brown neither,—
Cres. No, but brown.
Pan. ’Faith, to say truth, brown anc

brown.
Cres. To say the truth, true and not tru<

Pan. She praised his complexion above 1

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough.

Pan

.

So he has.

Cres. Then Troilus should have too muc

she praised him above, his complexion is h

than his ; he having colour enough, and the

higher, is too flaming a praise for a good

plexion. I had as lief Helen’s golden tongu

commended Troilus for a copper nose. £
Pan. I swear to you, I think Helen love

better than Paris.
. ,

Cres. Then she’s a merry Greek indeed

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She

to him th’ other day into the compassed wn

—and, you know, he has not past three 01

hairs on his chin,—
• .

Cres. Indeed, a tapster’s arithmetic may

bring his particulars therein to a total.

Pan. Why, he is very young : and ye

he, within three pound, lift as much as hi:

ther Hedtor.
Cres. Is he so young a man and so

lifter? .

Pan. But to prove to you that Helen

him : she came and puts me her white ha

his cloven chin—
.

Cres. Juno have mercy ! how came it cl

Pan. Why, you know, ’tis dimpled: I

his smiling becomes him better than any n

all Phrygia.
Cres. O, he smiles valiantly.

Pan

.

Does he not?

Cres. O yes, an ’twere a cloud in autum

Pan. Why, go to, then : but to prove 1

that Helen loves Troilus,—
Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, it

prove it so.

Pan. Troilus ! why, he esteems her nc

than I esteem an addle egg.

Cres. If you love an addle egg as well £

love an idle head, you would eat chickens

shell. , ...

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to thin

she tickled his.chin: indeed, she has a marv

white hand, I must needs confess,—
Cres. Without the rack.

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a

hair on his chin. .

Cres. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is 1

Pan. But there was such laughing !

Hecuba laughed that her eyes ran o’er.

Cres. W ith mill-stones.

Pan. And Cassandra laughed.

Cres. But there was more temperate nre

the pot of her eyes : did her eyes run 0 er to
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jesting; there’s laying on, take’t off who will, as
they say : there be hacks

!

Cres. Be those with swords?
Pan. Swords ! any thing, he cares not ; an the

devil come to him, it’s all one: by God’s lid, it
does one’s heart good. Yonder comes Paris,
yonder comes Paris. 23Q

Paris passes.

Look ye yonder, niece; is ’t not a gallant man
too, is t not? Why, this is brave now. Who said
he came hurt home to-day? he’s not hurt: why,
this will do Helen’s heart good now, ha ! Would
I could see Troilus now! You shall see Troilus
anon.

n. And Hedlor laughed.

•s. At what was all this laughing?
n. Marry, at the white hair that Helen
on Troilus’ chin.

s. An’t had been a green hair, I should
laughed too.

n. They laughed not so much at the hair
ns pretty answer.
s. What was his answer? 170
t. Quoth she, ‘ Here ’s but two and fifty

on your chin, and one of them is white.’
s. This is her question.

1. That’s true
; make no question of that,

and fifty hairs,’ quoth he, ‘ and one white :

diite hair is my father, and all the rest are
is.’ ‘ Jupiter ! ’ quoth she, ‘ which of these
is Paris my husband?’ ‘ The forked one,’
he, ‘ pluck’t out, and give it him.’ But
was such laughing ! and Helen so blushed,
aris so chafed, and all the rest so laughed,
passed.

r. So let it now ; for it has been a great
going by.
.. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yester-
:hink on’t.

!

r. So I do.

. I ’ll be sworn ’tis true ; he will weep you,
ere a man born in April. x89
r. And I’ll spring up in his tears, an ’twere
e against May. \_A retreat sounded.
. Hark! they are coming from the field:
ve stand up here, and see them as they
'ward Ilium? good niece, do, sweet niece
da.

'• At your pleasure.
. Here, here, here’s an excellent place

;

e may see most bravely : I ’ll tell you them
their names as they pass by ; but mark

; above the rest. 200
. Speak not so loud.

iENEAS passes.

That’s iEneas : is not that a brave man?
ie of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you :

rk Troilus
;
you shall see anon.

Helenus passes.

Cres. Who’s that?
Pan. That’s Helenus. I marvel where Troilus

is. That’s Helenus. I think he went not forth
to-day. That’s Helenus. 2 . 0

Cres. Can Helenus fight, uncle?
Pan. Helenus? no. Yes, he’ll fight indifferent

well. I marvel where Troilus is. Hark ! do you
not hear the people cry ‘ Troilus’? Helenus is a
priest.

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder ?

Troilus passes.

Pan. Where ? yonder? that’s Deiphobus. ’Tis
Troilus! there’s a man, niece! Hem! Brave
Troilus ! the prince of chivalry !

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace ! 250
Pan. Mark him ; note him. O brave Troilus !

Look well upon him, niece: look you how his
sword is bloodied, and his helm more hacked than
Hedlor’s, and how he looks, and how he goes!
0 admirable youth! he ne’er saw three and
twenty. Go thy way, Troilus, go thy way ! Had
1 a sister were a grace, or a daughter a goddess,
he should take his choice. O admirable man !

Paris? Paris is dirt to him
; and, I warrant, Helen,

to change, would give an eye to boot. 260
Cres. Here come more.

Antenor passes.

Who’s that?
That’s Antenor: he has a shrewd wit,

:11 you
; and he ’s a man good enough : he ’s

the soundest judgements in Troy, whoso-
id a proper man of person. When comes
? I’ll show you Troilus anon: if he see
1 shall see him nod at me.
Will he give you the nod?
You shall see.

If he do, the rich shall have more.

Hector passes.

That’s Hedlor, that, that, look you,
ere ’s a fellow ! Go thy way, Hedtor

!

a brave man, niece. O brave Hedtor

!

>whe looks! there’s a countenance ! is’t
ave man?
O, a brave man! 220

|

Is a’ not? it does a man’s heart good.
.'U what hacks are on his helmet! look you
Ido you see? look you there: there’s no

Forces pass.

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff
and bran

1 porridge after meat ! I could live and
die i’ the eyes of Troilus. Ne’er look, ne’er look :

the eagles are gone : crows and daws, crows and
daws ! I had rather be such a man as Troilus
than Agamemnon and all Greece.

Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles,
a better man than Troilus. 269Pan. Achilles ! a drayman, a porter, a very
camel.

Cres. Well, well.
Pan. ‘ Well, well !’ Why, have you any dis-

cretion? have you any eyes? do you know what
a man is? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, dis-
course, manhood, learning, gentleness, virtue
youth, liberality, and such like, the spice and salt
that season a man ?

Cres. Ay, a minced man: and then to be
baked with no date in the pie, for then the man’s
date’s out. 2g r
Pan. You are such a woman ! one knows not

at what ward you lie.

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly;

40



upon my wit, to defend my wiles; upon my

|

secrecy, to defend mine honesty; my mask, to

defend my beauty \
and you, to defend all these .

and at all these wards I lio, at a thousand

! watches.

j

Pan. Say one of your watches. 290

i
Cres. Nay, I’ll watch you for that; and that s

one of the chiefest of them too : if I cannot ward

what I would not have hit, I can watch you for

i telling how I took the blow ;
unless it swell past

|

hiding, and then it’s past watching.

Pa?i. You are such another !

Pan.
Cres.
Pan.
Cres.

Enter Troilus’s Boy.

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with

you.
Pan. Where?

,
,?99

Boy. At your own house ;
there he unarms him.

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come. [Exit Boy. ]

I doubt he be hurt. Fare ye well, good niece.

Cres. Adieu, uncle.

I ’ll be with you, niece, by and by.

To bring, uncle?

Ay, a token from Troilus.

By the same token, you are a bawd.
[Exit Pandarus.

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love’s full sacrifice,

He offers in another’s enterprise

:

But more in Troilus thousand fold I see 3 10

Than in the glass of Bandar’s praise may be

;

Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing

:

Things won are done ;
joy’s soul lies in the doing.

That she beloved knows nought that knows not

this:
#

. .

Men prize the thing ungain’d more than it is

:

That she was never yet that ever knew
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue.

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach

:

Achievement is command; ungain’d, beseech:

Then though my heart’s content firm love doth

bear, 32°

Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear.
{Exeunt.

Scene III. The Grecian camp. Before

Agamemnon!s tent.

Sennet. EnterAgamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses,

I Menelaus, and others.

\ Agam. Princes,

What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks?

i The ample proposition that hope makes

In all designs begun on earth below

Fails in the promised largeness : checks and dis-

asters

Grow in the veins of aCtions highest rear d,

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap,

InfeCt the sound pine and divert his grain

Tortive and errant from his course of growth.

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us 10

That we come short of our suppose so far

That after seven years’ siege yetTroy walls stand

;

Sith every action that hath gone before,

Whereof we have record, trial did draw

Bias and thwart, not answering the aim,

And that unbodied figure of the thought

That gave’t surmised shape. Why then, you

princes,

Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works,

And call them shames? which are indeed n

else

But the protra<5live trials of great Jove

To find persistive constancy in men

:

The fineness of which metal is not found

In fortune’s love ; for then the bold and coi

The wise and fool, the artist and unread,

The hard and soft, seem all affined and kin

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown,

Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan,

Puffing at all, winnows the light away

;

And what hath mass or matter, by itself

Lies rich in virtue and unmingled.

Nest. With due observance of thy godlik

Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply

Thy latest words. In the reproof of chanc

Lies the true proofof men : the sea being sr

How many shallow bauble boats dare sail

Upon her patient breast, making their way

With those of nobler bulk

!

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage

The gentle Thetis, and anon behold

The strong-ribb’d bark through liquid mou

cut,

Bounding between the two moist elements.

Like Perseus’ horse : where’s then the sauc

Whose weak untimber’d sides but even —
Co-rivall’d greatness? Either to harbour i

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so
.

Doth valour’s show and valour’s worth div

In storms of fortune ; for in her ray and

ness
, , ,

The herd hath more annoyance by the bre

Than by the tiger ;
but when the splitting

Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks,

And flies fled under shade, why, then the

of courage
As roused with rage with rage doth sympa

And with an accent tuned in selfsame key

Retorts to chiding fortune.

Ulyss. Agamemnon,
Thou great commander, nerve and bone ofC

Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit

In whom the tempers and the minds of all

Should be shut up, hear what Ulysses spe

Besides the applause and approbation
.

The which, [To Agamemnon] most mig

thy place and sway,

[To Nestor] And thou most reverend 1

stretch’d-out life

I give to both your speeches, which were

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece

Should hold up high in brass, and such a*

As venerable Nestor, hatch’d in silver,

Should with a bond of air, strong as the a

On which heaven rides, knit all the.Greek

To his experienced tongue, yet let it plea

Thou great, and wise, to hear Ulysses sp

Agam. Speak, Prince of Ithaca; and

That matter needless, of importless burde

Divide thy lips, than we are confident,

When rank Thersites opes his mastic jaw

We shall hear music, wit and oracle.

Ulyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had bee

And the great HeCtor’s swordhad lack’d a

But for these instances.

The specialty of rule hath been neglected

And, look, how many Grecian tents do si
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dw upon this plain, so many hollow factions,

n that the general is not like the hive 81

horn the foragers shall all repair,

t honey is expedled? Degree being viz-

arded,
unworthiest shows as fairly in the mask,
heavens themselves, the planets and this

centre

rve degree, priority and place,

:ure, course, proportion, season, form,
; and custom, in all line of order;
:herefore is the glorious planet Sol
ble eminence enthroned and sphered 90
st the other

; whose medicinable eye
els the ill aspedls of planets evil,

x>sts, like the commandment of a king,
check to good and bad: but when the
planets

il mixture to disorder wander,
plagues and what portents ! what mutiny !

raging of the sea ! shaking of earth !

lotion in the winds ! frights, changes, hor-
rors,

t and crack, rend and deracinate
nity and married calm of states 100
from their fixure! O, when degree is

ihaked,

1 is the ladder to all high designs,
enterprise is sick ! How could communities,
es in schools and brotherhoods in cities,

ful commerce from dividable shores,
rimogenitive and due of birth,

native of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels,

l degree, stand in authentic place ?

Dut degree away, untune that string,

hark, what discord follows! each thing
leets no
-e oppugnancy : the bounded waters
l lift their bosoms higher than the shores
take a sop of all this solid globe

:

th should be lord of imbecility,
ie rude son should strike his father dead

:

should be right ; or rather, right and wrong,
-n whose endless jar justice resides,
I lose their names, and so should justice too.
:very thing includes itself in power,
into will, will into appetite; 120
rpetite, an universal wolf,
bly seconded with will and power,
fiake perforce an universal prey,
st eat up himself. Great Agamemnon,
laos, when degree is suffocate,
s the choking,
is negledlion of degree it is

y a pace goes backward, with a purpose
to climb. The general’s disdain’d

i one step below, he by the next, 130
ext by him beneath

; so every step,
led by the first pace that is sick
superior, grows to an envious fever
: and bloodless emulation

:

s this fever that keeps Troy on foot,
r own sinevrs. To end a tale of length,
1 our weakness stands, not in her strength.

Most wisely hath Ulysses here dis-
-ver’d

ier whereof all our power is sick.
The nature of the sickness found,

Iysses, i^o

What is the remedy?
Ulyss. The great Achilles, whom opinion

crowns
The sinew and the forehand of our host.
Having his ear full of his airy fame,
Grows dainty of his worth and in his tent
Lies mocking our designs : with him Patroclus
Upon a lazy bed the livelong day
Breaks scurril jests.

And with ridiculous and awkward adlion,
Which, slanderer, he imitation calls, 150
He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon,
Thy topless deputation he puts on,
And, like a strutting player, whose conceit
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound
’Twixt his stretch’d footing and the scaffoldage,—
Such to-be-pitied and o’er-wrested seeming
He adls thy greatness in ; and when he speaks,
’Tis like a chime a-mending; with terms un-

squared,
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon

dropp’d, 160
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff
The large Achilles, on his press’d bed lolling,
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause

;

Cries ‘Excellent! ’tis Agamemnon just.
Now play me Nestor

; hem, and stroke thy beard.
As he being drest to some oration.’
That’s done, as near as the extremest ends
Of parallels, as like as Vulcan and his wife;
Yet god Achilles still cries ‘Excellent

!

’Tis Nestor right. Now play him me, Patroclus,
Arming to answer in a night alarm.’ 171
And then, forsooth, the faint defedls of age
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough and spit,
And, with a palsy-fumbling on his gorget,
Shake in and out the rivet: and at this sport
Sir Valour dies; cries ‘O, enough, Patroclus;
Or give me ribs of steel ! I shall split all

In pleasure of my spleen.’ And in this fashion,
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes,
Severals and generals of grace exadt, 180
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions,
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce.
Success or loss, what is or is not, serves
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes.

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain— jWho, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns
jWith an imperial voice—many are infedl.

Ajax is grown self-will’d, and bears his head
I n such a rein, in full as proud a place
As broad Achilles; keeps his tent like him ; 190
Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war,
Bold as an oracle, and sets Thersites,
A slave whose gall coins slanders like a mint.
To match us in comparisons with dirt,

To weaken and discredit our exposure,
How rank soever rounded in with danger.

Ulyss. They tax our policy, and call it cow-
ardice,

Count wisdom as no member of the war,
Forestall prescience and esteem no adl
But that of hand : the still and mental parts, 200
That do contrive how many hands shall strike,
When fitness calls them on, and know by measure
Of their observant toil the enemies’ weight,

—

Why, this hath not a finger’s dignity

:

They call this bed-work, mappery, closet-war

;
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So that the ram that batters down the wall.

For the ereat swing and rudeness ot his poise,

They place before his hand that made the engine.

Or those .that with the fineness of their souls

Bv reason guide his execution. 210

Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles horse

Makes many Thetis’ sons. [A tucket.

Agam. What trumpet? look, Menelaus.

Men. From Troy.

Enter .Eneas.

Azam. What would you ’fore our tent?

AEne. Is this great Agamemnon s tent, 1 pray

you?
Azam. Even this.

,

AEne. May one, that is a herald and a prince,

Do a fair message to his kingly ears?
.. ,

Azam. With surety stronger than Achilles
* 220

’Fore^Uthe Greekish heads, which with one voice

Call Agamemnon head and general.

AEne. Fair leave and large security. How may
A stranger to those most imperial looks

Know them from eyes of other mortals

.

Agam.
' How!

Mne. Ay

;

I ask, that I might waken reverence.

And bid the cheek be ready with a blush

Modest as morning when she coldly eyes

The youthful Phoebus :
23c

Which is that god in office, guiding men

.

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon?

Agam. This Trojan scorns us ; or the men ol

Troy
Are ceremonious courtiers.

. ,

,

AEne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm d,

As bending angels ;
that’s their fame in peace .

But when they would seem soldiers, they have

Good
1

arms, strong joints, true swords ;
and, Jove’s

accord,

Nothing so full of heart. But peace, .Eneas,

Peace, Trojan ;
lay thy finger on thy lips ! 240

The worthiness of praise distains his worth.

If that the praised himself bring the praise forth

.

But what the repining enemy commends.

That breath fame blows ;
that praise, sole pure,

transcends. ,, ir

Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself

.Eneas?
AEne. Ay, Greek, that is my name.

Again. What’s your affair, I pray you?

AEne. Sir, pardon ;
’tis for Agamemnon s ears.

Agam. He hears nought privately that comes

AEne. Nor^I from Troy come not to whisper

him: 250

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear,

To set his sense on the attentive bent,

And then to speak. . ,

Agam. Speak frankly as the wind

;

It is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour

:

That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake,

He tells thee so himself.

AEne. Trumpet, blow loud,

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents

;

And every Greek of mettle, let him know,

What Troy means fairly shall
^m%tounds.

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy

A prince call’d Heaor,—Priam is his father

Who in this dull and long-continued truce

Is rusty grown: he bade me take a trumpet

And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, 1 (

If there be one among the fair st of Greece

That holds his honour higher than his ease,

That seeks his praise more than he fear:

That knows his valour, and knows not his fe

That loves his mistress more than in confess

With truant vows to her own lips he loves,

And dare avow her beauty and her worth

In other arms than hers,—to him this challe

Hedior, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,

Shall make it good, or do his best to do it,

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer,

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms,

And will to-morrow with his trumpet call

Midway between your tents and walls ot 1:

To rouse a Grecian that is true in love

:

If any come, Hedor shall honour him

;

If none, he’ll say in Troy when he retires,

The Grecian dames are sunburnt and not w

The splinter of a lance. Even so much. I

Agam. This shall be told our lovers,

.Eneas
; , . , . . ,

If none of them have soul in such a kind,

We left them all at home : but we are soldi.

And may that soldier a mere recreant prov«

That means not, hath not, or is not in love

If then one is, or hath, or means to be.

That one meets Heaor ;
if none else, I am

Nht. Tell him of Nestor, one that was

When Heaor s grandsire suck’d : he is old

But if there be not in our Grecian host

One noble man that hath one spark of hre,

To answer for his love, tell him from me

I’ll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver

And in my vantbrace put this wither d brai

And meeting him will tell him that my lad;

Was fairer than his grandam and as chaste

As may be in the world : his youth in flood

I ’ll prove this truth with my three drops ol

AEne. Now heavens forbid such scan

youth

!

Ulyss. Amen.
Agam. Fair Lord .Eneas, let me touc;

hand ; .

To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir.

Achilles shall have word of this intent

,

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to 1

Yourself shall feast with us before you go

And find the welcome of a nob*e foe
-

,

[.Exeunt all but Ulysses and 1

Ulyss. Nestor!

Nest. What says Ulysses?
# .

Ulyss. I have a young conception m my

Be you my time to bring it to some shape.

Nest. What is’t?

Ulyss. This ’tis:
, , ,

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded

That hath to this maturity blown up

In rank Achilles must or now be cropp d.

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil

To overbulk us all.

Nest. Well, and how?

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant

sends,
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;ver it is spread in general name,
es in purpose only to Achilles.

:t. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub-
stance,

e grossness little charafters sum up

:

in the publication, make no strain,

lat Achilles, were his brain as barren
nks of Libya,—though, Apollo knows,
ry enough,—will, with great speed ofjudge-
nent,

ith celerity, find Heftor’s purpose
ng on him.

ss. And wake him to the answer, think
rou?
t. Yes, ’tis most meet: whom may you
Ise oppose,

:an from Hedtor bring his honour off,

Achilles? Though ’t be a sportful combat,
the trial much opinion dwells ;

:re the Trojans taste our dear’st repute
heir finest palate : and trust to me, Ulysses,
lputation shall be oddly poised
, wild aftion

; for the success, 340
gh particular, shall give a scantling
d or bad unto the general

;

such indexes, although small pricks
ir subsequent volumes, there is seen
iby figure of the giant mass
lgs to come at large. It is supposed
it meets Heftor issues from our choice

;

loice, being mutual aft of all our souls,
merit her eleftion, and doth boil,

ire from forth us all, a man distill’d 350
our virtues ; who miscarrying,
leart receives from hence the conquering
irt,

:1 a strong opinion to themselves?
entertain’d, limbs are his instruments,
;ss working than are swords and bows
ve by the limbs.

s. Give pardon to my speech

:

ire ’tis meet Achilles meet not Heftor.
like merchants, show our foulest wares,
ink, perchance, they’ll sell; if not, 360
;tre of the better yet to show,
low the better. Do not consent
'er Heftor and Achilles meet

;

h our honour and our shame in this
;g’d with two strange followers.

I see them not with my old eyes : what
e they?
’• W hat glory our Achilles shares from
edtor,

e not proud, we all should share with

Yet go we under our opinion still

That we have better men. But, hit or mis?,
Our proj eft’s life this Shape of sense assumes

:

Ajax employ’d plucks down Achilles’ plumes.
Nest. Ulysses,

Now I begin to relish thy advice

;

And I will give a taste of it forthwith
To Agamemnon

:
go we to him straight. 390

Two curs shall tame each other: pride alone
Must tarre the mastiffs on, as ’twere their bone.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I.

Aj<ix.

Tker.

A part of the Grecian camp.

Enter Ajax and Thersites.

Thersites

!

Agamemnon, how if he had boils? full.
all over, generally?
Ajax. Thersites

!

Ther. And those boils did run ? say so : did
not the general run then? were not that a botchy
core?
Ajax. Dog

!

Ther. Then would come some matter from
him ; I see none now. 10
Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf’s son, canst thou not

hear? [Beating him~\ Feel, then.
Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou

mongrel beef-witted lord

!

Ajax. Speak then, thou vinewedst leaven,
speak : I will beat thee into handsomeness.

Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and
holiness : but, I think, thy horse will sooner con
an oration than thou learn a prayer without book.
Thou canst strike, canst thou ? a red murrain o’
thy jade’s tricks ! 21
Ajax. Toadstool, learn me the proclamation.
Ther. Dost thou think I have no sense, thou

strikest me thus?

already is too insolent

;

were better parch in Afric sun 370
the pride and salt scorn of his eyes,
he ’scape Heftor fair : if he were foil’d,

en, we did our main opinion crush
of our best man. No, make a lottery

;

r device, let blockish Ajax draw
t to fight with Heftor ; among ourselves
n allowance for the better man ;

t will physic the great Myrmidon
fils in loud applause, and make him fall
;t that prouder than blue Iris bends. 380
all brainless Ajax come safe off,

ess him up in voices : if he fail,

Ajax.
Ther.
Ajax.

itch.

Ther.

The proclamation

!

Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think.
Do not, porpentine, do not : my fingers

I would thou didst itch from head to
foot and I had the scratching of thee

; I would
make thee the loathsomest scab in Greece. When
thou art forth in the incursions, thou strikest as
slow as another.
Ajax. I say, the proclamation !

Ther. Thou grumblest and railest every hour
on Achilles, and thou art as full of envy at

.
his

greatness as Cerberus is at Proserpina’s beauty,
ay, that thou barkest at him.
Ajax. Mistress Thersites

!

Ther. Thou shouldst strike him. 40Ajax. Cobloaf

!

Ther. He would pun thee into shivers with
his fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit.
Ajax. [Beating him] You whoreson cur !

Ther. Do, do.

Ajax. Thou stool for a witch

!

Ther. Ay, do, do; thou sodden-witted lord!
thou hast no more brain than I have in mine
elbows

; an assinego may tutor thee : thou scurvy^
valiant ass! thou art here but to thrash Trojans;
and thou art bought and sold among those of any
wit, like a barbarian slave. If thou use to beat



me, I will begin at thy heel, and tell what thou

art by inches, thou thing of no bowels, thou

.

Ajax. You dog!

Ther

.

You scurvy lord

!

Aiax. [.Beating him] You cur !

Ther. Mars his idiot ! do, rudeness ; do, camel

,

do, do.
$9

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achil. Why, how now, Ajax! wherefore do

you thus? How now, Thersites! what s the

matter, man?
. , 0

Ther. You see him there, do you :

Achil. Ay ;
what’s the matter?

Ther. Nay, look upon him.

Achil. So I do: what’s the matter?

Ther. Nay, but regard him well.

Achil. ‘ Well !’ why, I do so.

Ther. But yet you look not well upon mm

,

for, whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 70

Achil. I know that, fool.
.

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himseli.

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee.

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he

utters! his evasions have ears thus long. I have

j

bobbed his brain more than he has beat my bones

:

1

I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia

mater is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow.

This lord, Achilles, Ajax, who wears his wit in

his belly and his guts in his head, I 11 tell you

what I say of him.

Achil. What?
Ther. I say, this Ajax—

*

[Ajax offers to beat him.

Achil. Nay, good Ajax.
#

Ther. Has not so much wit

—

Achil. Nay, I must hold you.

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen s needle,

for whom he comes to fight.

Achil. Peace, fool
! . ,

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but

the fooi will not: he there: that he: look you

A jax. O thou damned cur ! I shall—

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool s T

Ther. No, I warrant you; for a fools will

shame it.

Pair. Good words, Thersites.

Achil. What’s the quarrel?

Ajax I bade the vile owl go learn me the

tenour of the proclamation, and he rails upon me.

Ther. I serve thee not. 101

Ajax. Well, go to, go to.

Ther. I serve here voluntary.

Achil Your last service was sufferance, twas

not voluntary : no man is beaten voluntary : Ajax

was here the voluntary, and you as under an

Ther. Yes, good sooth: to, Achilles

Ajax! to!

Ajax. I shall cut out your tongue.

Ther. ’Tis no matter; I shall speak as

as thou afterwards.

Patr No more words, Thersites ;
peac<

Ther. I will hold my peace when Ac

brach bids me, shall I ?

Achil. There’s for you, Patroclus.

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clot

ere I come any more to your tents : I will

where there is wit stirring and leave the f

of fools.

Patr. A good riddance.
#

Achil. Marry, this, sir, is proclaim d th

all our host

:

That Hedtor, by the fifth hour of the sun.

Will with a trumpet ’twixt our tents and Ir

To-morrow morning call some knight to ari

That hath a stomach ;
and such a one that

Maintain—I know not what : tis trash. * ar

Aja r. Farewell. Who shall answer hn

Achil. I know not : ’tis put to lottery •

wise
Pie knew his man.
Ajax. O, meaning you. I will go learn

of it. \-
E'

Scene II. Troy. A room in Priam's pa

1VCl

Ther. E’en so ;
a great deal of your wit, too,

lies in your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector

shall hive a great catch, if he knock out either

of your brains : a were as good crack a fusty nut

ydth no kernel.

Achil. What, with me too, Thersites?

Ther There’s Ulysses and old Nestor, whose

wit was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails, on

their toes, yoke you like draught-oxen and make

you plough up the wars.

Achil. What, what?

Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris,

Helenus.

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches

Thus once again says Nestor from the Gret

‘Deliver Helen, and all damage else—

As honour, loss of time, travail, expense.

Wounds, friends, and what else dear that

sumed
In hot digestion of this cormorant war—
Shall be struck off.’ Hettor, what say yo

He6l. Though no man lesser fears the t

than I

As far as toucheth my particular,

Yet, dread Priam,

There is no lady of more softer bowels,

More spongy to suck in the sense of fear.

More ready to cry out ‘ Who knows what fol

Than Hedtor is : the wound of peace is sui

Surety secure ;
but modest doubt is call d

The beacon of the wise, the tent that searc

To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen g(

Since the first sword was drawn about this qu

Every tithe soul, ’mongst many thousand 0

Hath been as dear as Helen ;
I mean, of ou

If we have lost so many tenths of ours,

To guard a thing not ours nor worth to us,

Had it our name, the value of one ten,

What merit’s in that reason which denies

The yielding of her up?

7^ Fie, fie, my brothe

Weigh you the worth and honour of a king

So great as our dread father in a scale

Of common ounces? will you with counter

The past proportion of his infinite

.

And buckle in a waist most fathomless

With spans and inches so diminutive

As fears and reasons? fie, for godly shame

Hel. No marvel, though you bite so si

reasons,
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re so empty of them. Should not our father

:he great sway of his affairs with reasons,

ise your speech hath none that tells him so?
1. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother
jriest

;

jr your gloves with reason. Here are your
easons

:

now an enemy intends you harm

;

now a sword employ’d is perilous, 40
eason flies the objedt of all harm

:

narvels then, when Helenus beholds
cian and his sword, if he do set

ery wings of reason to his heels

y like chidden Mercury from Jove,
e a star disorb’d ? Nay, ifwe talk of reason,
shut our gates and sleep: manhood and
lonour

1 have hare-hearts, would they but fat their
houghts
his cramm’d reason : reason and respedt
livers pale and lustihood dejedt. 50
l. Brother, she is not worth what she doth
ost

flding.

What is aught, but as ’tis valued?
?. But value dwells not in particular will

;

!s his estimate and dignity
I wherein ’tis precious of itself

he prizer : ’tis mad idolatry
ke the service greater than the god

;

ie will dotes that is attributive
at infedtiously itself affedts,

it some image of the affedted merit. 60
I take to-day a wife, and my eledtion

Dn in the condudt of my will

;

II enkindled by mine eyes and ears,
aded pilots ’twixt the dangerous shores
and judgement: how may I avoid,
gh my will distaste what it eledted,
fe I chose? there can be no evasion
ich from this and to stand firm by honour

:

n not back the silks upon the merchant,
we have soil’d them, nor the remainder
ands 70
not throw in unrespedlive sieve,
e we now are full. It was thought meet
lould do some vengeance on the Greeks

:

reath of full consent bellied his sails

;

is and winds, old wranglers, took a truce
i him service : he touch’d the ports desired,
• an old aunt whom the Greeks held captive,
'Ught a Grecian queen, whose youth and
eshness

es Apollo’s, and makes stale the morning,
iep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt

:

vorth keeping? why, she is a pearl, 81
price hath launch’d above a thousand ships,
rn’d crown’d kings to merchants.
11 avouch ’twas wisdom Paris went

—

must needs, for you all cried ‘Go, go,’—
11 confess he brought home noble prize

—

must needs, for you all clapp’d your hands,
ed ‘ Inestimable !’—why do you now
ue of your proper wisdoms rate,
a deed that fortune never did, go
the estimation which you prized
than sea and land? O, theft most base,
e have stol’n what we do fear to keep

!

eves, unworthy of a thing so stol’n,

That in their country did them that disgrace,
We fear to warrant in our native place 1

Cas. [ Within] Cry, Trojans, cry!
Pri. What noise ? what shriek is this ?

Tro. ’Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice.'

Cas. [ Within] Cry, Trojans 1

Heft. It is Cassandra. 100

Enter Cassandra, raving.

Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand
eyes,

And I will fill them with prophetic tears.

Heft. Peace, sister, peace

!

Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled
eld,

Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry.
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes
A moiety of that mass of moan to come.
Cry, Trojans, cry! practise your eyes with tears !

Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand

;

Our firebrand brother, Paris, burns us all. no
Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen and a woe:
Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen go. [.Exit .

Heft. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these
high strains

Of divination in our sister work
Some touches of remorse- ? or is your blood
So madly hot that no discourse of reason,
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause,
Can qualify the same?
Tro. Why, brother Hedtor,

We may not think the justness of each adt
Such and no other than event doth form it, 120
Nor once dejedl the courage of our minds,
Because Cassandra’s mad : her brain-sick raptures
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel
Which hath our several honours all engaged
To make it gracious. For my private part,
I am no more touch’d than all Priam’s sons:
And Jove forbid there should be done amongst us
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen
To fight for and maintain !

Par. Else might the world convince of levity
As well my undertakings as your counsels : 131
But I attest the gods, your full consent
Gave wings to my propension and cut off
All fears attending on so dire a projedt.
For what, alas, can these my single arms?
What propugnation is in one man’s valoui,
To stand the push and enmity of those
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest.
Were I alone to pass the difficulties

And had as ample power as I have will, 140
Paris should ne’er retradt what he hath done,
Nor faint in the pursuit.
Pri. Paris, you speak

Like one besotted on your sweet delights

:

You have the honey still, but these the gall

;

So to be valiant is no praise at all.

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it;
But I would have the soil of her fair rape
Wiped off, in honourable keeping her.
What treason were it to the ransack’d queen, 150
Disgrace to your great worths and shame to me,
Now to deliver her possession up
On terms of base compulsion ! Can it be
That so degenerate a strain as this
Should once set footing in your generous bosoms?
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There’s not the meanest spirit on our party

Without a heart to dare or sword to draw

When Helen is defended, nor none so noble

Whose life were ill bestow’d or death unfamed

Where Helen is the subje& ;
then, I say, 160

Well may we fight for her whom, we know well,

The world’s large spaces cannot parallel.

He5l. Paris and Troilus, you have both said

well,
. . ,

And on the cause and question now in hand

Have glozed, but superficially: not much
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought

Unfit to hear moral philosophy

:

The reasons you allege do more conduce

To the hot passion of distemper’d blood

Than to make up a free determination 170

’Twixt right and wrong, for pleasure and revenge

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice

Of any true decision. Nature craves

All dues be render’d to their owners : now,

What nearer debt in all humanity

1'han wife is to the husband? If this law

Of nature be corrupted through affedtion,

And that great minds, of partial indulgence

To their benumbed wills, resist the same,

There is a law in each well-order’d nation 1S0

To curb those raging appetites that are

Most disobedient and refractory.

I f Helen then be wife to Sparta’s king,

As it is known she is, these moral laws

Of nature and of nations speak aloud

To have her back return’d : thus to persist

In doing wrong extenuates not wrong,

But makes it much more heavy. Hector’s opinion

Is this in way of truth
;
yet ne’ertheless,

My spritely brethren, I propend to you 190

In resolution to keep Helen still,

For ’tis a cause that hath no mean dependance

Upon our joint and several dignities.

Tro. Why, there you touch’d the life of our

design

:

Were it not glory that we more affected

Than the performance of our heaving spleens,

1 would not wish a drop of Trojan blood

|

Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector,

|

She is a theme of honour and renown,
I A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 200

I Whose present courage may beat down our foes,

I
And fame in time to come canonize us ;

!
For, I presume, brave Heitor would not lose

I So rich advantage of a promised glory
>

|

As smiles upon the forehead of this action

I For the wide world’s revenue.

|

Heft. I am yours,

|

You valiant offspring of great Priamus.

I have a roisting challenge sent amongst

I The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks

Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits : 210

I was advertised their great general slept,

Whilst emulation in the army crept

:

This, I presume, will wake him. [Exeunt.

O, worthy satisfaction ! would it were other

that 1 could beat him, whilst he railed at

’Sfoot, I’ll learn to conjure and raise devils

I’ll see some issue of my spiteful execra-

Then there’s Achilles, a rare enginer! If

be not taken till these two undermine it

walls will stand till they fall of themselve:

thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, f

that thou art Jove, the king of gods,

Mercury, lose all the serpentine craft 0;

caduceus, if ye take not that little littleness

little wit from them that they have ! which :

armed ignorance itself knows is so abui

scarce, it will not in circumvention deliver

from a spider, without drawingtheir massy

and cutting the web. After this, the veng

on the whole camp! or rather, the bone-;

for that, methinks, is the curse dependai

those that war for a placket. I have sai

prayers and devil Envy say Amen. Wha
my Lord Achilles

!

Enter Patroclus.

Patr. Who’s there? Thersites! Good
sites, come in and rail.

Then. If I could have remembered .

counterfeit, tfiou wouldst not have slipped

my contemplation : but it is no matter
;

t

upon thyself! The common curse of mar

folly and ignorance, be thine in great rev

heaven bless thee from a tutor, and disc

come not near thee ! Let thy blood be thy

tion till thy death ! then if she that lays th

says thou art a fair corse, I’ll be swor:

sworn upon ’t she never shrouded any but 1

Amen. Where’s Achilles?

Patr. What, art thou devout? wast u
prayer?

Ther. Ay : the heavens hear me !

Scene III. The Grecian camp, Before

A chilles tent,

Enter Thersites, solus.

Ther. How now, Thersites ! what, lost in the

labyrinth of thy fury! Shall the elephant Ajax-

carry it thus? he beats me, and I rail at him :

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Who’s there?

Patr. Thersites, my lord.

A chil. Whe're
,
where ? Art thou come

my cheese, my digestion, why hast the

served thyself in to my table so many
Come, what’s Agamemnon?

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles. ln<

me, Patroclus, what’s Achilles?

Patr. Thy lord, Thersites: then tell

pray thee, what’s thyself?

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus : then tc

Patroclus, what art thou?

Patr. Thou mayst tell that knowest.

Achil. O, tell, tell.

Ther. I ’ll decline the whole question,

memnon commands Achilles; Achilles

lord; I am Patroclus’ knower, and Pa-

is a fool.

Patr. You rascal

!

Ther. Peace, fool ! I have not done.

Achil. He is a privileged man. Pr

Thersites.
. ,

.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool; AcnilK

fool ;
Thersites is a fool, and, as aforesai

troclus is a fool.

Achil. Derive this; come.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer t

mand Achilles; Achilles is a fool to bej
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d of Agamemnon; Thersites is a fool to

iuch a fool, and Patroclus is a fool positive,

r. Why am I a fool? 71
\
r. Make that demand of the prover. It

s me thou art. Look you, who comes

il. Patroclus, I’ll speak with nobody,
in with me, Thersites. [Exit.
A Here is such patchery, such juggling
ch knavery ! all the argument is a cuckold
whore; a good quarrel to draw emulous
s and bleed to death upon. Now, the dry
. on the subjedt ! and war and lechery
id all! [Exit.

ter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor,
Diomedes, and Ajax.

*n. Where is Achilles?
'. Within his tent; but ill disposed, my
rd.

n. Let it be known to him that we are
;re.

nt our messengers
; and we lay by

pertainments, visiting of him:
1 be told so

;
lest perchance he think

e not move the question of our place, 89
v not what we are.

I shall say so to him. [Exit.
r. We saw him at the opening of his tent

:

ot sick.

'• Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart

:

iy call it melancholy, if you will favour
1 ; but, by my head, ’tis pride : but why,
:t him show us the cause. A word, my

[Takes Agamemnon aside.
What moves Ajax thus to bay at him?

:. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from
j 100
Who, Thersites?

. He.
Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have

argument.
. No, you see, he is his argument that
argument, Achilles.
All the better ; their fraction is more

i. than their fadtion : but it was a strong
re a fool could disunite.
The amity that wisdom knits not, folly

ily untie. Here comes Patroclus. in
Re-enter Patroclus.

No Achilles with him.
The elephant hath joints, but none

esy : his legs are legs for necessity, not

Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry,
ing more than your sport and pleasure
e your greatness and this noble state
pon him

; he hopes it is no other
our health and your digestion sake, 120
dinner’s breath.

Hear you, Patroclus:
00 well acquainted with these answers:
vasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn,
utfly our apprehensions,
ribute he hath, and much the reason
ascribe it to him

; yet all his virtues,
ously on his own part beheld,
‘ eyes begin to lose their gloss,

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish,
Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 130We come to speak with him; and you shall

not sin,

If you do say we think him over-proud
And under-honest, in self-assumption greater
Than in the note ofjudgement; and worthier than

himself
Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on,
Disguise the holy strength of their command.
And underwrite in an observing kind
His humorous predominance; yea, watch
His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if
The passage and whole carriage of thisadlion 140
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add,
That if he overhold his price so much,
We’ll none of him ; but let him, like an engine
Not portable, lie under this report

:

‘ Bring adlion hither, this cannot go to war:
A stirring dwarf we do allowance give
Before a sleeping giant.’ Tell him so.

Patr. I shall ; and bring his answer presently.

[Exit.
Again. In second voice we’ll not be satisfied

;

We come to speak with him. Ulysses, enter you.
[Exit Ulysses.

Ajax. What is he more than another? 151Agam. No more than what he thinks he is.

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think he
thinks himself a better man than I am?
Again. No question.
Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and

say he is ?

Again. No, noble Ajax; you are as strong,
as valiant, as wise, no less noble, much more
gentle, and altogether more tradlable. 160
Ajax. Why should a man be proud? How

doth pride grow ? I know not what pride is.

Again. Your mind is the clearer, Ajax, and
your virtues the fairer. He that is proud eats
up himself: pride is his own glass, his own
trumpet, his own chronicle ; and whatever praises
itself but in the deed, devours the deed in the
praise.

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the
engendering of toads. i 7o
Nest. Yet he loves himself: is ’t not strange?

[Aside.

Re-enter Ulysses.

Achilles will not to the field to-Ulyss.

morrow.
Again. What ’s his excuse ?

Ulyss. He doth rely on none,
But carries on the stream of his dispose
Without observance or respedt of any.
In will peculiar and in self-admission.
Again.. Why will he not upon our fair request

Untent his person and share the air with us?
Ulyss. Things small as nothing, for request’s

sake -only,

He makes important
:
possess’d he is with great-

ness, l8o
And speaks not to himself but with a pride
1 hat quarrels at self-breath : imagined worth
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse
That ’twixt his mental and his adtive parts
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages
And batters down himself : what should I say?



igo

He is so plaguy proud that the death-tokens of it

Cry ‘ No recovery.’ .

Agam. Let Ajax go to him.

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent:

’Tis said he holds you well, and will be led

At your request a little from himself.

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so !

We ’ll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes

When they go from Achilles: shall the proud

l°r<i
. , i •

That bastes his arrogance with his own seam

And never suffers matter of the world

Enter his thoughts, save such as do revolve

And ruminate himself, shall he be worshipp d

Of that we hold an idol more than he ?

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 200

Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired

;

Nor, by my will, assubjjugate his merit,

As amply titled as Achilles is,

By going to Achilles

:

That were to enlard his fat already pnde

And add more coals to Cancer when he burns

With entertaining great Hyperion.

This lord go to him !
Jupiter forbid.

And say in thunder
4 Achilles go to him.

Nest. [Aside to Dio.] O, this is well; he

rubs the vein of him. 210

Dio. [Aside to Nest.] And how his silence

drinks up this applause !

Ajax. If I go to him, with my armed fist

I ’ll pash him o’er the face.

Agam. O, no, you shall not go.

Ajax. An a’ be proud with me, I 11 pheeze

his pride:

Let me go to him.

Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon

our quarrel. „ ,

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow

!

Nest. How he describes himself !

Ajax. Can he not be sociable? 220

Ulyss. The raven chides blackness.

A jax. I ’ll let his humours blood.

Agam. He will be the physician that should

be the patient. .

Ajax. An all men were o my mind,—
Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion.

Ajax. A’ should not bear it so, a’ should eat

swords first: shall pride carry it?

Nest. An ’twould, you Id carry halt.

Ulyss. A’ would have ten shares.
#

230

A jax. I will knead him ; I ’ll makehim supple.

Nest. He’s not yet through warm : force him

with praises :
pour in, pour in ;

his ambition is

dVY
Ulyss. [To Again.] My lord, you feed too

much on this dislike.

Nest. Our noble general, do not do so.

Dio. You mustprepare to fight without Achilles.

Ulyss. Why, ’tis this naming of him does him

harm.
Here is a man—but ’tis before his face ;

240

I will be silent.
, _ , 0

Nest. Wherefore should you so?

He is not emulous, as Achilles is.
#

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant.

Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus

with us

!

Would he were a Trojan !
> #

Nest. What a vice were it in Ajax now,—

Ulyss. If he were proud,

—

Dio. Or covetous of praise,

—

Ulyss. Ay, or surly borne,

—

Dio. Or strange, or self-affe6ted ! k

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou ^
sweet composure

;

Praise him that got thee, she that gav*

Famed be thy tutor, and thy parts of natui

Thrice famed, beyond all erudition

:

But he that disciplined thy arms to fight,

Let Mars divide eternity in twain.

And give him half : and, for thy vigour,

Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield

To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wi=

Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confin<

Thy spacious and dilated parts: here’s No

Instructed by the antiquary times,
#

I

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise

!

But pardon, father Nestor, were your day,

As green as Ajax’ and your brain so tempo

You should not have the eminence of him,

But be as Ajax.
Ajax. Shall I call you father?

Nest. Ay, my good son.

Dio. Be ruled by him, Lore

Ulyss. There is no tarrying here ;
tb

Achilles

Keeps thicket. Please it our great gener;

To call together all his state of war

;

Fresh kings are come to Troy : to-morrov

We must with all our main of power stand

And here’s a lord,—come knights from

west,

And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the

Agam. Go we to council. LetAchille'

Light boats sail swift, though greater hull

deep. ifl

Pan

ACT III

Scene I. Troy. Priant s jalact

Enter a Servant and Pandarus.

Friend, you
!
pray you, a wcran. rut-nu, j \ 0

not you follow the young Lord Paris

.

Serv. Ay, sir, when he goes before m
Pan. You depend upon him, I mean?

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord.

Pan. You depend upon a noble gentle

must needs praise him.

Serv. The lord be praised

!

Pan. You know me, do you not?

Serv. Faith, sir, superficially.

Pan. Friend, know me better ; I am t

Pandarus. ,

Serv. I hope I shall know your honou

Pan. I do desire it.

Serv. You are in the state of grace.

Pan. Grace ! not so, friend ;
honours

ship are my titles. [Music within.] Wh
is this? . ...

Serv. I do but partly know, sir : it is

V*X
pan. Know you the musicians?

Serv. Wholly, sir.

Pan. Who play they to?

Serv. To the hearers, sir.
#

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend .
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/. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music.
. Command, I mean, friend.

/. Who shall I command, sir?

. Friend, we understand not one another :

.00 courtly and thou art too cunning. At
request do these men play? 31
'• That’s to’t indeed, sir: marry, sir, at
;uest of Paris my lord, who ’s there in per-
ith him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood
ity, love’s invisible soul,

—

Who, my cousin Cressida?
'. No, sir, Helen: could you not find out
r her attributes?

It should seem, fellow, that thou Tiast
;n the Lady Cressida. I come to speak
aris from the Prince Troilus : I will make
limentai assault upon him, for my business

. Sodden business! there’s a stewed
indeed

!

Inter Paris and Helen, attended.

Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this
npany ! fair desires, in all fair measure,
uide them ! especially to you, fair queen !

ughts be your fair pillow
! 49

Dear lord, you are full of fair words.
You speak your fair pleasure, sweet
Fair prince, here is good broken music.
You have broke it, cousin: and, by my

u shall make it whole again
;
you shall

: out with a piece of your performance.
: is full of harmony.
Truly, lady, no.

1. O, sir,

—

Rude, in sooth; in good sooth, very
60

Well said, my lord ! well, you say so

I have business to my lord, dear queen.
!, will you vouchsafe me a word ?

Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we ’ll

1 sing, certainly.

Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant
• But, marry, thus, my lord : my dear
I most esteemed friend, your brother

’ 7O
My Lord Pandarus

; honey-sweet

Go to, sweet queen, go to :—commends
nost affectionately to you,—

•

. You shall not bob us out of our me-
you do, our melancholy upon your head !

Sweet queen, sweet queen! that’s a
:een, i’ faith.

• And to make a sweet lady sad is a
nee. 20
Nay, that shall not serve your turn

;

II it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not
words

; no, no. And, my lord, he de-
, that if the king call for him at supper,
make his excuse.
My Lord Pandarus,

—

What says my sweet queen, my very
et queen?

^

What exploit’s in hand? where sups he

Nay, but, my lord,—
What says my sweet queen? My cou-

sin will fall out with you. You must not know
where he sups.
Par. I ’ll lay my life, with my disposer Cres-

sida.

Pan. No, no, no such matter
; you are wide :

come, your disposer is sick.
Par. Well, I ’ll make excuse.
Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you

say Cressida? no, your poor disposer’s sick, ioi
Par. I spy.

Pan. You spy! what do you spy? Come,
give me an instrument. Now, sweet queen.
Helen. Why, this is kindly done.
Pa?i. My niece is horribly in love with a thing

you have, sweet queen.
Heleji. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not

my lord Paris.

Pan.

'

He ! no, she’ll none of him; they two
are twain. X1I
Helen. Falling in, after falling out, may make

them three.

Pan. Come, come, I’ll hear no more of this;
I’ll sing you a song now.
Helen. Ay, ay, prithee now. By my troth,

sweet lord, thou hast a fine forehead.
Pan. Ay, you may, you may.
Helen. Let thy song be love: this love will

undo us all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 120
Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i’ faith.
Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but

love.

Pan. In good troth, it begins so. [Sings.
Love, love, nothing but love, still more !

For, O, love’s bow
Shoots buck and doe

:

The shaft confounds,
Not that it w'ounds.

But tickles still the sore.
These lovers cry Oh ! oh ! they die !

Yet that which seems the wound to kill,
Doth turn oh ! oh ! to ha ! ha ! he !

So dying love lives still

:

Oh ! oh ! a while, but ha ! ha ! ha !

Oh ! oh
!
groans out for ha ! ha ! ha

!

Heigh-ho

!

Helen. In love, i’ faith, to the very tip of the
nose.

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love, and
that breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot
thoughts, and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and
hot deeds is love.

Pan. Is this the generation of love? hot
blood, hot thoughts, and hot deeds? Why, they
are vipers : is love a generation of vipers? Sweet
lord, who’s a-field to day?
Par Hedlor, Deiphobus, Helenus, Antenor,

and all the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have
armed to-day, but my Nell would not have it so.How chance my brother Troilus went not? 151
Helen. He hangs the lip at something: you

know all, Lord Pandarus.
Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. I long to

hear how they sped to-day. You’ll remember
your brother s excuse ?

Par. To a hair.

Pan. Farewell, sweet queen.
Helen. Commend me to your niece.
Pan. I will, sweet queen. [Exit. 160

[A retreat sounded

.
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Par. They’re come from field: let us to

Priam’s hall, TT . T

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I mmt

To help unarm our Hedlor : his stubborn buckles,

With these your white enchanting fingers touch d,

Shall more obey than to the edge of steel

Or force of Greekish sinews
;
you shall do 1more

Than all the island kings,—disarm great Hector.

Helen. ’Twill make us proud to be his servant,

Paris; . , .

Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty

Gives us more palm in beauty than we have, 170

Yea, overshines ourself.

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee.
[Exeunt.

Scene II. The same. Pandarus' orchard.

Enter Pandarus and Troilus’ Boy, meeting.

Pan. How now ! where’s thy master? at my
cousin Cressida’s ? , „ , .

Boy. No, sir ;
he stays for you to conduct him

thither.

Pan. O, here he comes.

Enter Troilus.

How now, how now ! .

Tro. Sirrah, walk off.
.

{Exit Boy.

Pan. Have you seen my cousin?

Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door,

Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 10

Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon,

And give me swift transportance to those fields

Where I may wallow in the lily-beds

Proposed for the deserver ! O gentle Pandarus,

From Cupid’s shoulder pluck his painted wings,

And fly with me to Cressid!
.

Pan. Walk here i’ the orchard, I ’ll bring her

straight. . .

[Exit.

Tro. I am giddy ;
expectation whirls me round.

The imaginary relish is so sweet
.

20

That it enchants my sense : what will it be,

When that the watery palate tastes indeed

Love’s thrice repured nectar? death, I fear me,

Swooning destruction, or some joy too fine,

Too subtle-potent, tuned too sharp in sweetness,

For the capacity of my ruder powers

:

I fear it much ; and I do fear besides,

! That I shall lose distinaion in my joys

;

I
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps

I The enemy flying. 3°

Re-enter Pandarus.

Pan. She’s making her ready, she’ll come

straight :
you must be witty now. She does so

blush, and fetches her wind so short, as if she

were frayed with a sprite : I 11 fetch her. It is

the prettiest villain: she fetches hei breath as

short as a new-ta’en sparrow. \JLXtt.

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my
bosom

: ,
. , .

My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ,

And all my powers do their bestowing lose,

Like vassalage at unawares encountering 4°

The eye of majesty.

Re-enter Pandarus with Cressida.

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush?

shame’s a baby. Here she is now: swe;

oaths now to her that you have sworn t

What, are you gone again? you must be ws

ere you be made tame, must you? Come
ways, come your ways ;

an you draw back

we’ll put you i’ the fills. Why do you not

to her ? Come, draw this curtain, and let

your pidture. Alas the day, how loath yc

to offend daylight ! an ’twere dark, you’ld

sooner. So, so; rub on, and kiss the mi:

How now ! a kiss in fee-farm ! build there

penter; the air is sweet. Nay, you shal

your hearts out ere I part you. The falcon

tercdl, for all the ducks i’ the river: go to,
j

Tro. You have bereft me of all words, 1

Pan. Words pay no debts, give her <

but she’ll bereave you o’ the deeds too,

call your adlivity in question. What,

again? Here’s ‘ In witness whereof the
]

interchangeably’—Come in, come in : I’ll

a fire. i

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord?

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I ’

me thus
! . , , ,

Cres. Wished, my lord ! The gods g
O my lord ! -j

Tro. What should they grant? what

this pretty abruption? What too curiou

espies my sweet lady in the fountain of ou

Cres. More dregs than water, if my fea;

Q

^Tro. Fears make devils of cherubins

never see truly.

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason

finds safer footing than blind reason stu

without fear: to fear the worst oft cui

worse.
Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no feai

Cupid’s pageant there is presented no mor

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither?

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings

we vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rock

tigers ;
thinking it harder for our mistres

vise imposition enough than for us to i

any difficulty imposed. This is the mons

in love, lady, that the will is infinite £

execution confined, that the desire is be

and the adt a slave to limit.

Cres. They say all lovers swear more p

ance than they are able and yet reserve ai

that they never perform, vowing more t

perfedtion of ten and discharging less t

tenth part of one. They that have the

lions and the adt of hares, are they not m
Tro. Are there such? such are not we

us as we are tasted, allow us as we pro

head shall go bare till merit crown it :

#

nc

tion in reversion shall have a praise in
]

we will not name desert before his biri

being born, his addition shall be humbl<

words to fair faith : Troilus shall be such

sid as what envy can say worst shall be

for his truth, and what truth can speak tr

truer than Troilus.

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord?

Re-enter Pandarus.

Pan. What, blushing still ? have you 1

talking yet? • •
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. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I de-
to you.

I thank you for that: if my lord get a
you, you’ll give him me. Be true to my

f he flinch, , chide me for it.

You know now your hostages; your
word and my firm faith.

Nay, I ’ll give my word for her too : our
1, though they be long ere they are wooed,
e constant being won : they are burs, I can
1; they’ll stick where they are thrown.

Boldness comes to me now, and brings
e heart. I2I
Troilus, I have loved you night and day
ny weary months.
Why was my Cressid then so hard to win?
Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my

rd,
^

le first glance that ever—pardon me—
ifess much, you will play the tyrant.
rou now ; but not, till now, so much
light master it: in faith, I lie ; 129
ughts were like unbridled children, grown
idstrong for their mother. See, we fools !

ive I blabb’d? who shall be true to us,
fe are so unsecret to ourselves?
)ugh I loved you well, I woo’d you not;
:, good faith, I wish’d myself a man,
we women had men’s privilege
king first. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue,
his rapture I shall surely speak
ng I shall repent. See, see, your silence,

,

r in dumbness, from my weakness draws
f soul of counsel ! stop my mouth. 141
And shall, albeit sweet music issues

:nce.

Pretty, i’ faith.

My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me

;

Dt my purpose, thus to beg a kiss

:

lamed. O heavens! what have I done?
time will I take my leave, my lord.
Your leave, sweet Cressid

!

Leave 1 an you take leave till to-morrow
150

Pray you, content you.

#
What offends you, lady?

Sir, mine own company.
You cannot shun

Let me go and try

:

kind of self resides with you ;

nkind self, that itself will leave,
other’s fool. I would be gone :

my wit? I know not what I speak.
Well know they what they speak that
ik so wisely.

Perchance, my lord, I show more craft
lIove

; 160
50 roundly to a large confession,
for your thoughts : but you are wise,
ou love not, for to be wise and love
man’s might; that dwells with gods

that I thought it could be in a woman

—

an, I will presume in you

—

3r aye her lamp and flames of* love

;

rnr constancy in plight and youth,
beauty’s outward, with a mind

t renew swifter than blood decays ! 170

Or that persuasion could but thus convince me.
That my integrity and truth to you
Might be affronted with the match and weight
Of such a winnow’d purity in love

;How were I then uplifted! but, alas!
I am as true as truth’s simplicity
And simpler than the infancy of truth.

Cres. In that I’ll war with you.

„Tro
'

.
O virtuous fight,

When right with right wars who shall be most
right

! X7g
True swains in love shall in the world to come
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their

rhymes,
Full of protest, of oath and big compare.
Want similes, truth tired with iteration,
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon.
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate,
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,.
Yet, after all comparisons of truth,
As truth’s authentic author to be cited,
* As true as Troilus’ shall crown up the verse
And sanCtify the numbers.

tffw 1

Prophet may you be ! 190
if i be false, or swerve a hair from truth.
When time is old and hath forgot itself,

When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy,
And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up,
And mighty states characterless are grated
To dusty nothing, yet let memory,
From false to false, among false maids in love,
Upbraid my falsehood ! when they’ve said 4

as

_
false

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth.
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf, 200
Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son,’
‘ Yea,’ let them say, to stick the heart of false-

hood,
4As false as Cressid.’

Go t0
’ a barga*n made : seal it, seal it;

I 11 be the witness. Here I hold your hand, heremy cousin’s. If ever you prove false one to ano-
ther, since I have taken such pains to bring you
together, let all pitiful goers-between be called to
the world’s end after my name; call them all
Pandars

; let all constant men be Troiluses, all
false women Cressids, and all brokers-between
Pandars! say, amen.

Tro. Amen.
Cres. Amen.
Pan. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a

chamber with a bed ; which bed, because it shall
not speak of your pretty encounters, press it to
death: away!
And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear ! 220

[Exeunt

.

Scene III. The Grecian camp. Before Achilles'
tent.

Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Diomedes, Nes-
tor, Ajax, Menelaus, and Calchas.

Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done
you.

The advantage of the time prompts me aloud
I o cail for recompense. Appear it to your mind
I I hat, through the sight I bear in things to love,
1 have abandon’d Troy, left my possession,



Tncurr’d a traitor’s name ;
exposed myself,

From certain and possess’d conveniences,

To doubtful fortunes ;
sequestering from me all

That time, acquaintance, custom and condition

Made tame and most familiar to my nature, io

And here, to do you service, am become

As new into the world, strange, unacquainted

:

I do beseech you, as in way of taste,

To give me now a little benefit,

Out of those many register’d in promise,

Which, you say, live to come in my behalf.
.

Agam. What wouldst thou of us, Irojan^

make demand.
. , .

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call d An-

tenor,
, , , . ,

Yesterday took : Troy holds him very dear

Oft have you—often have you thanks theretore

Desired my Cressid in right great exchange, 21

Whom Troy hath still denied : but this Antenor,

I know, is such a wrest in their affairs

That their negotiations all must slack,

Wanting his manage ;
and they will almost

Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam,
_

In change of him : let him be sent, great princes,

And he shall buy my daughter ;
and her presence

Shall quite strike off all service I have done,

In most accepted pain.

Agam. Let Diomedes bear him, 30

And bring us Cressid hither : Calchas shall bave

What he requests of us. Good Diomed,

Furnish you fairly for this interchange :

Withal bring word if He<5lor wifi to-morrow

Be answer’d in his challenge : Ajax is ready.

Dio. This shall I undertake ;
and tis a burden

Which I am proud to bear.

{Exeunt Diomedes and Lalchas.

A chil.

Men.
A chil.

Ajax.
A chil.

Ajax.
A chil.

Ajax.
A chil.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before their

tent.

Ulyss. Achilles stands i’ the entrance of his

Please it our general to pass strangely by him,

As if he were forgot ;
and, princes all, 4°

Lav negligent and loose regard upon him

.

I will cSme last. ’Tis like he’ll question me

Why such unplausive eyes are bent on him

[f so, I have derision medicinable.
It so, I nave aensiuii

Co use between your strangeness and his pride,

Which his own will shall have desire to drink:wmcn ms own wm ,
.

It may do good
:
pride hath no other glass

To show itself but pride, for supple knees

Feed arrogance and are the proud man s tees.

Again. We ’ll execute your purpose, and put on

A form of strangeness as we pass along : 5 1

So do each lord, and either greet him not,

Or else disdainfully, which shall shake him more

Than if not look’d on. I will lead the way.

A chil. What, comes the general to speak

with me? . , . .

You know my mind, I’ll fight no more gainst

Agam^ What says. Achilles? would he aught

Nest. Would you, my lord, aught with the

general ?

Achil. No.
Nest. Nothing, my lord.

Agam. The better.

{Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor.

Good day, good day.

How do you? how do you?
What, does the cuckold scorn

How now, Patroclus

!

Good morrow, Ajax.

Ha?
Good morrow.
Ay, and good next day too.

What mean these fellows? Kno
not Achilles?

Patr. They pass by strangely: the}

used to bend,

To send their smiles before them to Achill

To come as humbly as they used to creep

To holy altars. r1
Achil. What, am I poor of late?

’Tis certain, greatness, once fall’n out w
tune,

Must fall out with men too: what the dec

He shall as soon read in the eyes of other

As feel in his own fall ;
for men, like butte

Show not their mealy wings but to the sue

And not a man, for being simply man,

Hath any honour, but honour for those he

That are without him, as place, riches, fa

Prizes of accident as oft as merit

:

Which when they fall, as being slippery st

The love that lean’d on them as slippery 1

Do one pluck down another and together

Die in the fall. But ’tis not so with me :

Fortune and I are friends: I do enjoy

A t ample point all that I did possess,

Save these men’s looks ; who do, methin

Something not worth in me such rich beh

As they have often given. Here is Ulys

I ’ll interrupt his reading.

How now, Ulysses
! .

Ulyss. Now, great Thetis sc

Achil. What are you reading? M
Ulyss. A strange fell

Writes me : ‘That man, how dearly ever

How much in having, or without or in,

Cannot make boast to have that which h<

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflet

As when his virtues shining upon others

Heat them and they retort that heat aga

To the first giver.’ 1
Achil. This is not strange, u

The beauty that is borne here in the face

The bearer knows not, but commends its

To others’ eyes ;
nor doth the eye itself,

That most pure spirit of sense, behold its

Not going from itself ;
but eye to eye op

Salutes each other with each other s iorr
OaiULCS Ccn-ii uuivi -

For speculation turns not to itsell.

Till it hath travell’d and is mirror d then

This is not stWhere it may see itself,

all.

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position

It is familiar,—but at the author’s dntt;

Who, in his circumstance, expressly pro

That no man is the lord of any thing,

Though in and of him there be much coi

Till he communicate his parts to others:

Nor doth he of himself know them for ai

Till he behold them form’d in the applat

I Where they’re extended; who, like

reverberates
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oice again, or, like a gate of steel

ing the sun, receives and renders back
igure and his heat. I was much wrapt in
;his

;

tpprehended here immediately
nknown Ajax.
ms, what a man is there ! a very horse,
has he knows mot what. Nature, what
hings there are
abjedl in regard and dear in use !

things again most dear in the esteem
>oor in worth ! Now shall we see to-mor-
ow— 13o
t that very chance doth throw upon him—
enown’d. O heavens, what some men do,
some men leave to do

!

.ome men creep in skittish fortune’s hall,
; others play^the idiots in her eyes !

me man eats into another’s pride,
pride is fasting in his wantonness !

these Grecian lords !—why, even already
:lap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder,
is foot were on brave Hedtor’s breast 140
*eat Troy shrieking.
d. I do believe it ; for they pass’d by me
ers do by beggars, neither gave to me
vord nor look : what, are my deeds forgot?
x Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his
ack,

in he puts alms for oblivion,
t-sized monster of ingratitudes

:

scraps are good deeds past; which are
jvour’d

as they are made, forgot as soon
e

:
perseverance, dear my lord, 150

honour bright : to have done is to hang
>ut of fashion, like a rusty mail
umental mockery. Take the instant way;
lour travels in a strait so narrow,
one but goes abreast : keep then the path

;

ulation hath a thousand sons
le by one pursue : if you give way,
?e aside from the direft forthright,
an enter’d tide, they all rush by
ive you hindmost

; 260
: a gallant horse fall’n in first rank,
re for pavement to the abject rear,
1 and trampled on : then what they do in
esent,

less than yours in past, must o’ertop

e is like a fashionable host
ghtly shakes his parting guest by the hand,
•h his arms outstretch’d, as he would fly,m the comer : welcome ever smiles,
ewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue
ik

nation for the thing it was ; 170
uty, wit,*

rth, vigour of bone, desert in service,
lendship, charity, are subjects all
3us and calumniating time,
ch of nature makes the whole world kin,
with one consent praise new-born gawds,
they are made and moulded of things

e t0 dust that is a little gilt
ud than gilt o’er-dusted.
sent eye praises the present object : 180

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man,
I hat all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax

;

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye
Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee,
And still it might, and yet it may again.
If thou wouldst not entomb thyself alive
And case thy reputation in thy tent

;

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late,
Made emulous missions ’mongst the gods them-

selves
And drave great Mars to faction.
Achil. Of this my privacy 190

1 have strong reasons.
Ulyss. But ’gainst your privacy

I he reasons are more potent and heroical:
’Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love
With one of Priam’s daughters.

Achri. Ha! known!
Ulyss. Is that a wonder?

The providence that’s in a watchful state
Knows almost every grain of Plutus’ gold.
Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps,
Keeps place with thought and almost, like the

gods,
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 200
There is a mystery—with whom relation
Durst never meddle—in the soul of state;
Which hath an operation more divine
Than breath or pen can give expressure to :

All the commerce that you have had with Troy
As perfectly is ours as yours, my lord

;And better would it fit Achilles much
To throw down Hedtor than Polyxena:
But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home.
When fame shall in our islands sound her trump,
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, 211
* Great Hector’s sister did Achilles win,
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him.’
Farewell, my lord : I as your lover speak

;

The fool slides o’er the ice that you should break.
/T

Pair. To this effedl, Achilles, have I moved
you

:

A woman impudent and mannish grown
Is npt more loathed than an effeminate man
In time of adtion. I stand condemn’d for this ;They think my little stomach to the war 220
And your great love to me restrains you thus :

Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton
Cupid

Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold,
And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane,
Be shook to air.

Achil,. Shall Ajax fight with Hedlor?
Patr. Ay, and perhaps receive much honour

by him.
Achil.

'
I see my reputation is at stake;My fame is shrewdly gored.

rV£atr
' j , . ... ,

O* tlien
> beware

;

I hose wounds heal ill that men do give them-
selves:

Omission to do what is necessary 230
Seals a commission to a blank of danger;
And danger, like an ague, subtly taints
Even then when we sit idly in the sun.
Achil. Go tall Thersites hither, sweet Patro-

clus

:

I 11 send the fool to Ajax and desire him
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat
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To see us here unarm’d : I have awoman s longing;

An appetite that I am sick withal,

To see great Heftor in his weeds of peace,

To talk with him and to behold his visage,

Even to my full of view.

240

Enter Thersites.

A labour saved

!

Ther. A wonder

!

Achil. What? - .

,

, .

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the held, asking

for himself.

Achil. How so?
. ,

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with

Hector, and is so prophetically proud of an heroicai

cudgelling that he raves in saying nothing.

Achil. How can that be ? 250

Ther. Why, he stalks up and down like a

peacock,—a stride and a stand: ruminates like

an hostess that hath no arithmetic but her brain to

set down her reckoning : bites his lip with a politic

regard, as who should say ‘There were wit in this

head, an ’twould out;’ and so there is, but it lies

as coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will not

show without knocking. The man s undone for

ever; for if Hedtor break not his neck 1 the com-

bat, he’ll break ’t himself in vain-glory.
#

He
knows not me: I said ‘Good morrow, Ajax,

and he replies ‘Thanks, Agamemnon. What

think you of this man that takes me for the gene-

ral? He’s grown a very land-fish, languageless,

a monster. A plague of opinion ! a man may

wear it on both sides, like a leather jerkin.

Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him,

Th
J

,/^?
S

'Who, I? why, he’ll answer nobody;
/- . • rnool/inCT 1 Q TOT

music will be in him when He<5tor has kn g

out his brains, I know not; but, I am sure,.*

unless the fiddler Apollo get his sinews to A

catlings on.

Achil. Come, thou shaltbear a letter t|

^Ther. Let me bear another to his hors I

that’s the more capable creature. J
Achil. My mind is troubled, like a foa

stirr’d ;

And I myself see not the bottom of it.

[.Exeunt Achilles and Pah'%

Ther. Would the fountain of your mincp

clear again, that I might water an ass at
ft

had rather be a tick in a sheep than such a
j

a

ignorance.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Troy. A street.

I tier. VV 11U, X i WAijr,
• /

he professes not answering
: <

speaking is lor

beggars; he wears his tongue in s arms • 1 will

put on his presence : let Patroclus make demands

to me, you shall see the pageant of Ajax.

Achil. To him, Patroclus : tell him I humbly

desire the valiant Ajax to invite the mostvalorous

He<5tor to come unarmed to my tent, and to pro-

cure safe-condu6t for his person of the magnani-

mous and most illustrious six-or-seven-times-

honoured captain-general of the Grecian army,

Agamemnon, etcetera. Do this.

Patr. Jove bless great Ajax 1

Ther. Hum!
Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles,—

Vatr. Who most humbly desires you to invite

He6tor to his tent,

—

Ther. Hum ! ,
r Patr. And to procure safe-condudt from

Agamemnon.
Ther. Agamemnon !

29°

Patr. Ay, my lord.

Ha!
What say you to ’t ?

God b’ wi’ you, with all my heart.

Your answer, sir.
#

1 ner. If to-morrow be a fair day, by eleven

o’clock it will go one way or other: howsoever,

he shall pay for me ere he has me.

Patr. Your answer, sir.

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 3°°

' Achil* Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ?

Ther. No, but he’s out o’ tune thus. What

Ther.
Patr.
Ther.
Patr.
Ther.

Enter,from one side, Eneas, and Servanj

a torch ; from the other, Paris, Deipi<

Antenor, Diomedes, and others

,

1

torches.

Par. See, ho ! who is that there? I

Dei. It is the Lord If

PEne. Is the prince there in person? I

Had I so good occasion to lie long I

As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heavenl f

ness

Should rob my bed-mate of my company. I

Dio. That’s my mind too. Good morrovj

Eneas.
, ^ .1

Par. A valiant Greek, .Eneas,—tab

Witness the process of your speech, where
j

You told how Diomed, a whole week by d,

Did haunt you in the field. B
PEne. Health to you, valiant!

During all question of the gentle truce

;

But when I meet you arm’d, as black den:.

As heart can think or courage execute.
|

Dio. The one and other Diomed embr;

Our bloods are now in calm ;
and, so long,

J

But when contention and occasion meet,
\

By Jove, I ’ll play the hunter for thy life

With all my force, pursuit and policy.

PEne. And thou shalt hunt a lion, that

,

With his face backward . In humane gen

Welcome to Troy ! now, by Anchises life

Welcome, indeed ! By Venus hand 1 sw I

No man alive can love in such a sort

The thing he means to kill more excellent
>

Dio. We sympathise : Jove, let Enea:

If to my sword his fate be not the glory, :

A thousand complete courses of the sun.

But, in mine emulous honour, let him die..

With every joint a wound, and that to-mcj

PEne. We know each other well.
j

Sio. We do ;
and long toknow each othej

Par. This is the most despiteful gentl;

The noblest hateful love, that e’er I hear<

What business, lord, so early?
.

PEne. I was sent for to the king ;
bui

know not.
,

Par. His purpose meets you . twas

this Greek
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dchas’ house, and there to render him,
le enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid

:

have your company, or, if you please,
there before us : I constantly do think— 40
her, call my thought a certain knowledge

—

•other Troilus lodges there to-night

:

: him and give him note of our approach,
the whole quality wherefore : I fear
all be much unwelcome.
e. That I assure you

:

s had rather Troy were borne to Greece
Cressid borne from Troy.

There is no help

;

itter.disposition of the time
ave it so. On, lord ; we’ll follow you.
e. Good morrow, all. [Exit with Servant.
. And tell me, noble Diomed, faith, tell

le true, 51
n the soul of sound good-fellowship,
in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best,
f or Menelaus ?

Both alike

:

rits well to have her, that doth seek her,
aking any scruple of her soilure,
uch a hell of pain and world of charge,
>u as well to keep her, that defend her,
lating the taste of her dishonour,
uch a costly loss of wealth and friends : 60
e a puling cuckold, would drink up
is and dregs of a flat tamed piece ;

ke a lecher, out of whorish loins
;ased to breed out your inheritors

:

erits poised, each weighs nor less nor more ;

as he, the heavier for a whore.
You are too bitter to your countrywoman.
She’s bitter to her country: hear me,

iris

:

:ry false drop in her bawdy veins
ian’s life hath sunk

; for every scruple 70
contaminated carrion weight,
in hath been slain : since she could speak,
h not given so many good words breath
ler Greeks and Trojans suffer’d death.
Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do,

>e the thing that you desire to buy:
in silence hold this virtue well,
ut commend what we intend to sell.

I'S our way.
[Exeunt

1 D. The same. Court ofPandarus'
house.

Enter Troilus and Cressida.
Dear, trouble not yourself: the morn is
a.

Then, sweet my lord, I’ll call mine
cle down

;

unbolt the gates.

Trouble him not;
to bed : sleep kill those pretty eyes,
; as soft attachment to thy senses
ts empty of all thought

!

T . ,
Good morrow, then.

1 prithee now, to bed.

n . , , ,
Are you a-weary of me ?D Cressida ! but that the busy day,

>y the lark, hath roused the ribald crows,
uning night will hide our joys no longer,
lot from thee.

Cres. Night hath been too brief.
Tro. Beshrew the witch) with venomous wights

she stays
As tediously as hell, but flies the grasps of love
With wings more momentary-swift than thought.
You will catch cold, and curse me.

Cres.
'

Prithee, tarry

:

You men will never tarry.
0 foolish Cressid ! I might have still held off,
And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there ’s

one up.
Pan. [ Within] What, ’s all the doors open here ?

Tro. It is your uncle. 20
Cres. A pestilence on him! now will he be

mocking

:

1 shall have such a life

!

Enter Pandarus.

Pan. How now, how now! how go maiden-
heads? Here, you maid! where’s my cousin
Cressid?

Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking
uncle

!

You bring me to do, and then you flout me too.
Pan. To do what? to do what? let her say

what: what have I brought you to do?
Cres. Come, come, beshrew your heart

!
you’ll

ne’er be good, 30
Nor suffer others.
Pan. Ha, ha ! Alas, poor wretch ! ah, poor

capocchia! hast not slept to-night? would he not,
a naughty man, let it sleep? a bugbear take him !

Cres. Did not I tell you? Would he were
knock’d i’ the head

! [.Knocking within.
Who s that at door? good uncle, go and see.My lord, come you again into my chamber

:

You smile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily
Tro. Ha, ha

! 39
Cres. Come, you are deceived, I think of no

such thing.
[Knocking within.

How earnestly they knock ! Pray you, come in

:

I would not for half Troy have you seen here.
[.Exeunt Troilus and Cressida.

Pan. Who’s there? what’s the matter? will
you beat down the door? How now ! what’s the
matter?

Enter .Eneas.
AEne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow.Pan. Who’s there ? my Lord Eneas ) By mv

troth,

I knew you not : what news with you so early?
AEne. Is not Prince Troilus here?
Pan. Here ! what should he do here ? 50
AEne. Come, he is here, my lord; do not

deny him :

It doth import him much to speak with me.
Pan.. Is he here, say you? ’tis more than I

know, I 11 be sworn : for my own part, I came in
late. What should he do here ?

AEne. Who !—nay, then: come, come, you’ll
do him wrong ere you’re ware: you’ll be so

to be false to him : do not you know
of him, but yet go fetch him hither

; go.

Re-enter Troilus.

Tro. How now! what’s the matter? 60

4T



/Ene. My lord, I scarce have leisure to

salute you,
. ,

My matter is so rash : there is at hand

Paris your brother, and Deiphobus,

The Grecian Diomed, and our Antenor

Deliver’d to us ;
and for him forthwith,

Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour,

We must give up to Diomedes’ hand

The Lady Cressida.
, 0

fr0 Is it so concluded?

Mne. • By Priam and the general state of

They are^at hand and ready to effect it. 7°

fro. How my achievements mock me

!

I will go meet them : and, my Lord ./Eneas,

We met by chance
;
you did not find me here.

JEne. Good, gbod, my lord; the secrets of

nature

Have not more gift in taciturnity.

[.Exeunt Troilus and Mneas.

Pan. Is’t possible? no sooner got but lost?

The devil take Antenor ! the young prince will

go mad : a plague upon Antenor ! I would they

had broke ’s neck

!

Scene III. The same. Street before 1 *
darns' house

.

Enter Paris, Troilus, .Eneas, Deipho^
Antenor, and Diomedes. I

Par. It is great morning, and the fc

prefix’d
,

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek

Comes fast upon. Good my brother Troilc

Tell you the lady what she is to do,

And haste her to the purpose.

yy.0 Walk into her t

I’ll bring her to the Grecian presently:

And to his hand when I deliver her.

Think it an altar, and thy brother Troilus

A priest there offering to it his own heart.

Re-enter Cressida.

Par. I know what ’tis to love
;

And would, as I shall pity, I could help

!

Please you walk in, my lords. [E:

Scene IV. The same. Pandarns' ho

Cres. How now! what’s the matter? who

was here ?
1

Pan. Ah, ah!

Cres. Why sigh you so profoundly? where s

my lord? gone! Tell me, sweet uncle, what s

the matter?
, .

Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth

as I am above
! , , , „

Cres. O the gods! what s the matter?

Pan. Prithee, get thee in : would thou hadst

ne’er been born! I knew thou wouldst be his

death. O, poor gentleman! A plague upon

^CreT. Good uncle, I beseech you, on my
knees I beseech you, what’s the matter.

Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must

be gone; thou art changed for Antenor: thou

must to thy father, and be gone from Troilus:

’twill be his death ;
’twill be his bane ; he cannot

Cres. O you immortal gods ! I will not go.

Pan. Thou must. 101

Cres. I will not, uncle: I have forgot my
father ; . .

I know no touch of consanguinity

;

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me

As the sweet Troilus. O you gods divine

!

Make Cressid’s name the very crown of false-

If ever she leave Troilus ! Time, force, and

death,

Do to this body what extremes you can

;

But the strong base and building of my love

Is as the very centre of the earth, no
Drawing all things to it. I ’ll go in and weep,—

Pan. Do, do.

Cres. Tear my bright hair and scratch my
praised cheeks,

, ,
.

Crack my clear voice with sobs and break my
heart .

With sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy.
[Exeunt.

Enter Pandarus and Cressida.

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate.
>

1

Cres. Why tell you me of moderation?

The grief is fine, full, perfect, that I taste, -

And videnteth in a sense as strong I

As that which causeth it: how can I il

ate it?

If I could temporise with my affection, I

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate,

The like allayment could I give my grief:

My love admits no qualifying dross

;

No more my grief, in such a precious loss.

Pan. Here, here, here he comes.

Enter Troilvs.

Ah, sweet ducks

!

Cres. O Troilus ! Troilus !
[Emhracin

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here

me embrace too. ‘ O heart,’ as the good

mg is,
4 q heart, heavy heart,

Why sigh’st thou without breakin

where he answers again,
* Because thou canst not ease thy sr

By friendship nor by speaking.

There was never a truer rhyme. Eet

away nothing, for we may live to have i

such a verse : we see it, we see it. Ho’

lambs? .

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so str

purity, . ,

That the bless’d gods, as angry with my t

More bright in zeal than the devotion whi

Cold lips blow to their deities, take theelr

Cres. Have the gods envy?
.

Pan. Ay, ay, ay, ay ;
’tis too plain a c

Cres. And is it true that I must £

Troy ?

Tro. A hateful truth.

Cres. What, and irom Troi

Tro. From Troy and Troilus.

Cres. .
Isitposs

Tro. And suddenly ;
where injury of

Puts back leave-taking, justles roughlv D

All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lip



rejoindure, forcibly prevents
Dck’d embrasures, strangles our dear vows

i the birth of our own labouring breath
: 40

>, that with so many thousand sighs
->* each other, must poorly sell ourselves
the rude brevity and discharge of one.
ous time now with a robber’s haste
; his rich thievery up, he knows not how :

my farewells as be stars in heaven,
distindt breath and consign’d kisses to
hem,
mbles up into a loose adieu,
cants us with a single famish’d kiss,

;ted with the salt of broken tears. 50
\ [Within] My lord, is the lady ready?
Hark! you are call’d: some say the

Genius so

‘come’ to him that instantly must die.
em have patience ; she shall come anon.
. Where are my tears? rain, to lay this
or my heart will be blown up by the root.

[Exit.
I must then to the Grecians?

No remedy.
. A woful Cressid ’mongst the merry
rreeks!

shall we see again?
Hear me, my love: be thou but true

f heart,— 6o
I true ! how now ! what wicked deem

this?

Nay, we must use expostulation kindly,
s parting from us

:

: not ‘ be thou true,’ as fearing thee,
rill throw my glove to Death himself,
lere’s no maculation in thy heart:
i thou true,’ say I, to fashion in
uent protestation

; be thou true,
vill see thee.

0, you shall be exposed, my lord, to
ingers

7o
ite as imminent ! but I ’ll be true.
And I ’ll grow friend with danger. Wear
is sleeve.

And you this glove. When shall I
e you?
I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels,
thee nightly visitation,
be true.

O heavens !
* be true ’ again

!

Hear why I speak it, love

:

ician youths are full of quality;
loving, well composed with gifts of

ture,

and swelling o’er with arts and ex-
cise

: 80
velty may move, and parts with person,
rind of godly jealousy

—

I beseech you, call a virtuous sin

—

tie afeard.

O heavens
!
you love me not.

Die I a villain, then

!

do not call your faith in question
y as my merit: I cannot sing,

i the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk,
T at subtle games ; fair virtues all,
:h the Grecians are most prompt and
gnant:

.
go

n tell that in each grace of these

There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil
That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted.
Cres. Do you think I will ?

Tro. No.
But something may be done that we will not

:

And sometimes we are devils to ourselves,
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers.
Presuming on their changeful potency.
EEne. [Within] Nay, good my lord,

—

Tro. Come, kiss ; and let us part. 100
Par. [ Within] Brother Troilus !

Tro*
*

Good brother, come you hither
;And bring ^Eneas and the Grecian with you.

Cres. My lord, will you be true?
Tro. Who, I? alas, it is my vice, my fault

:

Whiles others fish with craft for great opinion,
I with great truth catch mere simplicity •

Whilst some with cunning gild their copper
crowns.

With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare.
Fear not my truth: the moral of my wit
Is ‘ plain and true ;’ there’s all the reach of it. no

Enter as, Paris, Antenor, Deiphobus,
and Diomedes. ’

1

Welcome, Sir Diomed! here is the lady
Which for Antenor we deliver you :

At the port, lord, I ’ll give her to thy hand
;And by the way possess thee what she is.

Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek,
It e’er thou stand at mercy of my sword,
Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe
As Priam is in Ilion.

Dio. Fair Lady Cressid,
So please you, save the thanks this prince !

expedls
: j

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 120
Pleads your fair usage

; and tp Diomed
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly.

!

Tro. Grecian, thou doit not use me cour-
j

teously,
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee
In praising her : I tell thee, lord of Greece,
She is as far high-soaring o’er thy praises
As thou unworthy to be call’d her servant.
I charge thee use her well, even for my charge

;

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not,
Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 130
I ’ll cut thy throat.
Dio. O, be not moved, Prince Troilus

:

Let me be privileged by my place and message,
To be a speaker free ; when I am hence.
I’ll answer to my lust : and know you, lord,
I ’ll nothing do on charge : to her own worth
She shall be prized; but that you say ‘be’t so,’
I’ll speak it in my spirit and honour, ‘no.’

Tro. Come, to the port. I’ll tell thee, Diomed,
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head.
Lady, give me your hand, and, as we walk, 140
To our own selves bend we our needful talk.

[Exeunt Troilus, Cressida
,
and Diomedes.

r. ,r , . „ .
[Trumpet within.Par. Hark ! Hedlor s trumpet.

pEne. How have we spent this morning *

The prince must think me tardy and remiss,
That swore to ride before him to the field.
Par. ’Tis Troilus’ fault: come, come, to field

with him.
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Dei. Let us make ready straight.

AEne. Yea, with a bridegroom s fresh alacrity,

Let us address to tend on Hedlor s heels

.

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 149

On his fair worth and single chivalry. [Exeunt.

Scene V. The Grecian camp. Lists set out.

Enter Ajax, armed; Agamemnon, Achilles,

^Patroclus, Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestor,

and others.

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh

and fair,

Anticipating time with starting courage.

Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Iroy,

Thou dreadful Ajax ;
that the appalled air

May pierce the head of the great combatant

And hale him hither.

A fax. Thou, trumpet, there ’s my pui se.

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe :

Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek

Outswell the colic of puff’d Aquilon

:

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout

blood;
Thou blow’st for Hedlor. [Trumpet sounds.

Ulyss '. No trumpet answers.

A chil. ’Tis but
.

early
ys

;

Agam. Is not yond Diomed, with Calchas

daughter? .

Ulyss. ’Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait

,

He rises on the toe : that spirit of his

In aspiration lifts him from the earth.

Enter Diomedes, with Cressida.

Cres. You’re an odd man ;
give even,

none.
Men. An odd man, lady! every man
Cres. Noy Paris is not; for you kn

true,
. . ,

That you are odd, and he is even with yoi

Men. You fillip me o’ the head.

Cres. No, 1 11 ^
Ulyss. It were no match, your nail

his horn.

May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you?

Cres. You may.
Ulyss. I do desire it.

Cres.
, r

Why, be;

Ulyss. Why then for Venus’ sake, g

a kiss,
.

When Helen is a maid agam, and his.

Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when

Ulyss. Never ’ s my day, and then a kiss

Dio. Lady, a word: I’ll bring you

father. [Exit with C.

Nest. A woman of quick sense.

Ulyss. Fie, fie up

There’s language in her eye, her cheek, 1

Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits J

At every joint and motive of her body.

O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue,

That give accosting welcome ere it come

And wide unclasp the tables of their thou

To every ticklish reader ! set them down

For sluttish spoils of opportunity

And daughters of the game. [TrumpM
All. The Trojans’ trumpet.

Again. Yonder comes th

Agam . Is this the Lady Cressid?

Dio. Even she -

Again. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks

sweet lady.
. , . .

Nest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss.

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular ;
20

’Twere better she were kiss’d in general.
#

j

Nest. And very courtly counsel : I 11 begin.

I
So much for Nestor.

i Achil. I’ll take that winter from your lips,

|

fair lady

:

I Achilles bids you welcome.
.

I Men. I had good argument for kissing once.

! Patr. But that’s no argument for kissing now ;

I For thus popp’d Paris in his hardiment,

|
And parted thus you and your argument.

! Ulyss. O deadly gall, and theme of all our

scorns !
3®

1

For which we lose our heads to gild his horns.

Patr. The first was Menelaus’ kiss; this,

Enter Hector, armed

;

../Eneas, Troil

other Trojans, with Attendants.

!

mine

:

Patroclus kisses you.
.

Men. O, this is trim!

Patr. Paris and I kiss evermore for him.

Men. I’ll have my kiss, sir. Lady, by your

Cres. In kissing, do you render or receive?

Patr. Both take and give.

Cres. I ’ll make my match to live,

The kiss you take is better than you give ;

Therefore no kiss.
. .

Men. I’ll give you boot, I’ll give you three

for one. 4°

AEne. Hail, all you state of Greece

shall be done

To him that victory commands? or do

pose . .

A vidtor shall be known? will you the ki

Shall to the edge of all extremity

Pursue each other, or shall be divided

By any voice or order of the field ?

Hedtor bade ask. _

A gam. Which way would HeCtor

AEne. He cares not ;
he ’ll obey cond

Achil. ’Tis done like Hedlor; but

done,
,

. . . .1

A little proudly, and great deal mispnzn

The knight opposed.

AEne. If not Achilles, sir,

What is your name?
Achil. If not Achilles, notr

AEne. Therefore Achilles : but, whate’

this

:

In the extremity of great and little,

Valour and pride excel themselves in rl

The one almost as infinite as all,

The other blank as nothing. Weigh hir

And that which looks like pride is court*

This Ajax is half made of Hedtor s bloot

In love whereof, half Heaor stays at ho

Half heart, half hand, half Heaor come

This blended knight, half Trojan and ha

Achil. A maiden battle, then? O, 1

you.
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Re-enter Diomedes.

n. Here is Sir Diomed. Go, gentle
light,

>y our Ajax : as you and Lord iEneas
t upon the order of their fight, 90
p; either to the uttermost,
a breath : the combatants being kin
nts their strife before their strokes begin.

£Ajax and HeSlor enter the lists.
'. They are opposed already.
n. What Trojan is that same that looks
heavy ?

The youngest son of Priam, a true
ught,

mature, yet matchless, firm of word,
ig in deeds and deedless in his tongue ;

on provoked nor being provoked soon
Im’d;

rt and hand both open and both free
; xoo

it he has he gives, what thinks fie shows

;

:s he not till judgement guide his bounty,
nifies an impure thought with breath

;

is Hedtor, but more dangerous
;

5tor in his blaze of wrath subscribes
er objefts, but he in heat of aaion
vindicative than jealous love :

11 him Troilus, and on him erea
i hope, as fairly built as Hedtor.
psiEneas; one that knows the youth no
his inches, and with private soul
reat Ilion thus translate him to me.

[A larum. HeSIor and AjaxJight.
'. They are in aaion.
Now, Ajax, hold thine own !

Heaor, thou sleep’st

;

hee!

• His blows are well disposed: there,
ix 1

You must no more. [ Trumpets cease.
Princes, enough, so please you.

I am not warm yet; let us fight again.
As Heaor pleases.

Why, then will I no more :

,
great lord, my father’s sister’s son, 120

-german to great Priam’s seed

;

Ration of our blood forbids
mulation ’twixt us twain

:

r commixtion Greek and Trojan so
1 couldst say ‘This hand is Grecian all,
is Trojan

; the sinews of this leg
and ^is all Troy; my mother’s blood

the dexter cheek, and this sinister
1 my father’s by Jove multipoint,
midst not bear from me a Greekish

er
. 130my sword had not impressure made

fik feud : but the just gods gainsay
drop thou borrow’dst from thy mother,
d aunt, should by my mortal sword
1 . Let me embrace thee, Ajax

:

lat thunders, thou hast lusty arms;
ould have them fall upon him thus

:

u honour to thee

!

I thank thee, Hedtor

:

too gentle and too free a man :

kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 140
idition earned in thy death.
Not Neoptoiemus so mirable.

645

I

On whose bright crest Fame with her loud’st
Oyes

Cries ‘This is he,’ could promise to himself
A thought of added honour torn from Hedtor.
AEne. There is expedtance here from both the

sides,

What further you will do.
HeSl.

*
We’ll answer it;

ihe issue is embracement: Ajax, farewell.
Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success

—

As seld I have the chance—I would desire 150My famous cousin to our Grecian tents.
Dio. ’Tis Agamemnon’s wish, and great

Achilles
Doth long to see unarm’d the valiant Hedlor.
He£l. ^Eneas, call my brother Troilus to me,And signify this loving interview

To the expedlers of our Trojan part ;

Desire them home. Give me thy hand, my !

cousin;
j

I will go eat with thee and see your knights.
!

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us
here.

Hen. The worthiest of them tell me name by I

name
; . > l6£ |

But for Achilles, mine own searching eyes
Shall find him by his large and portly size.
Agant. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one

I hat wouid be rid of such an enemy;
But that’s no welcome : understand more clear. !

What s past and what’s to come is strew’d with
husks

And formless ruin of oblivion

;

But in this extant moment, faith and troth,
Strain’d purely from all hollow bias-drawing,

|Bids thee, with most divine integrity, jjo
1

From heart of very heart, great Heaor, welcome,
jHeel. I thank thee, most imperious Aga-

memnon.
Agavi. {To Troilus] My well-famed lord of

Troy, no less to you.
Men. Let me confirm my princely brother’s

greeting

:

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither.
i

HeSl. Who must we answer?

,
The noble Menelaus.

jHeSl. O, you, my lord ? by Mars his gauntlet,
'

thanks
! jMock not, that I affed the untraded oath •

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus’ glove
: jShe s well, but bade me not commend her to you

Men. Name her not now, sir; she’s a deadly !

theme. jgj j

HeSl. O, pardon; I offend.
Nest.. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft !

Labouring for destiny make cruel way
Through ranks of Greekish youth, and I have !

seen thee,
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed,
Despising many forfeits and subduements,
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i’ the !

air,

Not letting it decline on the declined,
That I have said to some my standers by 100 1

‘ Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life !

’
'

And I have seen thee pause and take thy breath, i

When that a ring ofGreeks have hemm’d thee in,
Like an Olympian wrestling : this have I seen

;

But this thy countenance, still lock’d in steel,
[
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I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire,

And once fought with him : he was a soldier good

;

But by great Mars, the captain of us all,

Never like thee. Let an old man embrace thee

;

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 200

Ane. ’Tis the old Nestor.

Heel. Let me embrace thee, good old chro-

nicle,
. . , .

That hast so long walk’d hand in hand with time

:

Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee.

Nest. I would my arms could match thee in

contention,

As they contend with thee in courtesy.

Heel. 1 would they could.

Nest* Hci

!

By this white beard, I ’Id fight with thee to-

morrow. 209

Well, welcome, welcome !—I have seen the time.

Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands

When we have here her base and pillar by us.

Heft. I know your favour, Lord Ulysses;, well.

Ah, sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead,

Since first I saw yourself and Diomed
In I lion, on your Greekish embassy.

Ulyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would

ensue

:

My prophecy is but half his journey yet

,

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town,

Yond towers, whose wanton tops do buss the

clouds,
220

Must kiss their own feet.

HeEl. I must not believe you

:

I There they stand yet, and modestly I think,

i
The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost

|

A drop of Grecian blood : the end crowns all.

And that old common arbitrator, Time,

Will one day end it.

1

Ulyss. So to him we leave it.

Most gentle and most valiant Hedtor, welcome

.

After the general, I beseech you next

To feast with me and see me at my tent.

Achil. I shall forestall thee, Lord Ulysses,

thou ! ,

23°

Now, Hedtor, I have fed mine eyes on thee

;

I have with exadt view perused thee, Hedtor,

And quoted joint by joint.

HeEl. Is this Achilles?

Achil. I am Achilles.

HeEl. Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on

thee.

Achil. Behold thy fill.
, . ,

Heel. Nay, I have done already.

Achil. Thou art too brief: I will the second

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb.

Heel. O, like a book of sport thou It read

me o’er ; , .

But there’s more in me than thou understand st.

Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye?

Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part

of his body
Shall I destroy him? whether there, or there, or

there ?

That I may give the local wound a name

And make distindt the very breach whereout

Hedtor’s great spirit flew : answer me, heavens .

Heel. It would discredit the blest gods,

proud man,
To answer such a question : stand again

:

Think’st thou to catch my life so pleasantly

As to prenominate in nice conjedture

Where thou wilt hit me dead ?

Achil, I tell thee, y
HeEl. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so

I ’Id not believe thee. Henceforth guard

well;

For I ’ll not kill thee there, nor there, nor t

But, by the forge that stithied Mars his hel r

I’ll kill thee every where, yea, o’er and o’e

You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag

;

His insolence draws folly from my lips

;

But I’ll endeavour deeds to match these w»

Or may I never

—

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousn

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone,

Till accident or purpose bring you to’t:

You may have every day enough of Hedloi

If you have stomach; the general state, I

Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him

Heel. I pray you, let us see you in the

We have had pelting wars, since you refus

The Grecians’ cause.

Achil. Dost thou entreat me, L

To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death

;

To-night all friends.

Heel. Thy hand upon that mate

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece

my tent

;

There in the full convive we : afterwards,

As Hedtor’s leisure and your bounties shal

Concur together, severally entreat him.

Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets

That this great soldier may his welcome.

k

[Exeunt all except Tnothis and l

Tro. My Lord Ulysses, tell me, I. 1

In what place of the field doth Calchas ke

Ulyss. At Menelaus’ tent, most p

Troilus:
. ; ,

There Diomed doth feast with him to-nigl

Who neither looks upon the heaven nor e;

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous Yit

On the fair Cressid.

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to

much,
After we part from Agamemnon’s tent,

To bring me thither ?

Ulyss. You shall command

As gentle tell me, of what honour was

This Cressida in Troy? Had she no love

That wails her absence?
.

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting sho

scars .

A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lo

She was beloved, she loved ;
she is, and <

But still sweet love is food for fortune s tj

ACT V.

Scene I. The Grecian camp. Before

tent.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus

Achil. I ’ll heat his blood with Greek

to-night,

Which with my scimitar I’ll cool to-morr

Patroclus, let us feast him to the height.
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tr. Here comes Thersites.

Enter Thersites.

hil. How now, thou core of envy
i crusty batch of nature, what’s the news?
'er. Why, thou pidlure of what thou seemest,
idol of idiot-worshippers, here ’s a letter for

hil. .
From whence, fragment?

er. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy.
tr. Who keeps the tent now? n
er. The surgeon’s box, or the patient’s
d.

tr. Well said, adversity! and what need
tricks?

er. Prithee, be silent, boy ; I profit not by
ilk : thou art thought to be Achilles’ male

tr. Male varlet, you rogue ! what’s that?
er. Why, his masculine whore. Now, the
1 diseases of the south, the guts-griping,
res, catarrhs, loads o’ gravel i’ the back,
•gies, cold palsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten
,
wheezing lungs, bladders full of impost-

,
sciaticas, limekilns i’ the palm, incurable

ache, and the rivelled fee-simple of the
,
take and take again such preposterous

reries !

r. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou,
meanest thou to curse thus ? 30
:r. Do I curse thee?
‘r. Why, no, you ruinous butt, you whore-
distinguishable cur, no.
*r. No! why art thou then exasperate,
idle immaterial skein of sleave-silk, thou
sarcenet flap for a sore eye, thou tassel of
digal’s purse, thou? Ah, how the poor
is pestered with such waterflies, diminu-

»f nature

!

r. Out, gall
! 4o

r. Finch-egg

!

il. My sweet Patrodus, I am thwarted
luite

my great purpose in to-morrow’s battle,
ts a letter from Queen Hecuba,
m from her daughter, my fair love,
axing me and gaging me to keep
th that I have sworn. I will not break it :

reeks
; fail fame

; honour or go or stay

;

ajor vow lies here, this I ’ll obey,
come, Thersites, help to trim my tent

: 50
lght in banqueting must all be spent.
Patroclus !

[Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus.

J*
With too much blood and too little

hese two may run mad; but, ifwith too much
md too little blood they do, I’ll be a curer
linen. Here’s Agamemnon, an honest
enough, and one that loves quails ; but he
>t so much brain as ear-wax : and the
transformation of Jupiter there, his bro-
ie bull,—the primitive statue, and oblique
lal of cuckold's; a thrifty shoeing-horn in
n, hanging at his brother’s leg,—to what
it that he is, should wit larded with malice
thee forced with wit turn him to? To an
re nothing

; he is both ass and ox : to an
re nothing; he is both ox and ass. To be
a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard,

an owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I
would not care ; but to be Menelaus ! I Would
conspire against destiny. Ask me not what I
would be, if I were not Thersites

; for I care not
to be the louse of a lazar, so I were not Menelaus.
Hoy-day ! spirits and fires

!

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon,
Ulysses,

_

Nestor, Menelaus, and Dio-
medes, with lights.

Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong.
No, yonder ’tis ;

1 here, where we see the lights.
Hed. I trouble you.
Ajax. No, not a whit.
Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide you.

Re-enter Achilles.
Achil. Welcome, brave Hedtor; welcome,

princes all.

Again. So now, fair Prince of Troy, I bid
good night.

Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.
Ned. Thanks and good night to- the Greeks'

general. 80Men. Good night, my lord.Hed. Good night, sweet Lord Menelaus.
.
Ther. Sweet draught : ‘sweet’ quoth ’a! sweet

sink, sweet sewer.
Achil. Good night and welcome, both at

once, to those
That go or tarry.

Agant. Good night.

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus.
Achil. Old Nestor tarries; and you too,

Diomed,
Keep Hector company an hour or two.
Dio. I cannot, lord

; I have important busi-
ness,

The tide whereof is now. Good night, great
Hedtor. cpHed. Give me your hand.

Ulyss. [Aside to Troilus] Follow his torch;
he goes to Calchas’ tent

:

I ’ll keep you company.
Sweet sir, you honour me.

tied. And so, good night.

[Exit Diomedes; Ulysses and
Troilusfollowing.

Achil. Come, come, enter my tent.
[Exeunt Achilles

,
Hedor, Ajax

,
and Nestor.

Ther. That same Diomed’s a false-hearted
rogue, a most unjust knave

; I will no. more trust
him when he leers than I will a serpent when he
hisses : he will spend his mouth, and* promise,
like Brabbler the hound; but when. he performs,
astronomers foretell it; it is prodigious, there
will come some change ; the sun- borrows of the
moon, when Diomed keeps his word. I will
rather leave to see Hedtor, than not to dog him ;

they say he keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the
traitor Calchas’ tent;- T ’ll after. Nothing but
lechery ! all incontinent varlets

! [Exit.

Scene II. The same. Before Calchas’ tent.

Enter Diomedes.. f

Dio. What, are you up here, ho? speak.
Cal. [Within] Who calls?
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Dio. Diomed. Calchas, I think. Where’s

your daughter ?

Cal. [ Within] She comes to you,

Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a distance;

after them,
Thersites.

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not dis-

cover us.

Enter Cressida.

Tro . Gressid comes forth to him.

j)i0 How now, my charge I

Cres. Now, my sweet guardian ! Hark, a

word with you. [Whiskers.

Tro. Yea, so familiar

!

Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight.

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can

take her cliff; she’s noted. 11

Dio. Will you remember?
Cres. Remember !

yes.

Dio. Nay, but do, then

;

And let your mind be coupled with your words.

Tro. What should she remember?

Ulyss. List.

Cres. .
Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more

to folly.

Ther. Roguery

!

Dio. Nay, then,

—

Cres. I’ll tell you what,—
Dio. Foh, foh ! come, tell a pin ; you are for-

sworn. , .

,

Cres. In faith, I cannot: what would you

have me do?
Ther. A juggling trick,—to be secretly open.

Dio. What did you swear you would bestow

on me?
„ , , . .

Cres. I prithee, do not hold me to mine oath

;

Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek.

Dio. Good night.

Tro. Hold, patience
!

.

Ulyss. How now, Trojan ! 3°

Cres. Diomed,— r ,

Dio. No, no, good night: I 11 be your fool

no more.

Tro. Thy better must.

Cres. Hark, one word in your ear.

Tro. O plague and madness !

Ulyss. You are moved, prince; let us depart,

I pray you,
.

Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself

To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous

;

The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go.

Tro. Behold, I pray you !

Ulyss. Nay, good my lord, go off

:

You flow to great distraction ;
come, my lord. 41

Tro. I pray thee, stay.

Ulyss. You have not patience ;
come.

Tro. I pray you, stay ; by hell and all hell s

torments,

I will not speak a word ! . . .

T)io. And so, good night.

Cres. Nay, but you part in anger.
.

Tro% Doth that grieve thee?

0 wither’d truth ! . ,

.

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord!

Tro.
.

By Jove,

1 will be patient.

Cres. Guardian !—why, Greek !

Dio. Foh, foh ! adieu
;
you palter.

Cres. In faith, I do not: come hither U
again.

Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at sometfcl

will you go ?

You will break out.

Tro. She strokes his cheek ! fl

Ulyss. Come, eg
Tro. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I will not spesH

word : . I
There is between my will and all offences ^
A guard of patience : stay a little while. I

Ther. How the devil Luxury, with, hid

rump and potato-finger, tickles these togeil

Fry, lechery, fry

!

Dio. But will you, then ?

Cres. In faith, I will, la; never trust me 4

Dio. Give me some token for the surety of
g

Cres. I ’ll fetch you one.
.

[ift

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. I

Tro. Fear me not, sweet I

I will not be myself, nor have cognition

Of what I feel : I am all patience.

Re-enter Cressida.

Ther. Now the pledge ;
now, now, now 1

Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve. I

Tro. O beauty ! where is thy faith? I

Ulyss. Mylol
Tro. I will be patient ;

outwardly I will, id

Cres. You look upon' that sleeve ; beh(|

well. ‘5|
He loved me—O false wench !—Give t me al

Dio. Whose was ’t?
?

.1

Cres. It is no matter, now I have t agaM

I will not meet with you to-morrow night: , I

I prithee, Diomed, visit me no more. I

Ther. Now she sharpens: well said, I

stone 1

Dio. I shall have it.

Cres What, this?

Dio. „ Ay, than

Cres. O, all you gods! O pretty,
]|

pledge!
. ]

Thy master now lies thinking in his bed

Of thee and me, and sighs, and takes my gl

And gives memorial dainty kisses to it, L

As I kiss thee. Nay, do not snatch it from!

He that takes that doth take my heart withl

Dio. I had your heart before, this follwl

Tro. I did swear patience.
. f

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed; I

you shall not

;

I ’ll give you something else.

Dio. I will have this: whose was.it?

Cres. It * s n0 ®i

Dio. Come, tell me whose it was.

Cres. ’Twas one’s that loved me betteij

you will.

But, now you have it, take it. 1

1

j)l0% Whose was itt

Cres. By all Diana’s waiting-women yci

And by herself, I will not tell you whose.

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my hi

And grieve his spirit that dares not challen

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and worest

thy horn,

It should be challenged.

Cres. Well, well, ’tis done, ’tis past: a

it is not

;
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not keep my word.
Why, then, farewell;

never shalt mock Diomed again,

r. You shall not go : one cannot speak a

!

rord, 100
straight starts you.

I do not like this fooling.

r. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes

u pleases me best.

What, shall I come? the hour?
Ay, come:—O Jove!—do come:—

I

hall be plagued.
Farewell till then.

V Good night : I prithee, come.
{Exit Diomedes.

;, farewell ! one eye yet looks on thee

;

th my heart the other eye doth see.

or our sex ! this fault in us I find,

ror of our eye dire(5ts our mind : no
jrror leads must err

; O, then conclude
sway’d by eyes are full of turpitude. {Exit.
\ A proof of strength she could not pub-
sh more,
she said ‘My mind is now turn’d whore.’
s. All ’s done, my lord.

It is.

s. Why stay we, then ?

To make a recordation to my soul

y syllable that here was spoke,
t tell how these two did co-a6t,
not lie in publishing a truth?
t there is a credence in my heart, 120
arance so obstinately strong,
ath invert the attest of eyes and ears,
lose organs had deceptious functions,
1 only to calumniate,
ressid here ?

S' I cannot conjure, Trojan.
She was not, sure.

S' Most sure she was.
Why, my negation hath no taste of

adness.

r. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here
it now.
Let it not be believed for womanhood !

we had mothers ; do not give advantage
born critics, apt, without a theme, 131
>ravation, to square the general sex
ssid’s rule : rather think this not Cressid.

What hath she done, prince, that can
our mothers ?

Nothing at all, unless that this were she.
Will he swagger himself out on ’s own

es?

This she? no, this is Diomed’s Cressida :

y have a soul, this is not she
;

guide vows, if vows be sanctimonies,
imony be the gods’ delight, 140
be rule in unity itself,

aot she. O madness of discourse,
use sets up with and against itself!

authority ! where reason can revolt
: perdition, and loss assume all reason
revolt : this is, and is not, Cressid.
my soul there doth conduce a fight
strange nature that a thing inseparate
more wider than the sky and earth,

: the spacious breadth of this division 150
no orifex for a point as subtle

As Ariachne’s broken woof to enter.
Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto’s gates

;

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven

:

Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself;

The bonds of heaven are slipp’d, dissolved, and
loosed

;

And with another knot, five-finger-tied,
The fractions ofher faith, o-rts of her love,
The fragments, scraps, the bits and greasy relics
Of her o’er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 160

Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half attach’d
With that which here his passion doth express ?

Tro. Ay, Greek; and that shall be divulged
well

In characters as red as Mars his heart
Inflamed with Venus : never did youngman fancy
With so eternal and so fix’d a soul.
Hark, Greek : as much as I do Cressid love,
So much by weight hate I her Diomed

:

That sleeve is mine that he ’ll bear on his helm
;

Were it a casque composed by Vulcan’s skill, 170My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout
Which shipmen do the hurricano call,

Constringed in mass by the almighty sun,
Shah dizzy with more clamour Neptune’s ear
In his descent than shall my prompted sword
Falling on Diomed.

Ther. He’ll tickle it for his concupy.
Tro. O Cressid ! O false Cressid! false, false,

false

!

Let all untruths stand by thy stained name,
And they’ll seem glorious.

Ulyss.
'

O, contain yourself; 180
Your passion draws ears hither.

Enter .Eneas.

sEne. I have been seeking you this hour, my
lord

:

HeCtor, by this, is arming him in Troy ;

Ajax, your guard, stays to conduCl you home.
Tro. Have with you, prince. My courteous

lord, adieu.
Farewell, revolted fair ! and, Diomed,
Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head

!

Ulyss. I’ll bring you to the gates.
Tro. Accept distraCled thanks.

{Exeunt Troilus, sEneas
,
and Ulysses.

Ther. Would I could meet that rogue Diomed !

I would croak like a raven; I would bode, I
would bode. Patroclus will give me any thing
for the intelligence of this whore : the parrot will
not do more for an almond than he for a commo-
dious drab. Lechery, lechery; still, wars and
lechery; nothing else holds fashion: a burning
devil take them

! {Exit.

Scene III. Troy. Before Priajris palace.

Enter Hector and Andromache.

And. When was my lord so much ungently
temper’d,

To stop his ears against admonishment?
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day.
Hedl. You train me to offend you

;
get you in

:

By all the everlasting gods, I ’ll go

!

And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous
to the day.

Hell. No more, I say.



Enter Cassandra.

Cas. Where is my brother Hedtor ?

And. Here, sister; arm’d, and bloody in

intent.

Consort with me in loud and dear petition.

Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream d io

Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night

Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of

slaughter.

Cas. O, ’tis true.

He£l Ho ! bid my trumpet sound

!

Cas. No notes of sally, for the heavens, sweet

brother.
, ,

Hedl. Be gone, I say: the gods have heard

me swear.

Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish

vows: ,,

They are polluted offerings, more abhorr d

Than spotted livers in the sacrifice.

And. O, be persuaded ! do not count it holy

To hurt by being just : it is as lawful, 20

For we would give much, to use violent theits,

And rob in the behalf of charity.

Cas. It is the purpose that makes strong the

vow;
But vows to every purpose must not hold

:

Unarm, sweet Hedtor.

Hen. Hold you still, I say

;

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate :

Life every man holds dear ;
but the brave man

Holds honour far more precious-dear than life.

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees,

Their eyes o’ergalled with recourse of tears.!

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword d «
Opposed to hinder me, should stop my way «

But by my ruin.

Enter Troilus.

How now, young man ! mean’st thou to fight to-

day ? ,

A nd. Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 30
[Exit Cassandra.

Hen. No, faith, young Troilus; doff thy har-

ness, youth
; #

I am to-day 1 the vein of chivalry :

Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strong,

And tempt not yet the brushes of the war.

Unarm thee, go, and doubt thou not, brave boy,

I ’ll stand to-day for thee and me and Troy.

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in

you,
Which better fits a lion than a mam
HeH. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide

me for it.
.

'

Tro. When many times the captive Grecian

falls,
. , „ r .

,40
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword,

You bid them rise, and live.

Hen. O, ’tis fair play.

Tro. Fool’s play, by heaven, Hector.

Heh. How now ! how now

!

Tro. For the love of all the gods,

Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mothers,

And when we have our armours buckled on,

The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords.

Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth.

Hen. Fie, savage, fie !

Tro. Hedlor, then tis wars.

Heh. Troilus, I would not have you fight

to-day. 5°

Tro. Who should withhold me?
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ;

Re-enter Cassandra, with Priam, i

Cas. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold hiir*

He is thy crutch; now if thou lose thy stay!

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee,

l

Fall all together. 1
Pri. Come, Hedlor, come, go bp;

Thy wife hath dream’d; thy mother hat! a

visions;

Cassandra doth foresee ;
and I myself

Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt

To tell thee that this day is ominous :

Therefore, come back.

Hen. iEneas is a-field

;

And I do stand engaged to many Greeks,

Even in the faith of valour, to appear

This morning to them.
1

/Vz. Ay, but thou shalt n

Heh. I must, not break my faith.

You know me dutiful ;
therefore, dear sir,

Let me not shame respedl ; but give me lea

To take that course by your consent and vc

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam.

Cas. O Priam, yield not to him !

A nd. Ho not, dear f

Heh. Andromache, I am offended with

Upon the love you bear me, get you in.

[Exit Andrew

Tro. This foolish, dreaming, superstitioi

Makes all these bodements.

Cas. O, farewell, dear H
Look,’ how thou diest ! look, how thy eye

pale

!

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many v

Hark, how Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries

How poor Andromache shrills her dolours

Behold, distraaion, frenzy and amazement

Like witless antics, one another meet,

And all cry, Heaor ! Heaor’s dead ! O B
Tro. Away ! away !

Cas. Farewell: yet, soft! Heaor, I ta

leave

:

Thou dost thyself and allourTroy deceive.

Hen. You are amazed, my liege, at h

Go in and cheer the town : we’ll forth and

Do deeds worth praise and tell you them at

Pri. Farewell: the god's with safety

about thee

!

about tnee

!

[ExeuntseverallyPriam andHeHer. AU1

Tro. They are at it, hark t Proud V
believe,

I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve.

Enter Pandarus.

Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you he

Tro. What now?
Pan. Here’s a letter come from yondpo,

Tro. Let me read.

Pan. A whoreson tisiek, a whoreson r<

tisick so troubles me, and the foolish fort

this girl ;
and what one thing, what anothe

I shall leave you one o’ these days : ana 1

rheum in mine eyes too, and such an acne
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that, unless a man were cursed, I cannot
Lat to think on’t. What says she there?

Words, words, mere words, no matter
•ora the heart ;

fed doth operate another way. 109
[Tearing the letter.

nd, to wind, there turn and change together.
re with words and errors still she feeds

;

ifies another with her deeds.

[.Exeunt severally

.

IV. Plains between Troyandthe Grecian
camp.

rums: excursions. Enter Thersites.
Now they are clapper-clawing one

r; I ’ll go look on. That dissembling
able Varlet, Diomed, has got that same
doting foolish young knave’s sleeve of
here in his helm: I would fain see them
that that same young Trojan ass, that loves
>re there, might send that Greekish whore-
y villain, with the sleeve, back to the dis-
ig luxurious drab, of a sleeveless errand,
t’other side, the policy of those crafty
;g rascals, that stale old mouse-eaten dry
Nestor, and that same dog-fox, Ulysses,
roved worth a blackberry : they set me up,
:y, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against that
as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the
x prouder than the cur Achilles, and will

}
to-day ; whereupon the Grecians begin

aim. barbarism, and policy grows into an
on. Soft ! here comes sleeve, and t’other.

iter Diomedes, Troilusfollowing.
Fly not

; for shouldst thou take the river

20
swim after.

Thou dost miscall retire

:

: fly, but advantageous care
jw me from the odds of multitude

:

: thee !

Hold thy whore, Grecian !—now for
)re, Trojan !—now the sleeve, now the

exeunt Troilus and Diomedes, fighting.

Enter Hector.

Tell her I have chastised the amorous Trojan,
And am her knight by proof.
S,<rrz'« I go, my lord. [Exit.

Enter Agamemnon.
Agam. Renew, renew 1 The fierce Polydamas

Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarelon
Hath Doreus prisoner,
And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam,
Upon the pashed corses of the kings 10
Epistrophus and Cedius : Polyxenes is slain,
Amphimachus and Thoas deadly hurt,
Patroclus ta’en or slain, and Palamedes
Sore hurt and bruised : the dreadful Sagittary
Appals our numbers : haste we, Diomed,
To reinforcement, or we perish all.

Enter Nestor.
Nest. Go, bear Patroclus’ body to Achilles ;

And bid the snail-paced Ajax arm for shame.
There is a thousand Hedtors in the field

:

Now here he fights on Galathe his horse, 20
And there lacks work ; anon he’s there afoot,
And there they fly or die, like scaled sculls
Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder.
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge.
Fall down before him, like the mower’s swath

:

Here, there, and everywhere, he leaves and takes.
Dexterity so obeying appetite
That what he will he does, and does so much
That proof is call’d impossibility.

Enter Ulysses.
Ulyss. O, courage, courage, princes! great

Achilles 3

0

Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance :

Patroclus’ wounds have roused his drowsy blood,
Together with his mangled Myrmidons,
That noseless, handless, hack’d and chipp’d, come

to him,
Crying on Hedtor. Ajax hath lost a friend
And foams at mouth, and he is arm’d and at it,

Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to-day
Mad and fantastic execution,
Engaging and redeeming of himself
With such a careless force and forceless care 40
As if that luck, in very spite of cunning.
Bade him win all.

What art thou, Greek? art thou for
:dtors match ?

' of blood and honour?
No, no, I am a rascal; a scurvy railing

1 very filthy rogue.
3 E

I do believe thee : live. [Exit.
God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe

a plague break thy neck for frighting
hat’s become of the wenching rogues? I
:y have swallowed one another: 1 would
that miracle

:
yet, in a sort, lechery eats

11 seek them. {Exit.

me V. Anotherpart of the plains.

Enter Diomedes anda Servant.

|Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus’
se;

|

he fair steed to my lady Cressid

:

j
:ommend my service to her ‘beauty

;

Enter Ajax.
Ajax. Troilus! thou coward Troilus! [Exit.

Ay, there, there.
Nest. So, so, we draw together.

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Where is this Hedtor?
Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face

;

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry

:

Hedtor ! where’s Heftor? I will none but Hedtor.
[Exeunt.

Scene VI. Anotherpart oftheplains.

Enter Ajax.
Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thy

head

!

Enter Diomedes.
Dio. Troilus, I say! where’s Troilus?
Ajax. What wouldst thou?
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thou shouldstDio. I would corredt him.

Ajax. Were I the general,

have my office
. , t m „

Ere that corredlion. Troilus, I say ! what, Troilus

Enter Troilus.

Tro. O traitor Diomed ! turn thy false face,

thou traitor, , .

And pay thy life thou owest me for my horse

!

Dio. Ha, art thou there?

A iax. I ’ll fightwithhim alone : stand, Diomed.

Dio He is my prize ;
I will not look upon. 10

Tro. Come, both you cogging Greeks; have

at you both !
[Exeunt,.fighting.

Enter Hector.

Heft. Yea, Troilus? O, well fought, my
youngest brother

!

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Now do I see thee, ha! have at thee,

Hedtor

!

Heft. Pause, if thou wilt. .

Achil. I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan

Be happy that my arms are out of use :

My rest and negligence befriends thee now,

But thou anon shalt hear of me again

;

Till when, go seek thy fortune.

Heft. Fare thee wel1

:

I would have been much more a fresher man, 20

Had I expedted thee. How now, my brother

.

Re-enter Troilus.

Tro. Ajax hath ta’en iEneas : shall it be?

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven,

He shall not carry him ; I ’ll be ta en too,

Or bring him off: fate, hear me what I say

!

1 reck not though I end my life to-day. [Exit.

Mar.
Ther.
Mar.
Ther.

Enter Margarelon.

Turn, slave, and fight.

What art thou?

A bastard son of Priam’s.

1 ncr. I am a bastard too ; I love bastai

am a bastard begot, bastard instrudted, b,

in mind, bastard in valour, in every thing

timate. One bear will not bite another

wherefore should one bastard?
.

Take n
the quarrel ’s most ominous to us : if the so fc

whore fight for a whore, he tempts judge al

farewell, bastard. [ft

Mar. The devil take thee, coward ! [|

Scene VIII. Anotherpart oftheplaiI

Enter Hector.

Heft. Most putrefied core, so fair with(

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life.

Now is my day’s work done; I’ll take

breath : ,

Rest, sword ;
thou hast thy fill of blood and

[Puts off his helmet and hangs his

behin,

Enter one in sumptuous armour.

Heft. Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art a

goodly mark

:

No ? wilt thou not? I like thy armour well

;

I ’ll frush it and unlock the rivets all.

But I ’ll be master of it : wiltthounot, beast, abide/

Why, then fly on, I’ll hunt thee for thy hide. 31
J ’

[Exeunt

.

Scene VII. Anotherpart ofthe plains.

Enter Achilles, with Myrmidons.

Come here about me, you my Myr-
Achil. ~~

midons
; . , T t- 1

.

Mark what I say. Attend me where I wheel
. _

Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in

breath
: . „ 0 r .

And when I have the bloody Heftor found,

Empale him with your weapons round about

;

In fellest manner execute your aims.

Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye

:

It is decreed Hedtor the great must die. [Exeunt.

Enter Menelaus and ¥axis,fighting: then

Thersites.

Ther The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are

at it. Now, bull! now, dog! ’Loo, Paris, loo

now my double-henned sparrow ! ’loo, Pans, loo .

The bull has the game : ware horns, ho!

[Exeunt Paris and Menelaus.

Enter Achilles and Myrmidons.

Achil. Look, He&or, how the sun be*

How ugly night comes breathing at his he

Even with the vail and darking of the sun,

To close the day up, Hedtor’s life is done.

Heft. I am unarm’d; forego this v;

Greek.
Achil. Strike, fellows, strike ;

this is tl

I seek. [Heitorfc

So, Ilion, fall thou next ! now, Troy, sink

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy b

On, Myrmidons, and cry you all amainJ
‘ Achilles hath the mighty Heaor slain.

[A retreat s<

Hark ! a retire upon our Grecian part.

Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound tl

my lord.
. . ,

Achil. The dragon wing of night 0 er -

the earth,

And, stickler-like, the armies separates. I

My half-supp’d sword, that frankly woull

fed,
.

1

Pleased with this dainty bait, thus goes to

[Sheathes his <

Come, tie his body to my horse’s tail
; ]

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. \£

Scene IX. A notherpart of thepla

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, K|

Diomedes, and others,
marching.

within.

Agam. Hark ! hark ! what shout is th

Nest. Peace, drums!
,

[Within] Achilles! Achilles! Hedtor :}

Achilles! „ _ , ,
. 1

Dio. The bruit is, Heaor s slain,

Achilles. . ...

Ajax. If it be so, yet bragless let it b

Great Heaor was a man as good as he. .

Agam. March patiently along: let one 1

To pray Achilles see us at our tent.
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pis death the gods have us befriended, <3

Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended.
[Exeunt

,
marching.

cene X. Anotherjart of the plains.

Enter ./Eneas and Trojans.

te. Stand, ho! yet are we masters of the
ield:

- go home ; here starve we out the night.

Enter Troiuts.

Hedlor is slain.

Hedlor ! the gods forbid !

. He's dead ; and at the murderer’s horse’s
ail,

astly sort, dragg’d through the shameful
ield.

1 on, you heavens, effedt your rage with
peed

!

ids, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy

!

at once let your brief plagues be mercy,
nger not our sure destructions on

! 9My lord, you do discomfort all the host.
. You understand me not that tell me so

:

ot speak of flight, of fear, of death,
ire all imminence that gods and men
5S their dangers in. Hector is gone

:

hall tell Priam so, or Hecuba?
n that will a screech-owl aye be call’d,

:o Troy, and say there. Hector’s dead:
is a word will Priam turn to stone

;

wells and Niobes of the maids and wives,
atues of the youth, and, in a word, 20
Troy out of itself. But, march away

:

is dead
; there is no more to say.

it. You vile abominable tents,
roudly pight upon our Phrygian plains,
tan rise as early as he dare.

I

I’ll through and through you! and, thou great-
sized coward,

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates:
I’ll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still,

That mouldeth goblins swift as frenzy’s thoughts.
Strike a free march to Troy ! with comfort go

: 30Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.
[Exeunt AEneas and Trojans.

As Troilus is going out, enter,from the other
side

, Pandarus.
Pan. But hear you, hear you !

Tro- Hence, broker-lackey ! ignomy and shame
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thyname

!
[Exit. 1

Pan. A goodly medicine for my aching bones

!

O world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent
despised ! O traitors and bawds, how earnestly
are you set a-work, and how ill requited! why
should our endeavour be so loved and the per-
formance so loathed? what verse for it? what
instance for it? Let me see

:
4I

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing,
Till he hath lost his honey and his sting;
And being once subdued in armed tail.

Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail.

Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted
cloths. '

As many as be here of pander’s hall,
Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar’s fall;
Or if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 50 1

Though not for me, yet for your aching bones.
Brethren and sisters of the hold-door trade,
Some two months hence my will shall here bem4de

:

It should be now, but that my fear is this,
Some galled goose of Winchester would hiss :

Till then I ’ll sweat and seek about for eases,
And at that time bequeathe you my diseases.

[Exit.
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ACT I.

Scene I. Rome. A street

.

Enter a company ofmutinous Citizens, with

staves,
clubs,

and other weapons.

First Cit. Before we proceed any further,

hear me speak.

All. Speak, speak.
, ,.

First at. You are all resolved rather to die

than to famish ?

A ll. Resolved, resolved.
. .

First at. First, you know Cams Marcius is

chief enemy to the people.

All. We know’t, we know t,

First Cit. Let us kill him, and we’ll have

•ice. Is ’t a verdict? n

partly proud; which he is, even to the altiti

his virtue. *
. . . ,

.

Sec. Cit. What lie cannot help in his n

you account a vice in him. You must in n<

say he is covetous.

First Cit. If I must not, I need not he 1

of accusations ; he hath faults,
.

with surp

tire in repetition. [Shouts within . ] What'

are these? The other side o’ the city is

why stay we prating here ? to the Capitol

.

All. Come, come.

First Cit. Soft ! who comes here?

Enter Menenius Agrippa.

corn at our own price. « .. » —
:

All. No more talking on t; let it be done:

away, away
! . .

Sec. Cit. One word, good citizens.
. .

First Cit. We are accounted poor citizens, the

patricians good. What authority surfeits on would

relieve us : if they would yield us but the super-

fluity, while it were wholesome, we might guess

they relieved us humanely ; but they think we

are too dear : the leanness that affliCts us, the

objeCt of our misery, is as an inventory to parti-

cularize their abundance ; our sufferance is a gam

to them. Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere

we become rakes : for the gods know I speak this

in hunger for bread, not in thirst for revenge..

Sec. Cit. Would you proceed especially against

Caius Marcius?
, .

A ll. Against him first : he’s a very dog to the

commonalty. . ,

29

Sec. Cit. Consider you what services he has

done for his country?
First Cit. Very well ;

and could be content to

give him good report for’t, but that he pays him-

self with being proud.
.

Sec. Cit. Nay, but speak not maliciously.

First Cit. I say unto you, what he hath done

famously, he did it to that end : though soft-con-

scienced men can be content to say it was for his

country, he did it to please his mother, and to be

Sec. Cit

.

Worthy Menenius Agrippa; or

hath always loved the people.

First Cit. He’s one honest enough : wo

the rest were so !

Men. What work’s, my countrymen, m
where go you

With bats and clubs? The matter? speaK,

you.
.

.

First Cit. Our business is not unknown

senate ;
they hgve had inkling this fortnigh

we intend to do, which now we 11 show

deeds. They say poor suitors have strong br

they shall know we have strong arms too.

Men. Why, masters, my good friends

honest neighbours,

Will you undo yourselves?

First Cit. We cannot, sir, we are i

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitabl

Have the patricians of you. For your war

Your suffering in this dearth, you may as
j

Strike at the heaven with your staves as lit

Against the Roman state, whose course wi

The way it takes, cracking ten thousand c

Of more strong link asunder than can evei

Appear in your impediment. For the des

The gods, not the patricians, make it, and

Your knees to them, not arms, must help.

You are transported by calamity

Thither where more attends you, and you
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90

helms o’ the state, who care for you like

fathers,

1 you curse them as enemies. 80
•$t Cit. Care for us ! True, indeed ! They
cared for us yet : suffer us to famish, and
store-houses crammed with grain; make
for usury, to support usurers ; repeal daily
holesome adt established against the rich,
>rovide more piercing statutes daily, to
up and restrain the poor. If the wars eat
up, they will ; and there’s all the love they

is.

'i. Either you must
ss yourselves wondrous malicious,
accused of folly. I shall tell you
tty tale ; it may be you have heard it ;

ince it serves my purpose, I will venture
le ’t a little more.
rt at. Well, I’ll hear it, sir: yet you
not think to fob off our disgrace with a
out, an ’t please you, deliver.

t. There was a time when all the body’s
nembers
I’d against the belly, thus accused it: 100
>nly like a gulf it did remain
midst o’ the body, idle and unadlive,
lpboarding the viand, never bearing
labour with the rest, where the other
istruments

e and hear, devise, instrudt, walk, feel,
nutually participate, did minister
he appetite and affedtion common
whole body. The belly answer’d—

•

t at. Well, sir, what answer made the
no

. Sir, I shall tell you. With a kind of
nile,

ne’er came from the lungs, but even
ms

—

ok you, I may make the belly smile
I as speak—it tauntingly replied
discontented members, the mutinous parts
nvied his receipt

; even so most fitly

malign our senators for that
re not such as you.
t at. Your belly’s answer? What !

igly-crowned head, the vigilant eye,
unsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 120
ed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter,
ther muniments and petty helps
our fabric, if that they

—

What then ?

ie, this fellow speaks ! What then ? what
en?
• Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be
strain’d,

the sink o’ the body,

—

,

Well, what then ?

Cit. The former agents, if they did
mplain,
ould the belly answer ?

I will tell you ;

1 bestow a small—of what you have
tie—

>

e awhile, you’ll hear the belly’s answer.
Cit . Ye ’re long about it

Note me this, good friend;
ost grave belly was deliberate,
h like his accusers, and thus answer’d

:

‘True is it, my incorporate friends,’ quoth he,
‘ That I receive the general food at first.

Which you do live upon
; and fit it is,

Because I am the store-house and the shop
Of the whole body : but, if you do remember,
I send it through the rivers of your blood,
Even to the court, the heart, to the seat o’ the

brain; 140
And, through the cranks and offices of man,
1 he strongest nerves and small inferior veins
From me receive that natural competency
Whereby they live : and though that all at once,
You, my good friends,’—this says the belly,

mark me,

—

First Cit. Ay, sir; well, well.
Men. ‘ Though all at once cannot

bee what I do deliver out to each.
Yet I can make my audit up, that all
From me do back receive the flour of all,
And leave me but the bran.’ What say you to’t?
First Cit. It was an answer; how apply

you this? I5I
Men. The senators of Rome are this good

belly,

And you the mutinous members; for examine
Their counsels and their cares, digest things

rightly
Touching the weal o’ the common, you shall find
No public benefit which you receive
But it proceeds or comes from them to you
And no way from yourselves. What do you

think,

You, the great toe of this assembly?
First Cit. I the great toe ! why the great toe?
Men. For that, being one o’ the lowest,

basest, poorest, j6x
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go’st foremost

:

Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run,
Lead’st first to win some vantage.
But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs

:

Rome and her rats are at the point of battle

;

The one side must have bale.

Enter Caius Marcius.

Hail, noble Marcius

!

Mar. Thanks. What ’s the matter, you dis-
sentious rogues.

That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion,
Make yourselves scabs?
First Cit. We have ever your good word. 170
Mar. He that will give good words to thee

will flatter

Beneath abhorring. What would you have, you
curs.

That like nor peace nor war ? the one affrights you,
The other makes you proud. He that trusts to

you,
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares

;

Where foxes, geese
:
you are no surer, no,

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice,
Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is
To make him worthy whose offence subdues him
And curse that justice did it. Who deserves

greatness z 80
Deserves your hate ; and your affeaions are
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that
Which would increase his evil. He that depends
Upon your favours swims with fins of lead



And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye!

. Trust ye?
With every minute you do change a mind,

And call him noble that was now your hate,

Him vile that was your garland. What’s the

matter.

That in these several places of the city

You cry against the noble senate, who, 190

Under the gods, keep you in awe, which else

Would feed on one another? What’s their

seeking ?

Men. For corn at their own rates; whereof,

they say,

The city is well stored.

Mar. Hang ’em! They say

!

They’ll sit by the fire, and presume to know
What’s done i’ the Capitol ; who’s like to rise,

Who thrives and who declines ; side fadtions and
give out

Conjectural marriages; making parties strong

And feeding such as stand not in their liking

Below their cobbled shoes. They say there’s

grain enough
! .

200

Would the nobility lay aside their ruth,

And let me use my sword, I ’Id make a quarry.

With thousands of these quarter’d slaves, as high

As I could pick my lance.

Men. Nay, these are almost thoroughly per-

suaded ;

For though abundantly they lack discretion,

Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech

you,
What says the other troop?

Mar. They are dissolved : hang ’em

!

They said they were an-hungry; sigh’d forth

proverbs,

That hunger broke stone walls, that dogs must eat,

That meat was made for mouths, that the gods

sent not 211

Corn for the rich men only : with these shreds

They vented their complainings ; which being

answer’d,
And a petition granted them, a strange one

—

To break the heart of generosity,

And make bold power look pale—they threw
their caps

As they would hang them on the horns o’ the

moon,
Shouting their emulation.

Men. What is granted them?
Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar

wisdoms,
Of their own choice : one’s Junius Brutus, 220

Sicinius Velutus, and I know not
—’Sdeath !

The rabble should have first unroof’d the city,

Ere so prevail’d with me : it will in time

Win upon power and throw forth greater themes
For insurrection’ s arguing.

Men. This is strange.

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments

!

Enter a Messenger, hastily.

1

Mess. Where’s Caius Marcius?
Mar. Here ; what’s the matter?

Mess. The news is, sir, the Volsces are in

arms.
Mar. I am glad on ’t: then we shall ha’

means to vent
Our musty superfluity. See, our best elders.

Enter Cominius, Titus Lartius, and
Senators; Junius Brutus and Sicinii

lutus.

First Sen. Marcius, ’tis true that yo\

lately told us

;

The Volsces are in arms.

Mar. They have a leadi

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to ’t.

I sin in envying his nobility,

And were I any thing but what I am,
I would wish me only he.

Com. You have fought toj

Mar. Were half to half the world by t

and he
Upon my party, I ’Id revolt, to make
Only my wars with him : he is a lion

That I am proud to hunt.

First Sen. Then, worthy Marcw
Attend upon Cominius to these wars.

Com. It is your former promise.

Mar. Sir, it i

And I am constant. Titus .Lartius, thou

Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus’ f;

What, art thou stiff? stand’st out?

Tit. No, Caius M
I’ll lean upon one crutch and fight with t’

Ere stay behind this business.

Men. O, true-bred

Eirst Sen. Your company to the C

where, I know,
Our greatest friends attend us.

Tit. [ To Com.] Lead you 0:

[To Mar.] Follow Cominius; we must

you

;

Right worthy you priority.

Com. Noble Marcius

First Sen. [To the Citizens] Hence 1

homes ; be gone

!

Mar. Nay, let them
The Volsces have much corn; take the

thither

To gnaw their garners. Worshipful muti:

Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow.

[Citizens steal away. Exeunt
Sicinius and 1

Sic. Was ever man so proud as

Marcius ?

Bru. He has no equal.

Sic. When we were chosen tribunes

people,

—

Bru. Mark’d you his lip and eyes?

Sic. Nay, but his

Bru. Being moved, he will not spare

the gods.

Sic. Be-mock the modest moon.
Bru. The present wars devour him

grown
Too proud to be so valiant.

Sic. Such a nature,

Tickled with good success, disdains the si

Which he treads on at noon : but I do wo

His insolence can brook to be commandec

Under Cominius.
Bru. Fame, at the which he a

In whom already he’s well graced, can nc

Better be held nor more attain’d than by
f

A place below the first : for what miscarxij

Shall be the general’s fault, though he perk
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I utmost of a man, and giddy censure
len cry out of Marcius ‘ 0, if he
orne the business !

’

Besides, if things go well,
in that so sticks on Marcius shall
demerits rob Cominius.

Come

:

II Cominius’ honours are to Marcius,
h Marcius earn’d them not, and all his faults
ircius shall be honours, though indeed
ht he merit not.

Let’s hence, and hear 280
he dispatch is made, and in what fashion,
han his singularity, he goes •
:his present adtion.

Let’s along. [Exeunt.

2NE II. Corioli. T)ie Senate-house

.

Tullus Aufidius and certain Senators.

- Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius,
tey of Rome are enter’d in our counsels
ow how we proceed.

Is it not yours ?

ver have been thought on in this state,
>uld be brought to bodily a<5l ere Rome
•cumvention ? ’Tis not four days gone
heard thence; these are the words ; I think
:he letter here

;
yes, here it is.

!
‘They have press’d a power, but it is

t known
r for east or west: the dearth is great; 10
>ple mutinous; and it is rumour’d,
is, Marcius your old enemy,
of Rome worse hated than of you,
us Lartius, a most valiant Roman,
iree lead on this preparation
•

’tis bent : most likely ’tis for you

:

r of it.’

Sen. Our army’s in the field

:

:r yet made doubt but Rome was ready
er us.

Nor did you think it folly
your great pretences veil’d till when 20
eds must show themselves; which in the
ching,

1, appear’d to Rome. By the discovery
be shorten’d in our aim, which was
n many towns ere almost Rome
now we were afoot.

t #
Noble Aufidius,

ir commission ; hie you to your bands

:

one to guard Corioli

:

it down before ’s, for the remove
your army; but, I think, you ’ll find
aot prepared for us.

O, doubt not that; 30
'om certainties. Nay, more,
cels of their power are forth already,
hitherward.

.

I leave your honours.
Caius Marcius chance to meet,

i between us we shall ever strike
an do no more.

.
The gods assist you !^d keep your honours safe

!

en' Farewell.
*• „ Farewell,"wel [Exeunt.

Scene III. Rome. A room in Marcius’ house.

Enter Volumnia and Virgilia; they set them
down on two low stools

,
and sew.

V°l\
e l Pray you, daughter, sing; or express

yourself in a more comfortable sort : if my son
were my husband, I should freelier rejoice in that
absence wherein he won honour than in the em-
bracements of his bed where he would show most
love. When yet he was but tender-bodied and
the only son ofmy womb, when youth with come-
hness plucked all gaze his way, when for a day
of kings entreaties a mother should not sell himan hour from her beholding, I, considering how
honour would become such a person, that it wasno better than pnflure-like to hang by the wall ifrenown made it not stir, was pleased to let him
seek danger where he was like to find fame. Toa cruel war I sent him

; from whence he returned
his brows bound with oak. I tell thee, daughter
1 sprang not more in joy at first hearing he was a
man-child than now in first seeing he had proved
himself a man.

Vir. But had he died in the business, madanvhow then?
Vol. Then his good report should have beenmy son

; I therein would have found issue. Hearme profess sincerely ; had I a dozen sons, each inmy love alike and none less dear than thine andmy
u i

g°?d ^rcius
»

1 had rather had eleven die
nobly for their country than one voluptuously
surfeit out of aaion.

y

Enter a Gentlewoman.

Gent.
*

Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to
visit you.

Vir. Beseech you, give me leave to retire
myself.

Vol. Indeed, you shall not.
Methinks I hear hither your husband’s drum,
oee him pluck Aufidius down by the hair
As children from a bear, the Volsces shunninghim

:

Methinks I see him stamp thus, and call thus

:

Come on, you cowards
!
you were got in fear,

d hough you were born in Rome :’ his bloody brow
With his mail’d hand then wiping, forth he goes
Like to a harvest-man that’s task’d to mow
Or all or lose his hire. 4Q
Vir His bloody brow ! O Jupiter, no blood !

rrx-c
0^' Ya^’ y°u ^ more becomes a man

lhan gilt his trophy: the breasts of Hecuba,
When she did suckle Heaor, look’d not lovelier
Than Heaor’s forehead when it spit forth blood
At Grecian sword, contemning. Tell ValeriaWe are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent

Vir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius !

Vol. He’ll beat Aufidius’ head below his kneeAnd tread upon his neck. 5Q

Enter Valeria, with an Usher and Gentle-
woman.

Val. My ladies both, good day to you.
Vol. Sweet madam.
Vir. I am glad to see your ladyship.
Val. How do you both? you are manifest

nouse-keepers. What are you sewing here ? A
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fine f spot, in good faith. How does your little

S

°FzV. I thank your ladyship; well, good

m
*VoT He had rather see the swords, and hear

a drum, than look upon his schoolmaster. 61

Val. O’ my word, the father’s son : I 11 swear,

’tis a very pretty boy. O’ my troth, I looked

upon him o’ Wednesday half an hour together

:

has such a confirmed countenance. I saw him

run after a gilded butterfly ; and when he caught

it, he let it go again ;
and after it again ;

and

over and over he comes, and up again ;
catched

it again ; or whether his fall enraged him, or how

’twas, he did so set his teeth and tear it ,
O,

warrant, how he mammocked it ! 7 1

Vol. One on ’s father’s moods.

Val. Indeed, la, ’tis a noble child.

Vir. A crack, madam.
Val. Come, lay aside your stitchery ; I must

have you play the idle huswife with me this after-

noon, _ - ,

Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out of doors.

Val. Not out of doors !

Vol. She shall, she shall.
.

80

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ;
1 11 not

over the threshold till my lord return from the

wars. ,

.

Val. Fie, you confine yourself most unreason-

ably : com?, you must go visit the good lady that

^vfr. I will wish her speedy strength, and visit

her with my prayers ;
but I cannot go thither.

Vol. Why, I pray you?

Vir. ’Tis not to save labour, nor that 1 want

love
Val. You would be another Penelope

:
yet,

1

they say, all the yarn she spun in Ulysses absence

I

did but fill Ithaca full of moths. Conle ;
I would

j

your cambric were sensible as your finger, that

|

you might leave pricking it for pity. Come, you

I shall go with us. . , ,

j

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me; indeed,

|

I vtfll not forth.
, T „i t ,1

Val. In truth, la, go with me ;
and 1 11 tell

you excellent news of your husband. 101

Vir O, good madam, there can be none yet.

Val. Verily, I do not jest with you; there

came news from him last night.

Vir. Indeed, madam?
Val In earnest, it’s true; I heard a senator

speak it. Thus it is: the Volsces have an army

forth; against whom Cominius the general is

gone, with one part of our Roman power
:
your

lord and Titus Lartius are set down before their

city Corioli ;
they nothing doubt prevailing and

to make it brief wars. This is true, on mine

honour ; and so, I pray, go with us.

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam; 1 will

obey you in every thing hereafter.

.

Vol. Let her alone, lady : as she is now, she will

but disease our better mirth.

Val. In troth, I think she would. Fare you

well, then. Come, good sweet lady. Prithee,

Virgilia, turn thy solemness out .0’ door, and go

along with us.
„ . , , T

I2
1

Vir. No, at a word, madam ;
indeed, 1 must

not. I wish you much mirth.

Val. Well, then, farewell. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. Before Corioli.

Enter, with drum and colours

\

Marcjus,
T . Cnnl-oinc SIU/1 TO t)

9

Mar.
Lart.
Mar.
Mess.

Lartius, Captains and Soldiers.

Messenger.

Mar. Yonder comes news. A wager the;

met.
Lart. My horse to yours, no.

’Tis done, . i

A e

Say, has our general met the ene?J

They lie in view; but have not h]

as yet.

Lart. 3d, the good horse is mine.

Mar. I ’ll buy him (|$

Lart. No, I’ll nor sell nor give him : lei y.

him I will

For half a hundred years. Summon the tea

Mar. How far offlie these armies?

Mess. Within this mile ana

Mar. Then shall we hear their ’laruiil

they oursuicy uuis.

Now, Mars, I prithee, make us quick in w<

That we with smoking swords may mare

hence,
To help our fielded friends 1 Come, blow th

They sound aparley. Enter two Sepatoi
others on the walls.

Tullus Aufidius, is he within your walls?

First Sen. No, nor a man that fears y

than he,

That’s lesser than a little. [Drums aft

Hark ! our drums
Are bringing forth our youth. We’ll br(

walls,

Rather than they shall pound us up : our
<

Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn

rushes

;

They ’ll open of themselves. [A larum aj

Hark you, far off!

There is Aufidius; list, what work he mak

Amongst your cloven army.

Mar. O, they are at

Lart. Their noise be our instruction,

ders, ho!

Enfer the ariny ofthe Volsces.
I

Mar. They fear us not, hut issue forth th.

:

Now put your shields before your hearts, ail

With hearts more proof than shields. A(|

brave Titus : ,

They do disdain us much beyond our thoi

Which makes me sweat with wrath. Co

my fellows :

He that retires, I’ll take him for a Volsce,

And he shall feel mine edge.

Alarum. The Romans are beat bach h

trenches. Re-enter Marcius, curst

Mar. All the contagion of the south 1

You shames of Rome !
you herd of—

B

PI aster^yoil o’er, that you may be abhorr’l

Further than seen and one infedt another

Against the wind a mile ! You souls of g<

That bear the shapes of men, how have y j

From slaves that apes would beat! Pluto a
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d Sol.

Sol.

•t Sol.

jrt behind ; backs red, and faces pale
flight and agued fear ! Mend and charge
home,

y the fires of heaven, I ’ll leave the foe 39
nake my wars on you : look to’t : come on ;

1 ’ll stand fast, we ’ll beat them to their wives,
e.y us to our trenches followed.

her alarum. The Volscesfly, and Mar-
ciusfollows them to the gates.

ow the gates are ope: now prove good
leconds:

>r the followers fortune widens them,
>r the fliers : mark me, and do the like.

[Enters the gates.
Fool-hardiness

; not I.

.

Nor I.

[Marcius is shut in.
See, they have shut him in.

To the pot, I warrant him.
[A larum continues.

Re-enter Titus Lartius.

t. What is become of Marcius ?

Slain, sir, doubtless.
t Sol. Following the fliers at the very
eels,

hem he enters
; who, upon the sudden, 50

i to their gates : he is himself alone,
wer all the city.

••
'

O noble fellow

!

msibly outdares his senseless sword,
vhen it bows, stands up. Thou art left,

[arcius

:

ancle entire, as big as thou art,

ot so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier
d Cato’s wish, not fierce and terrible
t strokes

; but, with thy grim looks and
inder-like percussion of thy sounds, 59
ladest thine enemies shake, as if the world
werous and did tremble.

l

er Marcius, bleeding
,
assaulted by the

enemy.

Sol. Look, sir.

O, ’tis Marcius !

tch him off, or make remain alike.
[.Theyfight, and all enter the city.

bCENE V. Corioli. A street,

nter certain Romans, with spoils.

Rom. This will I carry to Rome.
tom. And I this.
IRom. A murrain on ’t ! I took this for

[Alarum continues still afar off.

Marcius and Titus Lartius with a
trumpet.

See here these movers that do prize
:ir hours
ek’d drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons,
adoit, doublets that hangmen would
ith those that wore them, these base
^es,

the fight be done, pack up : down with
; m

!

*k> what noise the general makes! To
10

There is the man ofmy soul’s hate, Aufidius,
Piercing our Romans : then, valiant Titus, take
Convenient numbers to make good the city

;

Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will
haste

To help Cominius.
Lart.

'
Worthy sir, thou bleed’st;

1 hy exercise hath been too violent forA second course of fight.
Mar. Sir, praise me not ;My work hath yet not warm’d me : fare you well :

The blood I drop is rather physical
Than dangerous to me : to Aufidius thus 20
I will appear, and fight.

• 1

Now the fair goddess, Fortune,
fall deep in love with thee

; and her great charms
Misguide thy opposers’ swords ! Bold gentleman
Prosperity be thy page !

Afon Thy friend no less
I han those she placeth highest ! So, farewell.
Lart. Thou worthiest Marcius !

n , . .
[Exit Marcius.

Co, sound thy trumpet in the market-place

;

Call thither all the officers o’ the town,
Where they shall know our mind : away

!

[Exeunt.

Scene VI. Near the camp of Cominius.

Enter Cominius, as it were in retire, with
soldiers.

Com. Breathe you, my friends : well fought

;

we are come off
Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands,
Nor cowardly in retire: believe me, sirs,
We shall be charged again. Whiles we have

'

struck,
By interims and conveying gusts we have heard

j

i he charges of our friends. Ye Roman gods!.
Lead their successes as we wish our own,
That both our powers, with smiling fronts en-

,

countering,
May give you thankful sacrifice.

Enter a Messenger.

, _ .
Thy news?

Mess. I he citizens of Corioli have issued, 10
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle

:

I saw our party to their trenches driven,
And then I came away.
Com. Though thou speak’st truth, I

Methinks thou speak’st not well, flow long is’t
since ?

Mess. Above an hour, my lord.
Com. ’Tis not a mile ; briefly we heard their

drums
: jHow couldst thou in a mile confound an hour,

jAnd bring thy news so late ?

Mfss
'

. , ,
Spies of the Volsces !

Held me m chase, that I was forced to wheel
Thr.ee or four miles about, else had I, sir, 20 ^

Half an hour since brought my report
’

!

C°m-

,
Who’s yonder, i

1 hat does appear as he were flay’d? O gods !
jHe has the stamp of Marcius; and I have

Before-time seen him thus. 1

Mar. [ Within] Come I too late ?

Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from i

a tabor
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More than I know the sound of Marcius’ tongue

From every meaner man.

Enter Marcius.

Mar. Come I too late?

Corn. Ay, if you come not in the blood oi

others,

But mantled in your own.

Mar. O, let me clip ye

In arms as sound as when I woo’d, in heart 30

As merry as when our nuptial day was done,

And tapers burn’d to bedward !

Com .
Flower of warriors,

How is’t with Titus Lartius?

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees

!

Condemning some to death, and some to exile

;

Ransoming him, or pitying, threatening the other.

Holding Corioli in the name of Rome,

Even like a fawning greyhound in the leash,

To let him slip at will.

Com. Where is that slave

Which’ told me they had beat you to your

trenches? 4°

Where is he? call him hither.

Mar. Let him alone

;

He did inform the truth : but for our gentlemen,

The common file—a plague ! tribunes for them .

The mouse ne’er shunn’d the cat as they did

budge
From rascals worse than they.

C0m,
: But how prevail d you ?

Mar. Will the,,,time serve to tell? I do not

Where is the enemy? are you lords o’ the field?

If not, why cease yod till you are so?
.

Com. , .

.Marcius,

We have at disadvantage fought and did

Retire to win our purpose. 5°

Mar. How lies ‘their battle? know you

which side

They have placed their men of trust?
.

Com. As I guess, Marcius,

Their bands i’ the vaward are the Antiates,

Of their best trust ; o’er them Aufidius,

Their very heart of hope.

Mar. I do beseech you,

By all the battles wherein we have fought,

By the blood we have shed together, by the vows

We have made to endure friends, that you directly

Set me against Aufidius and his Antiates

;

And that you not delay the present, but, 60

Filling the air with swords advanced and darts,

We prove this very hour.

Com. Though I could wish

You were conducted to a gentle bath

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never

Deny your asking : take your choice of those

That best can aid your adtion.

Mar. Those are they

That most are willing. If any such be here—

As it were sin to doubt—that love this painting

Wherein you see me smear’d ;
if any fear

Lesser his person than an ill report ;
7°

If any think brave death outweighs bad life

And that his country’s dearer than himself;

Let him alone, or so many so minded,

Wave thus, to express his disposition,

And follow Marcius.
, . ,

[ They all shout and wave their swords,
take

him up in their arms,
and cast up n

ccips • , . 0

O, me alone ! make you a sword of me?

If these shows be not outward, which of yo j

But is four Volsces? none of you but is

Able to bear against the great Aufidius

A shield as hard as his. A certain numbei I

Though thanks to all, must I selea from ai|

rest
, I

Shall bear the business in some other fight,

As cause will be obey’d. Please you to m:n

fAnd four shall quickly draw out my comD <

Which men are best inclined.

Com. March on, my fe

Make good this ostentation, and you shall

Divide in all with us.

Scene VII. The gates of Corioli.

Titus Lartius, having set a guard upon

oli going with drum and trumpet t

Cominius and Caius Marcius, enters

Lieutenant, other Soldiers, and a Scout.

Lart. So, let the ports be guarded : kee j

duties, . .

As I have set them down. If I do send, di

Those centuries to our aid : the rest will s<£

For a short holding : if we lose the field,

We cannot keep the town.

Lieu. Fear not our car

Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upo

Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp c

us. &
Scene VIII. A field ofbattle.

A larum as in battle. Enter,from opposit

Marcius and Aufidius.

Mar. I ’ll fight with none but thee ;
f

hate thee

Worse than a promise-breaker.

Auf We hate al

Not Afric owns a serpent I abhor
_

More than thy fame and envy. Fix thy i

Mar. Let the first budger die the other

And the gods doom him after

!

Auf. If I fly, Ma

Holloa me like a hare.

Mar. Within these three hours,

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls,

And made what work I pleased : ’tis not m
Wherein thou seest me mask’d ; for thy r(

Wrench up thy power to the highest. J
Auf. Wert thou the He

That was the whip of your bragg’d proge

Thou shouldst not scape me here.

r Theyfight, and certain Volsces com

aid ofA ufidius. Marciusfights .

be driven in breathless.

Officious, and not valiant, you have sham

In your condemned seconds.

Scene IX. The Roman camp.

Flourish. Alarum. A retreat is s

Flourish. Enter, from one side, U
with the Romans ;

from the other suit

cius, with bis arm in a scarf.

Com. If I should tell thee o’er this tl

work,
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1

,’ldst not believe thy deeds : but I ’ll report it

re senators shall mingle tears with smiles,
e great patricians shall attend and shrug,
end admire, where ladies shall be frighted,
gladly quaked, hear more ; where the dull
tribunes,

with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours,
say against their hearts ‘We thank the gods
^ome hath such a soldier.’

amest thou to a morsel of this feast, io
1g fully dined before.

er Titus Lartius, with hispower,from
thepursuit.

f O general,
is the steed, we the caparison

:

: thou beheld

—

r. Pray now, no more : my mother,
las a charter to extol her blood,
she does praise me grieves me. I have done
u have done

; that’s what I can
; induced

a have been ; that’s for my country:
at has but effected his good will
overta’en mine a<5t.

t- You shall not be
rave of your deserving

; Rome must know
alue of her own : ’twere a concealment 21
than a theft, no less than a traducement,
e your doings

; and to silence that,

,
to the spire and top of praises vouch’d,
seem but modest: therefore, I beseech
ou—
1 of what you are, not to reward
/ou have done—before our army hear me.
•• I have some wounds upon me, and they
nart

r themselves remember’d,

k-. Should they not,
light they fester gainst ingratitude, 30
nt themselves .with death. Of all the
)rses,

of we have ta’en good and good store,
all

asure in this field achieved and city,
der you the tenth, to be ta’en forth,
the common distribution, at
dy choice.

I thank you, general ;

tnot make my heart consent to take
to pay my sword : I do refuse it;
nd upon my common part with those
ive beheld the doing. 40
longflourish. They all cry ‘Marcius !

Marcius !
’ cast up their caps and lances:

Cominius and Lartius stand bare.
May these same instruments, which

u profane,
ound more ! when drums and trumpets

Id prove flatterers, let courts and cities be
1 of false-faced soothing!
eel grows soft as the parasite’s silk,
be made a coverture for the wars

!

1?

Sa^ ' ^or t-^at * have not wash’d
: that bled, or foil’d some debile wretch,

—

without note, here’s many else have
le,

—

tit me forth
(nations hyperbolical

;

5o

As if I loved my little should be dieted
In praises sauced with lies.

Com. Too modest are you;
More cruel to your good report than grateful
To us that give you truly : by your patience,
If gainst yourself you be incensed, we’ll put

t m y°U ’

Like one that means his proper harm, in mana-
cles,

Then reason safely with you. Therefore, be it
known,

As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 59Wears this war’s garland : in token of the which,My noble steed, known to the camp, I give him,
With all his trim belonging; and from this time,
For what he did before Corioli, call him,
With all the applause and clamour of the host,
Caius Marcius Coriolanus! Bear
The addition nobly ever

!

{Flourish. Trumpets sound, and drums.
All. Caius Marcius Coriolanus 1

Cor. I will go wash
;

And when my face is fair, you shall perceive
Whether I blush or no: howbeit, I thank you. 70
I mean to stride your steed, and at all times
To undercrest your good addition
To the fairness ofmy power.

So, t0 our tent >

Where, ere we do repose us, we will write
To Rome of our success. You, Titus Lartius,
Must to Corioli back : send us to Rome
The best, with whom we may articulate,
For their own good and ours.

rp, .
I shall, my lord.

Lor- 1 ne gods begin to mock me. I, that now
Refused most princely gifts, am bound to beg 80
Of my lord general.
Com. Take ’t ; ’tis yours. What is ’t?
c or. I sometime lay here in Corioli

At a poor man’s house ; he used me kindly:
He cried to me

; I saw him prisoner

;

But then Aufidius was within my view,
And wrath o’erwhelm’d my pity : I request you
lo give my poor host freedom.
C°m'

,
O, well begg’d !

Were he the butcher of my son, he should
Be free as is the wind. Deliver him, Titus.
Lart. Marcius, his name ?

T
CoK By Jupiter! forgot,

lam weary
; yea, my memory is tired. or

\Have we no wine here?

rru
’ 0
^?*

.
Go we to our tent

:

1 he blood upon your visage dries; ’tis time
It should be look’d to: come. {Exeunt,

|

Scene X. The camp ofthe Volsces.
I

A flourish. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius,
|

bloody, with two or three Soldiers. i

A ufl The town is ta’en !

First Sol. ’Twill be deliver’d back on good
condition.

Auf Condition!
I would I were a Roman

; for I cannot,
Being a Volsce, be that I am. Condition

!

What good condition can a treaty find
1 the part that is at mercy? Five times, Mar-

cius,
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002 1

I have fought with thee ; so often hast thou beat

And, wouldst do so, I think, should we encounter

As often as we eat. By the elements, IO

If e’er again I meet him beard to beard,

He’s mine, or I am his : mine emulation

Hath not that honour in’t it had ;
for where «

I thought to crush him in an equal force,
]

True sword to sword, I ’ll potch at him some way

Or wrath or craft may get him. ..

First Sol. He’s the devil.

Auf. Bolder, though not so subtle. My va-

lour’s poison’d

With only suffering stain by him; for him

Shall fly out of itself : nor sleep nor sandtuary

,

1 Being naked, sick, nor fane nor Capitol, 20

I The prayers of priests nor times of sacrifice,

i
Embarquements all of fury, shall lift up

1 Their rotten privilege and custom gainst

My hate to Marcius : where I find him, were it

At home, upon my brother’s guard, even there,

Against the hospitable canon, would 1

Wash my fierce hand in s heart. Go you to the

Learn'how
-

tis held; and what they are that

must
Be hostages for Rome,

i First Sol. Will not you go?

Auf. I am attended at the cypress grove : 1

j ’Tis south the city mills—bring me word thither

How the world goes, that to the pace ot it

I may spur on my journey.
.

First Sol. I shall, sir.

ACT II.

Scene I. Rome. A public peace.

Enter Menenius with the two Tribunes of the

people
,
Sicinius and Brutus.

! Men. The augurer tells me we shall have

news to-night.

Bru. Good or bad?
Men. Not according to the prayer of the peo-

l pie, for they love not Marcius.

Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their

j

Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love?

Sic. The lamb.
. , ,

,

1 Men . Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry ple-

! beians would the noble Marcius. 11

Bru. He’s a lamb indeed, that baes like a

Men. He’s a bear indeed, that lives like a

lamb. You two are old men: tell me one thing

that I shall ask you.

Both. Well, sir.
. .

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor in,

that you two have not in abundance ?

i Bru. He’s poor in no one fault, but stored

with all.

Sic. Especially in pride.
#

Bru. And topping all others in boasting.

Men. This is strange now : do you two knov

how you are censured here in the city, I mean 0

us 0’ the right-hand file ? do you ?

Both. Why, how are we censured?

Men. Because you talk of pride now, n
ron not be angry ?

,

Both. Well, well, sir, well.
j

Men. Why, ’tis no great matter ; for ip

ittle thief of occasion will rob you ofa great d

aatience :
give your dispositions the reins, aj

mgry at your pleasures ;
at the least, if y°'|

it as a pleasure to you in being so. You 1

Marcius for being proud?

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 1

Men. I know you can do very little i*

for your helps are many, or else your ag

would grow wondrous single
:
your abilitil

too infant-like for doing much alone. Yoa

of pride : O that you could turn your eyes taj

the napes of your necks, and make butanul

survey of your good selves ! 0 that you col

Bru. What then, sir?

Men. Why, then you should discover ai

of unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magisl

alias fools, as any in Rome.
Sic. Menenius, you are known well e

t0

Men. I am known to be a humorous

cian, and one that loves a cup of hot win

not a drop of allaying Tiber in t; said

something imperfedt in favouring the first

plaint; hasty and tinder-like upon too

motion ;
one that converses more with the t

of the night than with the forehead of the

ing : what I think I utter, aftd spend my

in my breath. Meeting two such wealsi

you are—I cannot call you Lycurguses-

drink you give me touch my palate adver

make a crooked face at it. I can t say yoi

ships have delivered the matter well, when

the ass in compound with the major part <

syllables : and though I must be content

with those that say you are reverend grav.

yet they lie deadly that tell you you hav

faces. If you see this in the map of my

cosm, follows it that I am known well

too? what harm can your bisson conspe,

glean out of this charadler, if I be kno\

enough too?

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know yc

enough.
.

.

Men. You know neither me, yourseli

any thing. You are ambitious for poor

caps and legs : you wear out a good whe

forenoon in hearing a cause between an 1

wife and a fosset-seller ;
and then rejoi

controversy of three pence to a second

audience. When you are hearing a mat

tween party and party, if you chance to be ]

with the colic, you make faces like mui

set up the bloody flag against all patieno

in roaring for a chamber-pot, dismiss tl

troversy bleeding, the more entangled 1

hearing : all the peace you make m the:

is, calling both the parties knaves. Yo

L pair of strange ones. .

Bru. Come, come, you are well unc

to be a perfedter giber for the table than ;

sary bencher in the Capitol.

r Men. Our very priests must become n

f if they shall encounter such ridiculous sut

you are. When you speak best unto t

pose, it is not worth the wagging of your
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four beards deserve not so honourable a
as to stuff a botcher’s cushion, or to be

ibed in an ass’s pack-saddle. Yet you must
ying, Marcius is proud ; who, in a cheap
ition, is worth all your predecessors since

ilion, though peradventure some of the best

1 were hereditary hangmen. God-den to

vorships : more of your conversation would
my brain, being the herdsmen of the beastly
ans : I will be bold to take my leave of you.

[.Brutus and Sicinius go aside.

ter VoLUMNiA, Virgilia, and Valeria.

now, my as fair as noble ladies,—and the
were she earthly, no nobler,—whither do
•How your eyes so fast? 109
’. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius
iches; for the love of Juno, let’s go.
t. Ha ! Marcius coming home !

. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with most
:rous approbation.

1. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank
Hoo ! Marcius coming home !

. Vir. Nay, ’tis true.

. Look, here ’s a letter from him : the state
another, his wife another; and, I think,
5 one at home for you. 120
1. I will make my very house reel to-

a letter for me !

. Yes, certain, there’s a letter for you; I

t. A letter for me ! it gives me an estate
:n years’ health ; in which time I will make
it the physician: the most sovereign pre-
an in Galen is but empiricutic, and, to this

native, of no better report than a horse-
t. Is he not wounded? he was wont to
tome wounded. 13

1

O, no, no, no.

O, he is wounded ; I thank the gods for’t.

:. So do I too, if it be not too much:
a’ vi&ory in his pocket ? the wounds be-
lim.

On ’s brows : Menenius, he comes the
ime home with the oaken garland.
. Has he disciplined Aufidius soundly?
Titus Lartius writes, they fought toge-

ut Aufidius got off. 141
. And ’twas time for him too, I ’ll warrant
at : an he had stayed by him, I would not
een so fidiused for all the chests in Corioli,

2 gold that’s in them. Is the senate pos-
of this ?

Good ladies, let’s go. Yes, yes, yes;
late has letters from the general, wherein
:s my son the whole name of the war : he
a this adlion outdone his former deeds

I 5 I
In troth, there’s wondrous things spoke

Wondrous ! ay, I warrant you, and not
t his true purchasing.
The gods grant them true !

True
!
pow, wow.

.
True! I’ll be sworn they are true,

is he wounded ? [To the Tribunes] God
our good worships ! Marcius is coming
he has more cause to be proud. Where
ounded?

Vol. I’ the shoulder and i’ the left arm : there
{

will be large cicatrices to show the people, when I

he shall stand for his place. He received in the
j

repulse of Tarquin seven hurts i’ the body.
Men. One i’ the neck, and two i’ the thigh,

j—there’s nine that I know.
Vol. He had, before this last expedition,

j

twenty-five wounds upon him. 170
'

Men. Now it’s twenty-seven: every gash was
an enemy’s grave. [A shout and flourish.]
Hark ! the trumpets.

#

Vol. These are the ushers of Marcius : before
him he carries noise, and behind him he leaves
tears

:

Death, that dark spirit, in ’s nervy arm doth lie ; j

Which, being advanced, declines, and then men
die.

j

A sennet. Trumpets sound. Enter Cominius
!

the general
,
and Titus Lartius; between

them, Coriolanus, crowned with an oaken
garland; with Captains and Soldiers, and a *

Herald.

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius
did fight 1

Within Corioli gates: where he hath won, 180
jWith fame, a name to Caius Marcius ; these

In honour follows Coriolanus.
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus !

[Flourish.
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus !

Cor. No more of this ; it does offend my heart : !

Pray now, no more.
Com. Look, sir, your mother

!

Cor. O,
You have, I know, petition’d all the gods
For my prosperity

! [Kneels.
Vol.

'

Nay, my good soldier, up;
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and
By deed-achieving honour newly named,— 190
What is it?—Coriolanus must I call thee?—

«

But, O, thy wife !

Cor. My gracious silence, hail

!

Wouldst thou have laugh’d had I come coffin’d
home,

That weep’st to see me triumph? Ah, my dear,
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear,
And mothers that lack sons.
Men. Now, the gods crown thee !

Cor. And live you yet? [To Valeria] O my
sweet lady, pardon.

Vol. I know not where to turn : O, welcome
home :

And welcome, general: and ye’re welcome all.

Men. A hundred thousand welcomes. I could
weep 200

And I could laugh, I am light and heavy. Welcome.
A curse begin at very root on’s heart,
That is not glad to see thee ! You are three
That Rome should dote on

:
yet, by the faith of

men,
We have some old crab-trees here at home that

will not
Be grafted to your relish. Yet welcome, warriors

:

We call a nettle but a nettle and
The faults of fools but folly.

Com.
'

Ever right.
Cor. Menenius ever, ever.
Herald. Give way there, and go on !
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On [ To Vohminia and Virgilia] Your

hand, and yours :
2X0

Ere in our own house I do shade my head,

The good patricians must be visited

;

From whom I have received not only greetings,

But with them change of honours.

jYoL I have lived

To see inherited my very wishes

And the buildings of my fancy : only

There’s one thing wanting, which I aoubt not

but
Our Rome will cast upon. thee.

Cor. Know, good mother,

I had rather be their servant in my way<

Than sway with them in theirs.

Com. On, to the Capitol ! 220

[.Flourish . Cornets. Exeunt in state
,
as

before. Brutus and Sicinius comefor-
ward.

Bru. All tongues speak ofhim, and the bleared

sights

Are spectacled to see him : your prattling nurse

Into a rapture lets her baby cry

While she chats him : the kitchen malkm pins

Her richest lockram ’bout her reechy neck,

Clambering the walls to eye him : stalls, bulks,

windows,
Are smother’d up, leads fill’d, and ridges horsed

With variable complexions, all agreeing

In earnestness to see him : seld-shown flamens

Do press among the popular throngs and puff 230

To win a vulgar station : our veil’d dames

Commit the war of white and damask in

Their nicely-gawded cheeks to the wanton spoil

Of Phoebus’ burning kisses : such a pother

As if that whatsoever god who leads him

Were «lily crept into his human powers

And gave him graceful posture.

Cic. On the sudden,

I warrant him consul.

Bru. Then our office may,

During his power, go sleep.

Sic. He cannot temperately transport his

honours 240

From where he should begin and end, but will

Lose those he hath won.

Bru. In that there’s comfort.

Sic.

'

Doubt not

The commoners, for whom we stand, but they

Upon their ancient malice will forget

With the least cause these his new honours, which

That he will give them make I as little question

As he is proud to do’t.

Bru. I heard him swear,

Were he to stand for consul, never would he

Appear i’ the market-place nor on him put

The napless vesture of humility
; .

250

Nor., showing, as the manner is, his wounds

Te the people, beg their stinking breaths.

Sic. ’Tis nght.

, Bru. It was his word: 0 ,
he would miss it

rather

Than carry it but by the suit of the gentry to him

And the desire of the nobles.

do. I wish no better

.

Than have him hold that purpose and to put it

In execution.

Bru. ’Tis most like he will.

.

i Sic It shall be to him then as our good wills,

_

A sure destruction.

Bru. So it must fall out

To him or our authorities. For an end,

We must suggest the people in what hatred

He still hath held them; that to’s pow
would

Have made them mules, silenced their pie

and
Dispropertied their freedoms, holding them
In human adtion and capacity,

Of no more soul nor fitness for the world

Than camels in the war, who have their prc

Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows

For sinking under them.
Sic. This, as you say, sugg

At some time when his soaring insolence

Shall touch the people—which time shall not
If he be put upon ’t ; and that’s as easy

As to set dogs on sheep—will be his fire

To kindle their dry stubble ; and their blaze

Shall darken him for ever.

Enter a Messenger.

Bru. What’s the matte

Mess. You are sent for to the Capitol,

thought
That Marcius shall be consul

:

I have seen the dumb men throng to see hii

The blind to hear him speak: matrons

gloves,

Ladies and maids their scarfs and handkerc

Upon him as he pass’d : the nobles bended,

As to Jove’s statue, and the commons made
A shower and thunder with their caps and sb

I never saw the like. '.**

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol

;

And carry with us ears and eyes for the tim

But hearts for the event.

Sic. Have with you. [Ex

Scene II. The same. The Capitol

Enter two Officers, to lay cushions.

First Off. Come, come, they are almost

How many stand for consulships ? I

Sec.Off. Three, they say : but ’tis thou*

every one Coriolanus will carry it.

First Off. That’s a brave fellow; but

vengeance proud, and loves not the coa

people.

Sec. Off. Faith, there have been many
men that have flattered the people, who

loved them ; and there be many that they

loved, they know not wherefore : so that, if

love they know not why, they 'hate upo

better a ground : therefore, for Coriolanus i>

to care whether they love or hate him mar

the true knowledge he has in their dispos

and out of his noble carelessness lets them p

see’t.

First Off. If he did not care whether h

thfeir love or no, he waved indifferently

doing them neither good nor harm : but he

their hate with greater devotion than the

render it him; and leaves nothing undom

may fully discover him their opposite. N;

seem to affedt the malice and displeasure'

people is as bad as that which he dislik

flatter them for their love.
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Off. He hath deserved worthily of his

y: and his ascent is not by such easy
s as those who, having been supple and
jus to the people, bonneted, without any
deed to have them at all into their estim-
md report : but he hath so planted his
s in their eyes, and his acftions in their
that for their tongues to be silent, and not

, so much, were a kind of ingrateful in-

:o report otherwise, were a malice, that,
itself the lie, would pluck reproof and
from every ear that heard it.

tOff. No more of him; he’s a worthy
nake way, they are coming. 40

net. Enter
,
with Lidlors before them

,

frnus the consul, Menenius, Coriolanus,
tars, Sicinius and Brutus. The Senators
their places; the Tribunes take their
s by themselves. Coriolanus stands.

Having determined of the Volsces and
i for Titus Lartius, it remains,
main point of this our after-meeting,
ify'his noble service that
ius stood for his country : therefore, please
11,

:verend and grave elders, to desire
:sent /consul, and last general
veil-found successes, to report
ofithat worthy work perform’d
is Marcius Coriolanus, whom 50
here both to thank and to remember
>nours like himself.
Sen. Speak, good Cominius

:

othing out for length, and make us think
our state’s defective for requital
re to stretch it out. {To the Tribunes]
asters o’ the people,
equest your kindest ears, and after,
dug motion toward the common body,
l whatpasses here.

We are convented
pleasing treaty, and have hearts
le to honour and advance 60
ne of our assembly.

Which the rather
l be blest to do, if he remember
r value of the people than
hereto priced them at.

That ’s off, that’s off

;

you rather had been silent. Please you
Coaainius speak ?

Most willingly

;

nay caution was more pertinent
- rebuke you give it.

He loves your people
;

manat,to be their bedfellow.
Cominius, speak. [Coriolanus offers to
vway.] Nay, keep your place. 70
Sen. s

Sit, Coriolanus; never shame to
;r

u have nobly done.
Your honours’ pardon:

her 1have my wounds to heal again
ir-sayhow I got them.

,
Sir, I hope

Is disbench’d you not.

No, sir
:
yet oft,

When blows have made me stay, I fled from
words.

You soothed not, therefore hurt not: but your
people,

I love them as they weigh.
Men. Pray now, sit down.
Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head

i’ the sun
When the alarum were struck than idly sit 80
To hear my nothings monster’d. {Exit.
Men. Masters of the people,

Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter—
That s thousand to one good one—when you

now see
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour
Than one on’s ears to hear it? Proceed, Cominius.
Com. I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus

Should not be utter’d feebly. It is held
That valour is the chiefest virtue, and
Most dignifies the haver : if it be,
The man I speak of cannot in the world no
Be singly counterpoised. At sixteen years,
When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought
Beyond the mark of others : our then dictator,
Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight,
When with his Amazonian chin he drove
The bristled lips before him : he bestrid
An o’er-press’d Roman and i’ the consul’s view
Slew three opposers : Tarquin’s self he met,
And struck him on his knee : in that day’s feats,
When he might a6t the woman in the scene, 100
He proved best man i’ the field, and for his meed
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age
Man-enter’d thus, he waxed like a sea,
And in the brunt of seventeen battles since
He lurch’d all swords of the garland. For this

last,

Before and in Corioli, let me say,
I cannot speak him home : he stopp’d the fliers

;

And by his rare example made the coward
Turn terror into sport : as weeds before
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d no
And fell below his stem: his sword, death’s

stamp,
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion
Was timed with dying cries : alone he enter’d
The mortal gate of the city, which he painted
With shunless destiny

; aidless came off,
And with a sudden re-inforcement struck
Corioli like a planet : now all ’s his

:

When, by and by, the din of war gan pierce 119
His ready sense

; then straight his doubled spirit
Re-quicken’d what in flesh was fatigate,
And to the battle came he

; where he did
Run reeking o’er the lives of men, as if
’Twere a perpetual spoil: and till we call’d
Both field and city ours, he never stood
To ease his breast with panting.

^fn -

0 Worthy man!
first Sen. He cannot but with measure fit the

honours
Which we devise him.

a ,

Our spoils he kick’d at,
And look d upon things precious as they were
The common muck of the world : he covets less
Than misery itself would give

; rewards 131
His deeds with doing them, and is content
To spend the time to end it.
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He’s right noble

:

Men.
Let him be call’d for.

First Sen, Call Coriolanus.

Off. He doth appear.

Re-enter Coriolanus.

Men . The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleased

To make thee consul.

Cor. I do owe them still

My life and services.

Men. It then remains

That you do speak to the people.

Cor. I do beseech you,

Let me o’erleap that custom, for I cannot 140

Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them,

For my wounds’ sake, to give their suffrage:

please you
That I may pass this doing.

Sic. Sir, the people

Must have their voices ;
neither will they bate

One jot of ceremony.
Men. Put them not to’t

:

Pray you, go fit you to the custom and
Take to you, as your predecessors have,

Your honour with your form.

Cor. It is a part

That I shall blush in adting, and might well

Be taken from the people.

Bru. Mark you that? 150

Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus

;

Show them the unaching scars which I should

hide,

As if I had received them for the hire

Of their breath only !

Men. Do not stand upon’t.

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people,

Our purpose to them : and to our noble consul

Wish we all joy and honour.
Senators. To Coriolanus come all joy and

honour
! [Flourish ofcornets. Exeunt all

but Sicinius and Brutus.

Bru. You see how he intends to use the people.

Sic. May they perceive ’s intent ! He will

require them,
As if he did contemn what he requested

Should be in them to give.

Bru. Come, we’ll inform them

Of our proceedings here : on the market-place,

I know, they do attend us. \Exeunt.

160

Scene III. The same. The Forum.

Enter seven or eight Citizens.

First Cit. Once, if he do require our voices,

we ought not to deny him.

Sec. Cit. We may, sir, if we will.

Third Cit. We have power in ourselves to do

it, but it is a power that we have no power to do

;

for if he show us his wounds and tell us his deeds,

we are to put our tongues into those wounds and

speak for them ; so, if he tell us his noble deeds,

we must also tell him our noble acceptance of

them. Ingratitude is monstrous, and for the

multitude to be ingrateful, were to.make a mon-

ster of the multitude; of the which we being

members, should bring ourselves to be monstrous

members. ,

First Cit. And to make us no better thought

of, a little help will serve ; for once we stood up

about the corn, he himself stuck not to call

many-headed multitude.

Third Cit. We have been called so of

not that our heads are some brown, some
some auburn, some bald, but that our witsj

diversely coloured : and truly I think if
;

wits were to issue out of one skull, they wcj

east, west, north, south, and their consent

diredl way should be at once to all the pi

the compass.
Sec. Cit. Think you so? Which way j

judge my wit would fly?

Third Cit. Nay, your wit will not

out as another man’s will; ’tis strongly

up in a block-head, but if it were at

’twould, sure, southward.

Sec. Cit. Why that way?
Third Cit. To lose itself in a fog,

being three parts melted away with rottei|

the fourth would return for conscience s,

help to get thee a wife.

Sec. Cit. You are never without your

you may, you may. ,

Third Cit. Are you all resolved to gi\

voices? But that’s no matter, the great

carries it. I say, if he would incline to t

pie, there was never a worthier man.

Enter Coriolanus in a gown of hum
with Menenius.

Here he comes, and in the gown of hi

mark his behaviour. We are not to sta)

gether, but to come by him where he

by ones, by twos, and by threes. He’s t

his requests by particulars ;
wherein eve

of us has a single honour, in giving h

own voices with our own tongues: tl

follow me, and I ’ll diredt you how you £

by him.
All. Content, content.

.

\_Exeuntc

Men. O sir, you are not right : have

known
The worthiest men have done ’t?

Cor. What mus
‘ I pray, sir,’—Plague upon’t ! I cannot!

My tongue to such a pace:
—‘Look,

wounds ! I

I got them in my country’s service, when

Some certain of your brethren roar’d and

From the noise of our own drums.’

Men. O me, th

You must not speak of that
:
you musi

them
To think upon you.

Cor. Think upon me ! hang

I would they would forget me, like the vi

Which our divines lose by ’em.

Men. You 11 ma

I’ll leave you; pray you, speak to

pray you,

In wholesome manner.
Cor. Bid them wash tn<

And keep their teeth clean. \Re-enter

the Citizens.] So, here comes a

[.Re-enter a third Citizen .

]

You know the cause, sir, of my standing

Third Cit. We do, sir; tell us wf

brought you to't.

Cor. Mine own desert.
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Cit. Your own desert

!

r. Ay, but not mine own desire.

ird at. How not your own desire ?

No, sir, ’twas never my desire yet to

le the poor with begging.

ird Cit. You must think, if we give you
hing, we hope to gain by you.
-. Well then, I pray, your price o’ the
lship?

.
80

rst Cit. The price is to ask it kindly.
Kindly ! Sir, I pray, let me ha’t: I have

ds to show you, which shall be yours in

:e. Your good voice, sir; what say you?
. Cit. You shall ha’ it, worthy sir.

-. A match, sir. There ’s in all two worthy
; begged. I have your alms : adieu,
ird Cit. But this is something odd.
. Cit. An ’twere to give again,—but ’tis

.tter. [Exemit the three Citizens. 90

Re-enter two other Citizens.

’. Pray you now, if it may stand with the
if your voices that I may be consul, I have
he customary gown.
rth Cit. You have deserved nobly of your
•y, and you have not deserved nobly.
. Your enigma?
'tkCit. You have been a scourge to her
es, you have been a rod to her friends

;
you

lot indeed loved the common people. 99
You should account me the more vir-

that I have not been common in my love,
sir, flatter my sworn brother, the people,

1 a dearer estimation of them
; ’tis a con-

they account gentle : and since the wis-
>f their choice is rather to have my hat
ny heart, I will pradtise the insinuating
id be off to them most counterfeitly ; that
I will counterfeit the bewitchment of some
r man and give it bountiful to the de-
Therefore, beseech you, I may be consul.
h Cit. We hope to find you our friend;
erefore give you our voices heartily.

rth Cit. You have received many wounds
ir country.

I will not seal your knowledge with
g them. I will make much of your voices,
trouble you no further.

: Cit. The gods give you joy, sir, heartily

!

[Exeunt.
Most sweet voices

!

it is to die, better to starve, 120
rave the hire which first we do deserve.
1 this woolvish toge should I stand here,
of Hob and Dick, that do appear,
leedless vouches? Custom calls me to’t

:

:ustom wills, in all things should we do ’t,

list on antique time would lie unswept,
ountainous error be too highly heapt
th to o’er-peer. Rather than fool it so-,

: high office and the honour go
that would do thus. I am half through ;

e part suffer’d, the other will I do. 131

Re-enter three Citizens more.
ome moe voices.
flees : for your voices I have fought

;

d for your voices ; for your voices bear

Of wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six
I have seen and heard of; for your voices have
Done many things, some less, some more

:
your

voices

:

Indeed, I would be consul.
Sixth Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go

without any honest man’s voice. 140
Seventh. Cit. Therefore let him be consul

:

the gods give him joy, and make him good friend
to the people

!

All Cit. Amen, amen. God save thee, noble
consul

!
[Exeunt.

Cor. Worthy voices

!

Re-enterMenenius, with Brutus <z;^Sicinius.

Men. You have stood your limitation; and
the tribunes

Endue you with the people’s voice: remains
That, in the official marks invested, you
Anon do meet the senate.

Cor. Is this done?
Sic. The custom of request you have dis-

charged : I5o
The people do admit you, and are summon’d
To meet anon, upon your approbation.

Cor. Where ? at the senate-house ?

There, Coriolanus.
Cor. May I change these garments?
Slc* You may, sir.

Cor. That I’ll straight do; and, knowing
myself again,

Repair to the senate-house.
Men. I’ll keep you company. Will you

along ?

Bru. We stay here for the people.
Slc‘ Fare you well.

[Exeunt Coriolanus and Menenius.
lie has it now, and by his looks methinks
’Tis warm at ’s heart. xs0
Bru. With a proud heart he wore his humble

weeds.
Will you dismiss the people ?

Re-enter Citizens.

Sic. How now, my masters! have you chose
this man ?

First Cit. He has our voices, sir.

Bru. We pray the gods he may deserve your
loves.

Sec. Cit. Amen, sir: to my poor unworthy
notice,

He mock’d us when he begg’d our voices.
Third Cit. Certainly

He flouted us downright.
First Cit. No, ’tis his kind of speech: he did

not mock us.

Sec. Cit. Not one amongst us, save yourself,
but says I70He used us scornfully : he should have show’d us

His marks of merit, wounds received for’s
country.

Sic. Why, so he did, I am sure.
Citizens.'

'

No, no ; no man saw ’em.
Third Cit. He said he had wounds, which he

could show in private

;

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn,
I would be consul,’ says he : ‘aged custom,

But by your voices, will not so permit me ;

Your voices therefore.’ When we granted that,



Here was ‘ I thank you for your voices : thank

you

:

Your most sweet voices : now you have left your

voices. 180

I have no further with you.’ Was not this

mockery ?
#

Sic. Why either were you ignorant to see’t,

Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness

To yield your voices ?

Bru. Could you not have told him
As you were lesson’d, when he had no power,

But was a petty servant to the state,

.

He was your enemy, ever spake against

Your liberties and the charters that you bear

V the body of the weal ;
and now, arriving

A place of potency and sway o’ the state, 190

If he should still malignantly remain
.

Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might
Be curses to yourselves? You should have said

That as his worthy deeds did claim no less

Than what he stood for, so his gracious nature

Would think upon you for your voices and
Translate his malice towards you into love,

Standing your friendly lord.

Sic. Thus to have said,

As you were fore-advised, had touch’d his spirit

And tried his inclination ;
from him pluck’d 200

Either his gracious promise, which you might,

As cause had call’d you up, have held him to

;

Or else it would have gall’d his surly nature,

Which easily endures not article

Tving him to aught ; so putting him to rage,

You should have ta’en the advantage of his

choler

And pass’d him uneledled.

Bru. Did you perceive

He did solicit you in free contempt
When he did need your loves, and do you think

That his contempt shall not be bruising to you,

When he hath power to crush? Why, had your

bodies 211

No heart among you? or had you tongues to cry

Against the rectorship ofjudgement?
Sic. Have you

Ere now denied the asker? and now again

Of him that did not ask, but mock, bestow

Your sued-for tongues?
Third Cit. He’s not confirm’d ;

we may deny
him yet.

Sec. Cit. And will deny him

:

I ’ll have five hundred voices of that sound.

First Cit. I twice five hundred and their

friends to piece ’em. 220

Bru. Get you hence instantly, and tell those

friends,

They have chose a consul that will from them
take

Their liberties : make them of no more voice

Than dogs that are as often beat for barking

As therefore kept to do so.

Sic. Let them assemble,

And on a safer judgement all revoke

Your ignorant election ;
enforce his pride,

And his old hate unto you ;
besides, forget not

With what contempt he wore the humble weed,

How in his suit he scorn’d you ; but your loves,

Thinking upon his services, took from you 231

The apprehension of his present portance,

Which most gibingly, ungravely, he did fashion

After the inveterate hate he bears you.

Bru.
_

La^

A fault on us, your tribunes ; that we laboi

No impediment between, but that you mui

Cast your election on him.

Sic. Say, you chose

More after our commandment than as guid

By your own true affections, and that

minds,
Pre-occupied with what you rather must d<

Than what you should, made you again|

grain
To voice him consul : lay the fault on us,

Bru. Ay, spare us not. Say we read lej

to you,
How youngly he began to serve his countr

How long continued, and what stock he sprii

The noble house o’ the Marcians, from w

That Ancus Marcius, Numa’s daughter’s s<

Who, after great Hostilius, here was king;

Of the same house Publius and Quintus we
That our best water brought by conduits hi

And [Censorinus,] nobly named so,

Twice being [by the people chosen] censor,

Was his great ancestor.

Sic. One thus descended

That hath beside well in his person wrougfc

To be set high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances: but you have four

Scaling his present bearing with his past,

That he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke

Your sudden approbation.

Bru. Say, you ne’er had do:

Harp on that still—but by our putting on

:

And presently, when you have drawn
number,

Repair to the Capitol.

All. We will so : almost a

Repent in their election. [Exeunt Cii

Bru. Let them go on

;

This mutiny were better put in hazard,

Than stay, past doubt, for greater:

T f, as his nature is, he fall in rage

With their refusal, both observe and answe

The vantage of his anger.

Sic. To the Capitol, c<

We will be there before the stream o’ the pi

And this shall seem, as partly ’tis, their ow

Which we have goaded onward. \Ei

ACT III.

Scene I. Rome. A street.

Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Meneniu
the Gentry, Cominius, Titus Lartiu:

other Senators.

Cor. Tullus Aufidius then had made

head ?

Lart. He had, my lord; and that 1

which caused

Our swifter composition. I

Cor. So then the Volsces stand but

first,

Ready, when time shall prompt them, to

road
Upon ’s again.

j

Cotn. They are worn, lord consul,



CORIOLANUS.

we shall hardly in our ages see
• banners wave again.
**. Saw you Aufidius?
rt On safe-guard he came to me; and
did curse

ist the Volsces, for they had so vilely

ed the town : he is retired to Antium.
*. Spoke he of me ?

rt. He did, my lord,
**. How? what?
rt. How often he had met you, sword to

sword

;

of all things upon the earth he hated
person most, that he would pawn his

fortunes

»peless restitution, so he might
U’d your vanquisher.

At Antium lives he?
At Antium.

•. I wish I had a cause to seek him there,
pose his hatred fully. Welcome home. 2

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

d, these are the tribunes of the people,
ongues o’ the common mouth : I do despise
:hem

;

ley do prank them in authority,
st all noble sufferance.

Pass no further.
1. Ha ! what is that?

. It will be dangerous to go on : no further.
What makes this change ?

1. The matter?
1. Hath he not pass’d the noble and the
omrnon ?

!. Cominius, no.
Have I had children’s voices? 30

t Sen. Tribunes, give way; he shall to
he market-place.

i* The people are incensed against him.
'

.
Stop,

will fall in broil.

Are these your herd ?

hese have voices, that can yield them now
raight disclaim their tongues? What are
our offices ?

:ing their mouths, why rule you not their
:eth?

mu not set them on?
Be calm, be calm.

It is a purposed thing, and grows by plot,
b the will of the nobility:
t, and live with such as cannot rule 40
er will be ruled.

Call’t not a plot:
ople cry you mock’d them, and of late,
:orn was given them gratis, you repined

;

I’d the suppliants for the people, call’d
era

leasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness.
Why, this was known before.

#
Not to them all.

Have you inform’d them sithence?
How ! I inform them

!

You are like to do such business.

Not unlike,
ay, to better yours.
Why then should I be consul? By yond

50

Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me
Your fellow tribune.

Sic-
m

You show too much of that
For which the people stir : if you will pass
To where you are bound, you must inquire your

way,
Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit.
Or never be so noble as a consul,
Nor yoke with him for tribune.
Men. Let’s be calm.
Com. The people are abused ; set on. This
paltering

Becomes not Rome, nor has Coriolanus
Deserved this so dishonour’d rub, laid falsely 60
I’ the plain way of his merit.
Cor. Tell me of corn

!

This was my speech, and I will speak ’t again

—

Men. Not now, not now.
First Sen, Not in this heat, sir, now.
Cor. Now, as I live, I will. My nobler friends,

I crave their pardons

:

For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them
Regard me as I do not flatter, and
Therein behold themselves : I say again,
In soothing them, we nourish ’gainst our senate
The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition, 70
Which we ourselves have plough’d for, sow’d, and

scatter’d,

By mingling them with us, the honour’d number,
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that
Which they have given to beggars.
Men . Well, no more.
First Sen . No more words, we beseech you.
Cor. How ! no more !

As for my country I have shed my blood,
Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs
Coin words till their decay against those measles,
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought
The very way to catch them.
Eru. You speak o’ the people, 80

As if you were a god to punish, not
A man of their infirmity.

Sic. ’Twere well
We let the people know’t.
Men. What, what? his choler?
Cor. Choler

!

Were I as patient as the midnight sleep,
By Jove, ’twould be my mind !

Yzc
-

# #
It is a mind

That shall remain a poison where it is,

Not poison any further.
Cor

.

'

'

Shall remain

!

Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you
His absolute ‘shall’?

Com. ’Twas from the canon.
cor.

>
‘Shall’! 90O good but most unwise patricians ! why,

You grave but reckless senators, have you thus
Given Hydra here to choose an officer,
That with his peremptory ‘shall,’ being but
The horn and noise o’ the monster’s, wants not

spirit

To say he’ll turn your current in a ditch.
And make your channel his? If he have power,
Then vail your ignorance

; if none, awake
Your dangerous lenity. If you are learn’d,
Be not as common fools

; if you are not, 100
Let them have cushions by you. You are ple-

beians,



If they be senators : and they are no less,

When, both your voices blended, the great st

taste
, , .

Most palates theirs. They choose their magis-

trate,
. ,

And such a one as he, who puts his shall,

His popular ‘shall,’ against a graver bench

Than ever frown’d in Greece. By Jove himself!

It makes the consuls base : and my soul aches

To know, when two authorities are up,

Neither supreme, how soon confusion no
May enter ’twixt the gap of both and take

The one by the other.

Com. Well, on to the market-place.

Cor. Whoever gave that counsel, to give forth

The corn o’ the storehouse gratis, as ’twas used

Sometime in Greece,

—

Men. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor.

'

Though there the people had more ab-

solute power,

I say, they nourish’d disobedience, fed

The ruin of the state.

Bru. Why, shall the people give

One that speaks thus their voice ?

Cor. I giye my reasons,

More worthier than their voices. They know the

corn
. ,

120

Was not our recompense, resting well assured

That ne’er did service for’t : being press d to the

war, ,,,
Even when the navel of the state was touch d.

They would not thread the gates. This kind of

service

Did not deserve corn gratis. Being 1 the war.

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show d

Most valour, spoke not for them : the accusation

Which they have often made against the senate,

All cause unborn, could never be the motive

Of our so frank donation. Well, what then? 130

How shall this bisson multitude digest

The senate’s courtesy? Let deeds express

What’s like to be their words :
‘We did request it

;

We are the greater poll, and in true fear

They gave us our demands.’ Thus we debase

The nature of our seats and make the rabble

Call our cares fears ;
which will in time

.

Break ope the locks o’ the senate and bring in

The crows to peck the eagles.

Men. Come, enough.

Bru. Enough, with over-measure.

Cor% No, take more: 140

What may be sworn by, both divine and human,

Seal what I end withal ! This double worship.

Where one part does disdain with cause, the

Insult without all reason, where gentry, title,

wisdom,
Cannot conclude but by the yea and no

Of general ignorance,—it must omit

Real necessities, and give way the while
#

To unstable slightness: purpose so barr d, it

follows, „ _ . ,

Nothing is done to purpose. Therefore, beseech

you,

—

You that will be less fearful than discreet, 15°

That love the fundamental part of state

More than you doubt the change on’t, that prefer

A noble life before a long, and wish
#

fTo jump a body with a dangerous physic

That’s sure ofdeath without it, at once pluck

The multitudinous tongue ;
let them not licl

The sweet which is their poison
:
your disho

Mangles true judgement and bereaves the st

Of that integrity which should become ’t,

Not having the power to do the good it wou
For the ill which doth control’ t.

Bru. Has said enough.

Sic. Has spoken like a traitor, and shall an

As traitors do.

Cor. Thou wretch, despite o’erwhelm the

What should the people do with these ball

bunes?
On whom depending, their obedience fails

To the greater bench : in a rebellion,

When what’s not meet, but what must be, was

Then were they chosen : in a better hour,

Let what is meet be said it must be meet,

And throw their power i’ the dust.

Brtc. Manifest treason

!

Sic. This a consul? no

Bru. The sediles, ho !

Enter an .dSdile.

Let him be appreher

Sic. Go, call the people: [Exit JEdit

whose name myself
Attach thee as a traitorous innovator,

A foe to the public weal : obey, I charge the

And follow to thine answer.

Cor. Hence, old goat

Senators
,
&>c. We’ll surety him.

Com. Aged sir, hand

Cor. Hence, rotten thing ! or I shall s

thy bones
Out of thy garments.

Sic. Help, ye citizens

!

Enter a rabble of Citizens
(
Plebeians), wit

iEdiles.

Men. On both sides more respedt.

Sic. Here’s he that would take from yc

your power.

Bru. Seize him, sediles !

Citizens. Down with him ! down with hi

Senators,
&c. Weapons, weapons, weai

{They all bustle about Coriolanus, C’>

' Tribunes!’ ‘Patricians!’ ‘Citizens!’ »
ho !’

. .

‘Sicinius
!’ ‘Brutus!’ ‘Coriolanus! Citizt

‘Peace, peace, peace!’ ‘Stay, hold, peace

Men. What is about to be? I am
breath;

Confusion’s near ;
I cannot speak. 1 ou, tril

To the people ! Coriolanus, patience !

Speak, good Sicinius.

Sic. Hear me, people
;
pea*

Citizens. Let’s hear our tribune: p

Speak, speak, speak.

Sic. You are at point to lose your liberti

Marcius would have all from you ;
Marciusi

Whom late you have named for consul. 1

Men.
This is the way to kindle, not to quench.

First Sen. To unbuild the city and to 1

Sic. What is the city but the people?

Citizens.

The people are the city.



CORIOLANUS.si.]

i. By the consent of all, we were establish’d

eople’s magistrates.

izens.
.

You so remain.
t. And so are like to do.

t. That is the way to lay the city flat;

ing the roof to the foundation,

>ury all, which yet distinctly ranges,
ips and piles of ruin.

This deserves death.,
:. Or let us stand to our authority,

us lose it. We do here pronounce,
the part o’ the people, in whose power 210
2re elected theirs, Marcius is worthy
sent death.

Therefore lay hold of him

;

lim to the rock Tarpeian, and from thence
estruction east him.

yEdiles, seize him

!

zens. Yield, Marcius, yield !

Hear me one word

;

:h you, tribunes, hear me but a word.
. Peace, peace

!

:. [To Brutus] Be that you seem, truly
our country’s friend,

•mperately proceed to what you would
'iolently redress.

Sir, those cold ways, 220
eem like prudent helps, are very poisonous
the disease is violent. Lay hands upon
im,

;ar him to the rock.

No, I’ll die here.
[Drawing his sword.

s some among you have beheld me fighting

:

try upon yourselves what you have seen me.
. Down with that sword ! Tribunes, with-
raw awhile.

'

Lay hands upon him.
Help Marcius, help,

it be noble
; help him, young and old

!

ens. Down with him, down with him !

1 this mutiny, the Tribunes
, the AEdiles,

and the People, are beat in.

•Go, get you to your house ; be gone,
vay

! 230
be naught else.

Sen. Get you gone.
Stand fast

;

e as many friends as enemies.
Shall it be put to that?

Sen.
'

The gods forbid

!

e, noble friend, home to thy house

;

is to cure this cause.

For ’tis a sore upon us,
mot tent yourself : be gone, beseech you.
Gome, sir, along with us.

I would they were barbarians—as they
e,

1 in Rome litter’d—not Romans—as they
2 not,

calved i’ the porch o’ the Capitol

—

Be gone ; 240
your worthy rage into your tongue ;

ce will owe another.

On fair ground
beat forty of them.

I could myself
) a brace o’ the best of them

;
yea, the

o tribunes

;

• 671
j

But now ’tis odds beyond arithmetic

;

And manhood is call’d foolery, when it stands
Against a falling fabric. Will you hence,
Before the tag return ? whose rage doth rend

jLike interrupted waters and o’erbear
What they are used to bear.
Men. Pray you, be gone : 250

I ’ll try whether my old wit be in request
With those that have but little; this must be

patch’d
With cloth of any colour.
Com.

*
Nay, come away.

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius
,
and others.

A Patrician. This man has marr’d his fortune.
Men. H.is nature is too noble for the world

;

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident,
Or Jove for’s power to thunder. His heart’s his

mouth

:

What his breast forges, that his tongue must vent

;

And, being angry, does forget that ever 259He heard the name of death. [A noise wtthin.
Here’s goodly work

!

Sec. Pat. I would they were a-bed

!

Men. I would they were in Tiber ! What the
vengeance

!

Could he not speak ’em fair ?

Re-enter Brutus <2«^TSiciniu$, with the rabble.

Sic. Where is this viper
That would depopulate the dty and
Be every man himself?
Men. You worthy tribunes,

—

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian
rock

With rigorous hands : he hath resisted law,
And therefore law shall scorn him further trial
Than the severity of the public power
Which he so sets at nought.
First Cit.

'

He shall well know 270
The noble tribunes are the people’s mouths.
And.we their hands.

Citizens. He shall, sure on’t.
Men. Sir, sir,—
Sic. Peace!
Men. Do not cry havoc, where you should but

hunt
With modest warrant.

‘S'ic. Sir, how comes ’t that you
Have holp to make this rescue ?

Men. Hear me speak

:

As I do know the consul’s worthiness,
So can I name his faults, -r-

^ic. Consul ! what consul ? !

Men. The consul Coriolanus.
Bru. He consul ! 280
Citizens. No, no, no, no, no.
Men. If, by the tribunes’ leave, and yours,

good people,
I may be heard, I would crave a word or two ;

The which shall turn you to no further harm
Than so much loss of time.
Sic. Speak briefly then

;

For we are peremptory to dispatch
This viperous traitor: to ejedt him hence
Were but one danger, and to keep him here
Our certain death: therefore it is decreed
He dies to-night.

Men. Now the good gods forbid 290
That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude



Towards her deserved children is enroll’d

In Jove’s own book, like an unnatural dam
Should now eat up her own !

Sic. He’s a disease that must be cut away.

Men. O, he’s a limb that has but a disease

;

Mortal, to cut it off ; to cure it, easy.

What has he done to Rome that’s worthy death?

Killing our enemies, the blood he hath lost

Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath,

By many an ounce—he dropp’d it for his country

;

And what is left, to lose it by his country,

Were to us all, that do’t and suffer it,

A brand to the end o’ the world.

Sic. This is clean kam.

Bru. Merely awry: when he did love his

country,

It honour’d him.
Men. The service of the foot

Being once gangrened, is not then respedled

For what before it was.

Bru. We ’ll hear no more.

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence

;

Lest his infection, being of catching nature, 310

Spread further.

Men. One word more, one word.

This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find

The harm of unscann’d swiftness, will too late

Tie leaden pounds to’s heels. Proceed by pro-

cess ;

Lest parties, as he is beloved, break out,

And sack great Rome with Romans.
Bru. If it were so>

—

Sic. What do ye talk ?

Have we not had a taste of his obedience ?

Our sediles smote? ourselves resisted? Come.

Men. Consider this : he has been bred i’ the

wars
.

.3?°

Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school d
In bolted language ;

meal and bran together

He throws without distindtion. Give me leave,

I ’ll go to him, and undertake to bring him
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form,

In peace, to his utmost peril.

First Sen. Noble tribunes,

It is the humane way: the other course

Will prove too bloody, and the end of it

Unknown to the beginning.

Sic. Noble Menemus,
Be you then as the people’s officer. 330

Masters, lay down your weapons.

Bru. Go not home.

Sic. Meet on the market-place. We’ll attend

you there

:

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we 11 proceed

In our first way.
Men. I ’ll bring him to you.

[To the Senators] Let me desire your company :

he must come.
Or what is worst will follow.

First Sen. Pray you, let s to him.
[Exeunt.

Scene II. A room in Coriolanus’s house.

Enter Coeiolanus with Patricians.

Cor. Let them pull all about mine ears,

That the precipitation might down stretch

Below the beam of sight, yet will I still

Be thus to them.

A Patrician. You do the nobler.

Cor. I muse my mother
Does not approve me further, who was wo
To call them woollen vassals, things create

To buy and sell with groats, to show bare 1

In congregations, to yawn, be still and woi

When one but of my ordinance stood up

To speak of peace or war.

Enter Volumnia.

I talk of you

:

Why did you wish me milder? wouk
have me

False to my nature ? Rather say I play

The man I am.
Vol. O, sir, sir, sir,

I would have had you put your power well

Before you had worn it out.

Cor. Let go.

Vol. You might have been enough tli

you are,

With striving less to be so : lesser had beei

The thwartings of your dispositions, if

You had not show’d them how ye were dis

Ere they lack’d power to cross you.

Cor. Let them

A Patrician. Ay, and burn too.

present me
Death on the wheel or at wild horses’ heels,

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock,

Enter Menenius and Senators.

Men. Come, come, you have been too

something too rough

;

You must return and mend it.

First Sen. There’s no re;

Unless, by not so doing, our good city

Cleave in the midst, and perish.

Vol. Pray, be coun

1 1 have a heart as little apt as yours,

But yet a brain that leads my use of anger

To better vantage.

Men. Well said, noble woman

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, bi

The violent fit o’ the time craves it as phys

For the whole state, I would put mine armc

Which I can scarcely bear.

Cor. What must I do

Men. Return to the tribunes.

Cor. Well, what then? what

Men. Repent what you have spoke.

Cor. For them ! I cannot do it to the g
Must I then do’t to them?

Vol. You are too abso

Though therein you can never be too noble

But when extremities speak. I have

you say,

Honour and policy, like unsever d friends,

I’ the war do grow together: grant tha

tell me,
In peace what each of them by the other lo

That they combine not there.

Cor. Tush, tush!

Men. A good de

Vol. If it be honour in your wars to see

The same you are not, which, for your best

You adopt your policy, how is it less or wo

That it shall hold companionship in peace

With honour, as in war, since that to botn
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nds in like request ?

Why force you this?

1. Because that now it lies you on to
speak
e people ; not by your own instruction,

>y the matter which your heart prompts you,
ith such words that are but rooted in

tongue, though but bastards and syllables
allowance to your bosom’s truth,

this no more dishonours you at all

to take in a town with gentle words,
ti else would put you to your fortune and
lazard of much blood. 61
Id dissemble with my nature where
•rtunes and my friends at stake required
lid do so in honour : I am in this,

wife, your son, these senators, the nobles

;

rou will rather show our general louts
you can frown than spend a fawn upon ’em,
le inheritance of their loves and safeguard
lat that want might ruin.

'*•
#

Noble lady

!

,
go with us ; speak fair : you may salve so,

-hat is dangerous present, but the loss 71
at is past.

I prithee now, my son,
them, with this bonnet in thy hand

;

hus far having stretch’d it—here be with
hem

—

nee bussing the stones—for in such business
1 is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant
learned than the ears—waving thy head,
often, thus, correcting thy stout heart,
tumble as the ripest mulberry
vill not hold the handling: or say to them,
art their soldier, and being bred in broils 81
tot the soft way which, thou dost confess,
it for thee to use as they to claim,
ing their good loves, but thou wilt frame
If, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far
u hast power and person.

This but done,
as she speaks, why, their hearts were
lours;

-Y have pardons, being ask’d, as free
ds to little purpose.

Prithee now,
d be ruled : although I know thou hadst
ither

_
go

thine enemy in a fiery gulf
latter him in a bower. Here is Cominius.

Enter Cominius.

I have been i’ the market-place; and,
r, ’tis fit

ike strong party, or defend yourself
nness or by absence : all’s in anger.
Only fair speech.

I think ’twill serve, if he
ireto frame his spirit.

He must, and will,
now, say you will, and go about it.

Must I go show them my unbarbed
: once ?

with base tongue give my noble heart
lat it must bear? Well, I will do’t: 101
i re there but this single plot to lose,
i ould of Marcius, they to dust should
Imd it

673

And throw ’t against the wind. To the market-
place !

You have put me now to such a part which never
I shall discharge to the life.

Com. Come, come, we’ll prompt you.
Vol. I prithee now, sweet son, as thou hast

said

My praises made thee first a soldier, so,
To have my praise for this, perform a part
Thou hast not done before.

Cor. Well, I must do’t

:

Away, my disposition, and possess me m
Some harlot’s spirit ! my throat of war be turn’d.
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice
That babies lulls asleep ! the smiles of knaves
Tent in my cheeks, and schoolboys’ tears take up
The glasses of my sight ! a beggar’s tongue
Make motion through my lips, and my arm’d

knees,
Who bow’d but in my stirrup, bend like his
That hath received an alms ! I will not do’t, 120
Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth
And by my body’s action teach my mind
A most inherent baseness.

Vol.
.

At thy choice, then

;

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin ; let

Thy mother rather feel thy pride than fear
Thy dangerous stoutness, for I mock at death
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list.

Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck’dst it

from me,
But owe thy pride thyself.

Cor.
_

Pray, be content : 130
Mother, I am going to the market-place

;

Chide me no more. I’ll mountebank their loves,
Cog their hearts from them, and come home

beloved
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going

:

Commend me to my wife. I ’ll return consul

;

Or never trust to what my tongue can do
I’ the way of flattery further.

Vol. Do your will. [Exit.
Com. Away! the tribunes do attend you:

arm yourself
To answer mildly ; for they are prepared
With accusations, as I hear, more strong 140
Than are upon you yet.

Cor. The word is ‘ mildly. ’ Pray you, let
us go:

Let them accuse me by invention, I
Will answer in mine honour.
Men.

*

Ay, but mildly.
Cor. Well, mildly be it then. Mildly !

[Exeunt.

Scene III. The same. The Forum.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.
Brzt. In this point charge him home, that he

affedts

Tyrannical power : if he evade us there,
Enforce him with his envy to the people,
And that the spoil got on the Antiates
Was ne’er distributed.

Enter an .dEdile.

What, will he come ?

43



/Ed. He’s coming.
#

Bru. How accompanied ?

/Ed. With old Menenius, and those senators

That always favour’d him.

Sic. Have you a catalogue

Of all* the voices that we have procured

Set down by the poll?

/Ed. I have ; tis ready. io

Sic
.

* Have you colleaed them by tribes?

sEd.
,

* have -

Sic. Assemble presently the people hither

;

And when they hear me say ‘ It shall be so

I’ the right and strength o’ the commons,’ be it

either

For death, for fine, or banishment, then let

them,
If I say fine, cry ‘ Fine ;’ if death, cry Heath.

Insisting on the old prerogative
Anri nnwpr i’ the truth o’ the CaAnd power i’ the truth o’ the cause.

/Ed. I shall inform them.

Brti. And when such time they have begun

to cry,
,

Let them not cease, but with a din confused 20

Enforce the present execution

Of what we chance to sentence.

/Ed. Very well.

Sic. Make them be strong and ready for this

hint,

When we shall hap to give ’t them.
#

Bru. Go about it .
[Exit /Edile.

Put him to choler straight : he hath been used

fEver to conquer, and to have his worth

Of contradiction : being once chafed, he cannot

Be rein’d again to temperance ;
then he speaks

What’s in his heart ; and that is there which looks

With us to break his neck.

Sic. Well, here he conies. 30

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, and Cominius,

'with Senators and Patricians.

Men. Calmly, I do beseech you.

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece

Will bear the knave by the volume. The ho-

nour’d gods
.

Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice

Supplied with worthy men ! plant love among s

!

Throng our large temples with the shows of peace,

And not our streets with war

!

First Sen. Amen, amen.

Men. A noble wish.

Re-enter JEdile, with Citizens.

Sic. Draw near, ye people.

/Ed. List to your tribunes. Audience
!
peace,

I say ! 4°

Cor. First, hear me speak.

Both Tri. Well, say. Peace, ho

!

Cor. Shall I be charged no further than this

present?
Must all determine here ?

Sic.
I do demand,

If you submit you to the people’s voices,

Allow their officers and are content

To suffer lawful censure for such faults

As shall be proved upon you?

Cor. I am content.

Men. Lo, citizens, he says he is content:

The warlike service he has done, consider ;
think

Upon the wounds his body bears, which show 50

Like graves i’ the holy churchyard.
_

I

Cor. Scratches with t r$

Scars to move laughter only.
<

.
I

Men. Consider furthe:

That when he speaks not like a citizen,

You find him like a soldier: do not take

His rougher accents for malicious sounds, I

But, as I say, such as become a soldier,

Rather than envy you.

Co7n. Well, well, no more. I

Cor. What is the matter
>

1

That being pass’d for consul with full voice,

I am so dishonour’d that the very hour

You take it off again?

Sic. Answer to us.

Cor. Say, then: ’tis true, I ought so. I

Sic. We charge you, that you have conn

to take
#

"

From Rome all season’d office and to wind

Yourself into a power tyrannical

;

For which you are a traitor to the people.

Cor. How! traitor!

Men. Nay, temperately
;
your prc

Cor. The fires i’ the lowest hell fold-i

people

!

Call me their traitor ! Thou injurious tnbui

Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deat

In thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in

Thy lying tongue both numbers, ! would sa

‘ Thou best’ unto thee with a voice as free

As I do pray the gods.
# J

Sic. Mark you this, peopl

Citizens. To the rock, to the rock with

Sic. P

We need not put new matter to his charge

:

What you have seen him do and heard him 5

Beating your officers, cursing yourselves, *

Opposing laws with strokes and here defyin

Those whose great power must try him 1

this,

So criminal and in such capital kind,

Deserves the extremest death.
.

L
Bru. But since he 1

Served well for Rome,

—

Cor. What do you prate of se

Bru. I talk of that, that know it.

Cor. You? jm
Men. Is this the promise that you mad<

mother?
Com. Know, I pray you,

—

Cor. I ’ll know no fu

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian de;

Vagabond exile, flaying, pent to linger !

But with a grain a day, I would not buy

Their mercy at the price of one fair word;

Nor check my courage for what they can g

To have’t with saying ‘ Good morrow.’ •

Sic. Bor that h

As much as in him lies, from time to time

Envied against the people, seeking means

To pluck away their power, as now at last

Given hostile strokes, and that not in the pr<

Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers

That do distribute it; in the name o’ the pei

And in the power of us the tribunes, we,_
|

Even from this instant, banish him our city

In peril of precipitation

From off the rock Tarpeian never more
( j

To enter our Rome gates : i’ the people s n
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r it shall be so.

tizens. It shall be so, it shall be so; let him
away:

; banish’d, and it shall be so.

»*•. Hear me
>
mY masters, and my common

friends,

—

\c. He’s sentenced; no more hearing.
Let me speak

:

/e been consul, and can show for Rome no
enemies’ marks upon me. I do love
:ountry’s good with a respeCt more tender,
: holy and profound, than mine own life,

lear wife’s estimate, her womb’s increase,
treasure ofmy loins ; then if I would

| It that,

—

We know your drift:' speak what?
u. There’s no more to be said, but he is
banish’d,

temy to the people and his country:
ill be so.

izens. It shall be so, it shall be so.

;
You common cry of curs! whose breath

^a
f
e

,
120

ek o the rotten fens, whose loves I prize
e dead carcasses of unburied men
do corrupt my air, I banish you ;

lere remain with your uncertainty

!

s^ery feeble rumour shake your hearts !

enemies, with nodding of their plumes,
ou into despair ! Have the power still
msh your defenders

; till at length
ignorance, which finds not till it feels,
lg not reservation of yourselves, 130
our own foes, deliver you as most
d captives to some nation
won you without blows ! Despising,
hi, the city, thus I turn my back:
is a world elsewhere.

[Exeunt Coriolanus
, Cominius

, Mene-
\,

™us, Senators, a?id Patricians.
• The people’s enemy is gone, is gone !

zens. Our enemy is banish’d ! he is gone !

loo ! hoo ! [Shouting, and throwing up
their caps.

Go, see him out at gates, and follow him,
hath follow’d you, with all despite

;

im deserved vexation. Let a guard 140
us through the city.

zens. Come, come; let’s see him out at
ates; come.
>ds preserve our noble tribunes ! Come.

[Exeunt.
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ACT IV.

«
rE I. Rome. Before a gate ofthe city.

Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Me-
us, Cominius, with theyoung Nobility of

Come, leave your tears: a brief fare-
ell : the beast
lany heads butts me away. Nay, mother
is your ancient courage? you were used

!
extremity was the trier of spirits

;

pmmon chances common men could bear •

nen the sea was calm all boats alike

j

mastership in floating
; fortune’s blows,

When most struck home, being gentle wounded
craves

’

A noble cunning
:
you were used to load me

With precepts that would make invincible 10
The heart that conn’d them.

Vir. O heavens ! O heavens

!

Nay, I prithee, woman,

—

Eol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades
in Rome,

And occupations perish

!

t 1
What, what, what

!

1 shall be loved when I am lack’d. Nay, mother,
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say,
If you had been the wife of Hercules,
Six of his labours you’ld have done, and saved
Your husband so much sweat. Cominius, 19Droop not ; adieu. Farewell, my wife, my mother

:

I 11 do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius,
1 hy tears are salter than a younger man’s,
And venomous to thine eyes. My sometime

general,
I have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld

S?a?‘hardening spectacles ; tell these sad women
-Lis fond to wail inevitable strokes,
As tis to laugh at ’em. My mother, you wot wellMv hazards still have been your solace : and
Believe ’t not lightly—though I go alone,
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 30Makes fear d and talk’d of more than seen—your

son
Will or exceed the common or be caught
With cautelous baits and practice.

.. My first son,
Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius
With thee awhile : determine on some course.
More than a wild exposture to each chance
1 hat starts i’ the way before thee.
C
r

r'

t>ii r 11 ,
0 the Sods l

Lorn. 1 II follow thee a month, devise with
thee

Where thou shalt rest, that thou mayst hear of usAnd we of thee : so if the time thrust forth 40
'

A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send
0 er the vast world to seek a single man,
And lose advantage, which doth ever cool
I’ the absence of the needer.

r^S°
r

\
Fare ye well

:

1 hou hast years upon thee ; and thou art too full
Of the wars’ surfeits, to go rove with one
That’s yet unbruised : bring me but out at gate
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, andMy friends of noble touch, when I am forth,
Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 50
While I remain above the ground, you shall
Hear from me still, and never of me aught
But what is like me formerly.
Men. That’s worthily

As any ear can hear. Come, let’s not weep.
If I could shake off butane seven years
From these old arms andflegs, by the good gods
i Id with thee every foot.

„ Cor- Give me thy hand :

Come
* [Exeunt.

Scene II. The same. A street near the gate.

Enter Sicinius, Brutus, and an ^Edile.
Sic. Bid them all home; he’s gone, and we’ll
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The nobility are vex’d, whom we see have sided

In his behalf.

Bru. Now we have shown our power.

Let us seem humbler after it is done

Than when it was a-doing.

Sic Bid them home

;

Say their great enemy is gone, and they

Stand in their ancient strength.

Bru. Dismiss them home. [Exit ALdile.

Here comes his mother.
cz> Let’s not meet her.

Bru. Why?
Sic. They say she ’s mad.

Bru. They have ta’en note of us: keep on

your way. 10

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius.

Vol. O, ye’re well met; the hoarded plague

o’ the gods
Requite your love

! , . ,

Men. Peace, peace ;
be not so loud.

Vol' If that I could for weeping, you should

Nay, and you shall hear some. [To Brutus]

Will you be gone?

Vir. [To Sicinius] You shall stay too: 1

would I had the power

To say so to my husband.
.

Bic.
Are you mankind?

Vol. Ay, fool; is that a shame? Note but

this fool.

Was not a man my father? Hadst thou foxship

To banish him that struck more blows for Rome
Than thou hast spoken words?

B{c% O blessed heavens

!

Vol More noble blows than ever thou wise

words; 21

And for Rome’s good. I’ll tell thee what;

yet go

:

Nay, but thou shalt stay too : I would my son

Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him,

His good sword in his hand.
c,v What then?

Vi'r.
What then

!

He ’Id make an end of thy posterity.

Vol. Bastards and all.

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for

Rome!
Men. Come, come, peace.

Sic. I would he had continued to his country

As he began, and not unknit himself 3 1

The noble knot he made.

Bru I would he had.

Vol.
*
I would he had’ ! ’Twas you incensed

the rabble

:

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth

As I can of those mysteries which heaven

Will not have earth to know.

Bru. Pray, let us go.

Vol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone

:

You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear

this ;

—

As far as doth the Capitol exceed

The meanest house in Rome, so far my son— 40

This lady’s husband here, this, do you see—

Whom you have banish’d, does exceed you all.

Bru. Well, well, we’ll leave you.

Slc,
Why stay we to be baited

With one that wants her wits?

Vol. Take my prayers with

[Exeunt Tribv.

I would the gods had nothing else to do

But to confirm my curses ! Could I meet ’er.

But once a-day, it would unclog my heart

Of what lies heavy to’ t.

Men* You have told them he

And, by my troth, you have cause. YouT
with me ?

Vol. Anger’s my meat ;
I sup upon myseli

And so shall starve with feeding. Come, let’ 4

Leave this faint puling and lament as I do,

In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come.

Men. Fie, fie, fie !
[Ext

Scene III. A highway hetwee7i Rom
and Antium.

Enter a Roman and a Volsce, meeting

Rom. I know you well, sir, and you 1

me
:
your name, I think, is Adrian.

Vols. It is so, sir: truly, I have forgot y

Rom. I am a Roman ; and my services

as you are, against ’em : know you me yet?

Vols. Nicanor? no.

Rom. The same, sir.

Vols. You had more beard when I last

you ; but your favour is well approved by

tongue. What’s the news in Rome? I ha

note from the Volscian state, to find yoi

there :
you have well saved me a day’s jourr

Roi?t. There hath been in Rome strang

surredlions ;
the people against the sens

patricians, and nobles. -

Vols. Hath been! is it ended, then?

state thinks not so : they are in a most wa

preparation, and hope to come upon them 1

heat of their division.
#

'1
Rom. The main blaze of it is past, t

small thing would make it flame again : fo

nobles receive so to heart the banishment of

worthy Coriolanus, that they are in a ripe

ness to take all power from the people a'

pluck from them their tribunes for ever,

lies glowing, I can tell you, and is almost m
for the violent breaking out.

Vols. Coriolanus banished

!

Rom. Banished, sir.

Vols. You will be welcome with this

ligence, Nicanor.
Rom. The day serves well for them

I have heard it said, the fittest time to ce

a man’s wife is when she’s fallen out wit

husband. Your noble Tullus. Aufidius wi

pear well in these wars, his great opj

Coriolanus, being now in no request c

country.
Vols. He cannot choose. I am most

nate, thus accidentally to encounter you

have ended my business, and I will merri

company you home.
Rom. I shall, between this and suppe

you most strange things from Rome ;
all tej

to the good of their adversaries. Have y

army ready, say you? .

Vols. A most royal one ;
the centunor

their charges, distin&ly billeted, already \

entertainment, and to be on foot at an

warning.
'
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mi. I am joyful to hear of their readiness,
am the man, I think, that shall set them in
;nt adtion. So, sir, heartily well met, and
glad of your company.
ds. You take my part from me, sir ; I have
aost cause to be glad of yours.
’>«• Well, let us go together. [Exeunt.

677

Antium. Before Aufdins’s house.e IV.

r Coriolanus in mean apparel, disguised
and muffled.

I**
A goodly city is this Antium. City,

that made thy widows : many an heir
ese fair edifices ’fore my wars

I heard groan and drop: then know
me not,

that thy wives with spits and boys with
stones

ny battle slay me.

Enter a Citizen.

_ Save you, sir.

And you.

Diredl me, if it be your will,
2 great Aufidius lies : is he in Antium ?
He is, and feasts the nobles of the state

house this night.
. Which is his house, beseech you ? 10

This, here before you.
Thank you, sir : farewell,

u .. [Exit Citizen.
•Id, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast
worn,
: double bosoms seem to wear one heart
; house, whose bed, whose meal, and ex-
rcise,

11 together, who twin, as ’twere, in love
arable, shall within this hour,
issension of a doit, break out
:erest enmity : so, fellest foes,
passions and whose plots have broke their
eep
e the one the other, by some chance, 20
trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear
lends

terjoin their issues. So with me :

th-place hate I, and my love’s upon
iemy town. I *11 enter : if he slay me,
s fair justice ; if he give me way,
his country service. [Exit

: V. The same. A hall in Aufidius s
house.

usic within. Enter a Servingman.
Serv. Wine, wine, wine ! What service
1 think our fellows are asleep. [Exit.

Enter a second Servingman.
Serv. Where’s Cotus? my master calls

Cotus! [Exit.

Enter Coriolanus.

^

A goodly house : the feast smells well ;

not like a guest.

Re-enter thefrst Servingman.
First Serv. What would you have, friend’

whence are you ? Here’s no place for you
: pravgo to the door.
fExit.Cor. I have deserved no better entertainment*

in being Coriolanus.
XI

Re-enter second Servingman.
Sec. Serv. .Whence are you, sir? Has the

porter his eyes in his head, that he gives entrance
to such companions? Pray, get you out

Cor. Away 1

Sec. Serv. Away
!
get you away.

Cor. Now thou ’rt troublesome.

. £ec
:
Sf™ Are you so brave? I’ll have you

talked with anon.

Entera third Servingman. Thefirst meets him.
Third Serv. What fellow’s this? 2o
Eirst Serv. A strange one as ever I looked

on . i cannot get him out o’ the house: prithee
call my master to him. rRetires'
, What have you to do Cfiellow? Pray you, avoid the house.

health
me s*an<^ ’ ^ n°t kurt your

Third Serv. What are you?
Cor. A gentleman.
Third Serv. A marvellous poor one. 00
Cor. True, so I am.
Third Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take

up some other station; here’s no place for you*
pray you, avoid: come.

Cor. Follow your funftion, go, and batten on
C ™b ' t

i c VM. {.Pushes him away.
Third Serv. What, you will not? Prithee

teil my master what a strange guest he has here!
•Sec. f>erv. And I shall. [Exit
Third Serv. Where dwellest thou? 4oCor. Under the canopy.
Third Serv. Under the canopy !

Cor. Ay.
Third Serv. Where’s that?
Cor. I’ the city of kites and crows.

™T UrdServ
-. I

!
the city of kites and crows!

What an ass it is ! Then thou dwellest with
daws too?

Cor. No, I serve not thy master.
Third Serv. How, sir! do you meddle withmy master?
C
?V:

Ay; ’tis an honester service than to
meddle with thy mistress.
Thou pratest, and pratest

; serve with thy trencher
hence !

’

[Beats him away. Exit third Servingman.
Enter Aufidius with the second Servingman.
Auf Where is this fellow?
Sec Serv. Here, sir: I ’Id have beaten him

like a dog, but for disturbing the lords within.

a j. ,TT . [Retires.Auf Whence comest thou? what wouldst
thou? thy name?

Why speak’st not? speak, man: what’s thy name?

K
C
!
r

' [Unmuffling. 60Not yet thou knowest me, and, seeing me,
dost not

43 ’

Think me for the man I am, necessity
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Commands me name myself.

uf What is thy name ?

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscians’ ears,

And harsh in sound to thine.

Any, Say, what s thy name?

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face

Bears a command in ’t ;
though thy 1r>ears a coimuauu m tackle s torn,

Thou show’st a noble vessel: what’s thy name?

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown: know st

thou me yet?

Auf. I know thee not: thy name? 7°

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, whohath done

To thee particularly and to all the Volsces

Great hurt and mischief ;
thereto witness may

My surname, Coriolanus : the painful service.

The extreme dangers and the drops of blood

Shed for my thankless country are requited

But with that surname ; a good memory,

And witness of the malice and displeasure

Which thou shouldst bear me: only that name

remains

;

The cruelty and envy of the people,

Permitted by our dastard nobles, who
Have all forsook me, hath devour’d the rest ;

And suffer’d me by the voice of slaves to be

Whoop’d out of Rome. Now this extremity

Hath brought me to thy hearth ;
not out of hope—

Mistake me not—to save my life, for if

I had fear’d death, of all the men 1’ the world

I would have ’voided thee, but in mere spite,

To be full quit of those my banishers,

Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast 90

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge
<

Thine own particular wrongs and stop those maims

Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee

straight,

And make my misery serve thy turn : so use it

That my revengeful services may prove

As benefits to thee, for I will fight

Against my canker’d country with the spleen

Of all the under fiends. But if so be

Thou darest not this and that to prove more for-

tunes
Thou ’rt tired, then, in a word, I also am 100

Longer to live most weary, and present

My throat to thee and to thy ancient malice ;

Which not to cut would show thee but a fool,

Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate.

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country s breast,

And cannot live but to thy shame, unless

It be to do thee service.
. ,

jluf. O Marcius, Marcius

!

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my
heart .

A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter
#

Should from yond cloud speak divine things, no
And say ‘Tis true,’ I ’Id not believe them more

Than thee, all noble Marcius. Let me twine

Mine arms about that body, where against

My grained ash an hundred times hath broke.

And scarr’d the moon with splinters : here I clip

The anvil ofmy sword, and do contest

As hotly and as nobly with thy love

As ever in ambitious strength I did

Contend against thy valour. Know thou first,

j

I loved the maid I married ;
never man 120

I Sigh’d truer breath; but that I see thee here,

I. Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart

I Than when I first my wedded mistress saw

Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I

thee,

We have a power on foot ; and I had purpos<

Once more to hew thy target from thy brawi
|

Or lose mine arm for’t : thou hast beat me 0“

Twelve several times, and I have nightly sin

Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thyself and me;

We have been down together in my sleep,

Unbuckling helms, fisting each other’s throat

And waked half dead with nothing; W(L

Marcius,
Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that

Thou art thence banish’d, we would muster

From twelve to seventy, and pouring war

Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome,
Like a bold flood o’er-bear. O, come, go in

And take our friendly senators by the hands

Who now are here, taking their leaves of rm

Who am prepared against your territories

Though not for Rome itself.

Cor. You bless me, g

Arc/. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thoi

have
The leading of thine own revenges, take

The one half of my commission ; and set do

As best thou art experienced, since thou kn

Thy country’s strength and weakness—
own ways

;

Whether to knock against the gates of Rom
Or rudely visit them in parts remote,

To fright them, ere destroy. But come m:

Let me commend thee first to those that shal

Say yea to thy desires. A thousand welcor

And more a friend than e’er an enemy ;
•

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand

welcome!
[Exeunt Coriolanus and Aufiduis.

two Servingmen comefor<

First Serv. Here’s a strange alteration

Sec. Serv. By my hand, 1 had thoug

have strucken him with a cudgel ;
and y

mind gave me his clothes made a false rep

First Serv. What an arm he has ! he t

me about with his finger and his thumb,

would set up a top.

Sec. Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that

was something in him : he had, sir, a kind 0.

methought,—I cannot tell how to term it.

First Serv. He had so ;
looking as it v

would I were hanged, but I thought ther

more in him than I could think.

Sec. Serv. So did I, I’ll be sworn: he

ply the rarest man i’ the world.

First Serv. I think he is : but a greater

than he you wot on.

Sec. Serv. Who, my master ?

First Serv. Nay, it’s no matter for tna

Sec. Serv. Worth six on him.

First Serv. Nay, not so neither: but

him to be the greater soldier.

Sec. Serv. Faith, look you, one cann

how to say that : for the defence of a tow

general is excellent.

First Serv. Ay, and for an assault too.

Re-e?iter third Servingman.

Third Serv. O slaves, I can tell you n

news, you rascals

!
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rst and Sec. Serv. What, what, what? let’s

ike.

nrd Serv. I would not be a Roman, of all

ns : I had as lieve be a condemned man.
rst and Sec.. Serv. Wherefore ? wherefore ?

tird Serv. Why, here’s he that was wont
wack our general, Caius Marcius.
rst Serv. Why do you say ‘ thwack our
ral’? 191
\ird Serv. I do not say * thwack our gene-
but he was always good enough for him.
r. Serv. Come, we are fellows and friends :

as ever too hard for him ; I have heard him
0 himself.

rst Serv. He was too hard for him direddly,

{ the troth onIt : before Corioli he scotched
ind notched him like a carbonado.
Serv. An he had been cannibally given,

ght have broiled and eaten him too. 201
'st Serv. But, more of thy news?
ird Serz>. Why, he is so made on hete
1, as if he were son and heir to Mars

; set at
end o’ the table

; no question asked him by
f the senators, but they stand bald before
our general himself makes a mistress of
sandlifies himself with ’s hand and turns up
lite o’ the eye to his discourse. But the bot-
•' the news is, our general is cut i’ the middle
it one halfofwhat he was yesterday

; for the
has half, by the entreaty and grant of the
table. He ’ll go, he says, and sowl the por-
Rome gates by the ears : he will mow all

before him, and leave his passage polled.
Serv. And he’s as like to do’t as any
can imagine.
rd Serv. Do’t ! he will do’t ; for, look you,
: has as many friends as enemies; which
;, sir, as it were, durst not, look you, sir,

hemselves, as we term it, his friends whilst
t airedlitude.

t Serv. Diredlitude ! what’s that?
rd Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his

p again, and the man in blood, they will
their burrows, like conies after rain, and
11 with him.
t Serv. But when goes this forward?
^d Serv . To-morrow; to-day; presently;
all have the drum struck up this afternoon

:

it were, a parcel of their feast, and to be
ed ere they wipe their lips.

Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring
igain. This peace is nothing, but to rust
tcrease tailors, and breed ballad-makers.
t Serv. Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds
as far as day does night; it’s spritely,
audible, and full of vent. Peace is a very

<y, lethargy
; mulled, deaf, sleepy, insen-

1 getter of more bastard children than war ’s

oyer of men. 241
Serv. ’Tis so: and as war, in some sort,
said to be a ravisher, so it cannot be denied
ice is a great maker of cuckolds.
Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one

d Serv. Reason; because they then less
ae another. The wars for my money. I
see Romans as cheap as Volscians. They
ng, they are rising. 250
In, in, in, in

! {Exeunt.

Scene VI. Rome. A publicplace.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.
Sic.

_

We hear not of him, neither need we fear
him

;

His remedies are tame i’ the present peace
And quietness of the people, which before
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends
Blush that the world goes well, who rather had,
Though they themselves did suffer by’t, behold
Dissentious numbers pestering streets than see
Our tradesmen singing in their shops and going
About their functions friendly.
Bru. We stood to’t in good time. {Enter

_

Menenius.]
_

Is this Menenilis? IO
Sic. ’Tis he, ’tis he : O, he is grown most kind

of late.

Both Tri. Hail, sir!

Men. Plail to you both

!

_
Sic.

.
Your Coriolanus

Is not much miss’d, but with his friends :

The commonwealth doth stand, and so would do,
Were he more angry at it.

Men. All’s well; and might have been much
better, if

He could have temporized.

I

Sic. Where is he, hear you?
Men

:
Nay, I hear nothing: his mother and

his wife
Hear nothing from him.

Enter three orfour Citizens.

Citizens. The gods preserve you both

!

Sic. God-den, our neighbours. 20
Bru. God-den to you all, god-den to you all.
First Cit. Ourselves, our wives, and children,

on our knees,
Are bound to pray for you both.

Sic. Live, and thrive

!

Bru. Farewell, kind neighbours: we wish’d
Coriolanus

Had loved you as we did.
Citizens.. Now the gods keep you !

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell.

.. #
[Exeunt Citizens.

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time
Than when these fellows ran about the streets.
Crying confusion.
Bru. Caius Marcius was

A^worthy officer i’ the war; but insolent, 30
O’ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking.
Self-loving,

—

Vic. And affedting one sole throne,
Without assistance.
Men. I think not so.

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamentation,
If he had gone forth consul, found it so.
Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and

Rome
Sits safe and still without him.

Enter an HCdile.

Worthy tribunes,
I here is a slave, whom,we have put in prison,
Reports, the Volsces with two several powers
Are enter’d in the Roman territories, 40And with the deepest malice of the war
Destroy what lies before ’em.
Men. ’Tis Aufidius,
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Who, hearing of our Marcius’ banishment,

Thrusts forth his horns again into the world ;

Which were inshell’d when Marcius stood for

Rome,
And durst not once peep out.

Sic. Come, what talk you

Of Marcius?
.

Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp d.

cannot be
The Volsces dare break with us.

Men. Cannot be

!

We have record that very well it can,

And three examples of the like have been

Within my age. But reason with the fellow,

Before you punish him, where he heard this,.

Lest you shall chance to whip your information

And beat the messenger who bids beware

Of what is to be dreaded.

Sic. Tell not me

:

I know this cannot be.

Bru. Not possible.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The nobles in great earnestness are

going
All to the senate-house : some news is come
That turns their countenances.

Sic. ’Tis this slave 59

Go whip him ’fore the people’s eyes :—his raising

;

Nothing but his report.

Mess. Yes, worthy sir,

The slave’s report is seconded ;
and more,

More fearful, is deliver’d.

Sic. What more fearful?

Mess. It is spoke freely out of many mouths—
How probable I do not know—that Marcius,

Join’d with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst Rome,
And vows revenge as spacious as between

The young’st and oldest thing.

Sic. This is most likely

!

Bru. Raised only, that the weaker sort may
wish

Good Marcius home again.

Sic. The very trick on t. 70

Men. This is unlikely

:

He and Aufidius can no more atone

Than violentest contrariety.

You have made fair work, I fear me.

—

Pray,

Enter a second Messenger.

Sec. Mess. You are sent for to the senate

:

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius
Associated with Aufidius, rages

Upon our territories ;
and have already

O’erborne their way, consumed with fire, and took

What lay before them.

Enter Cominius.

O, you have made good work

!

If Marcius should be join’d with Volscians,-

Com. P
He is their god : he leads them like a thing

Made by some other deity than nature,

That shapes man better ;
and they follow hiij*

Against us brats, with no less confidence

Than boys pursuing summer butterflies,

Or butchers killing flies.

Men. You have made good v

You and your apron-men ;
you that stood so rj

Upon the voice of occupation and
The breath of garlic-eaters

!

Com. He will shake

Your Rome about your ears.

Men. As Hercules

Did shake down mellow fruit. You have 1]

fair work

!

Bru. But is this true, sir ?

Com. Ay ;
and you’ll look!

Before you find it other. All the regions
|

Do smilingly revolt ; and who resist

Are mock’d for valiant ignorance,

And perish constant fools. Who is’t canbj

him?
# .

Your enemies and his find something in him.1

Men. We are all undone, unless

The noble man have mercy. tj I

Com. Who shall ask ill

The tribunes cannot do’t for shame ; the pel

Deserve such pity of him as the wolf

Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if

Should say ‘ Be good to Rome,’ they charget

even
.

As those should do that had deserved his ha

And therein show’d like enemies.

Men. ’Tis true:
\

If he were putting to my house the brand
|

That should consume it, I have not the face

To say ‘Beseech you, cease.’ You have 1

fair hands, -

You and your crafts
!
you have crafted fair

.

Com. You have brc

A trembling upon Rome, such as was never

So incapable of help.
.

•

Both Tri. Say not we brought it.

Men. How ! Was it we ? we loved him;

like beasts

And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your clu:

Who did hoot him out o’ the city. .

Com. But I fear

They’ll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius

The second name of men, obeys his points

As if he were his officer : desperation

Is all the policy, strength and defence,

That Rome can make against them.

Com. j „
Men. What news? what news? 80

Com. You have holp to ravish your own daught-

ers and
To melt the city leads upon your pates,

To see your wives dishonour’d to your noses,

—

Men. What’s the news? what’s the news?

Com. Your temples burned in their cement, and

Your franchises, whereon you stood, confined

Into an auger’s bore.

Men. Pray now, your news?

Enter a troop ^/Citizens.

Men. Here come the clu

And is Aufidius with him? You are they

That made the air unwholesome, when you

Your stinking greasy caps in hooting at
j

Coriolanus’ exile. Now he ’ s,coming

;

And not a hair upon a soldier’s head

Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcj

As you threw caps up will he tumble down,
|

And pay you for your voices. ’Tis no matti

If he could burn us all into one coal,
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ave deserved it.

izens. Faith, we hear fearful news.
•st Ctt. For mine own part
1 1 said, banish him, I said, ’twas pity. 14c
. Cit. And so did I.

irdCit. And so did I; and, to say the
so did very many of us : that we did, we
r the best ; and though we willingly con-
1 to his banishment, yet it was against our

n. Ye’re goodly things, you voices !

You have made
work, you and your cry » Shall ’s to the
Capitol ?

v. 0, ay, what else?

[Exeunt Cominius and Menenius.
Go, masters, get ypu home ; be not dis-

may’d : ISo
are a side that would be glad to have
rue which they so seem to' fear. Go home,
iow no sign of fear.

't Cit. The gods be good to us ! Come,
•s, let’s home. I ever said we were i’ the
when we banished him.
Cit. So did we all. But, come, let’s home.

[.Exeunt Citizens.
I do not like this news.
Nor I.

. Let’s to the Capitol. Would half my
realth 260
buy this for a lie !

Pray, let us go.

[Exeunt.

VII. A camp, at a small distance
fro7ii Rome.

nter Aufidius and his Lieutenant.

Do they still fly to the Roman ?

. I do not know what witchcraft's in him,
it

’

ildiers use him as the grace ’fore meat,
alk at table, and their thanks at end

;

u are darken’d in this adtion, sir,

y your own.
I cannot help it now,

by using means, I lame the foot
ilesign. He bears himself more proudlier,

!

mY person, than I thought he would
;rst I did embrace him

: yet his nature 10
s no changeling

; and I must excuse
annot be amended.

Yet I wish, sir,—
for your particular,—you had not
a commission with him

; but either
rne the adtion of yourself, or else
had left it solely.
I understand thee well

; and be thou sure,
e shall come to his account, he knows not
can urge against him. Although it seems,
ie thinks, and is no less apparent 20
'ulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly,

1

ows good husbandry for the Volscian

ragcm-like, and does achieve as soon
lus sword; yet he hath left undone
ich shall break his neck or hazard mine,
-r come to our account.

(

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he’ll carry
Rome ?

A uf. All places yield to him ere he sits down ;And the nobility of Rome are his ;

The senators and patricians love him too : 30
The tribunes are no soldiers

; and their people
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty
To expel him thence. I think he’ll be to Rome
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it
By sovereignty of nature. First he was
A noble servant to them

; but he could not
Carry his honours even : whether ’twas pride,
Which out of daily fortune ever taints
The happy man

; whether defect of judgement,
*

To fail in the disposing of those chances 40Which he was lord of; or whether nature,
Not to be other than one thing, not moving
From the casque to the cushion, but commanding

peace
Even with the same austerity and garb
As he controll’d the war

; but one of these—
As he hath spices of them all, not all,
For I dare so far free him—made him fear’d,
So hated, and so banish’d : but he has a merit,
To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues
Lie in the interpretation of the time

; 50And power, unto itself most commendable,
tHath not a tomb so evident as a chair
To extol what it hath done.
One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail

;

Rights by rights falter, strengths by strengths do
fail.

Come, let s away. When, Caius, Rome is thine,
I hou art poor’st of all ; then shortly art thou mine.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. Rome. A publicplace.

.filter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus,
and others.

Men.. No, I’ll not go : you hear what he hath
said

Which was sometime his general
; who loved him

In a most dear particular. He call’d me father ;

But what 0’ that? Go, you that banish’d him;
A mile before his tent fall down, and knee
The way into his mercy: nay, if he coy’d
To hear Cominius speak, I ’ll keep at home.
Com. He would not seem to kpow me.
Men.

<
Do you hear?

Lorn. Yet one time he did call me bymy name :

I urged our old acquaintance, and the drops 10
That we have bled together. Coriolanus
He would not answer to : forbad all names;
He was a kind of nothing, titleless,
Till he had forged himself a name 0’ the fire
Of burning Rome.Men. Why, so : you have made good work !A pair of tribunes that have rack’d for Rome,
To make coals cheap,—a noble memory !

I minded him how royal ’twas to pardon
When it was less expe&ed : he replied,
It was a bare petition of a state 20
ro one whom they had punish’d.

^
Men. Very well:

~ould he say less?
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Coin. I offer’d to awaken his regard

For’s private friends: his answer to me was,

He could not stay to pick them in a pile

Of noisome musty chaff : he said ’twas folly,

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt,

And still to nose the offence.

Men. For one poor grain or two !

I am one of those ;
his mother, wife, his child,

And this brave fellow too, we are the grains
: 30

You are the musty chaff; and you are smelt

Above the moon : we must be burnt for you.

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient : if you refuse your

aid

In this so never-needed help, yet do not

Upbraid’s with our distress. But, sure, if you

Would be your country's pleader, your good

tongue,

More than the instant army we can make,

Might stop our countryman.

Men. No, I’ll not meddle.

Sic. Pray you, go to him.
_ _

Men. What should I do? 39

Bru. Only make trial what your love can do

For Rome, towards Marcius.
, .

Men. Well, and say that Marcius

Return me, as Cominius is return’d,

Unheard; what then?
.

But as a discontented friend, grief-shot

With his unkindness? say’ t be so?
Yet your good will

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the

measure
As you intended well.

Men. I’ll undertake t:

I think he’ll hear me. Yet, to bite his lip

And hum. at good Cominius, much, unhearts me
He was not taken well ;

he had not dined
: 50

;
The veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then

; We pout upon the morning, are unapt

i

To give or to forgive ;
but when we have stuff d

I These pipes and these conveyances of our

blood
! With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls

Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore I ’ll watch

him
Till he be dieted to my request,

j

And then I ’ll set upon him.
. .

! Bru. You know the very road into his kind-

ness,

! And cannot lose your way. •

Men Good faith, 1 11 prove him, 60
1 Speed how it will. I shall ere long have know-

!
ledge .

j

Of my success. \tLxit.

\ Com. He’ll never hear him.
i Sic. Not?

j
Coin. I tell you, he does sit in gold,, his eye

1 Red as ’twould burn Rome ;
and his injury

The gaoler to his pity. I kneel’d before him

;

’Twas very faintly he said ‘ Rise dismiss d me

I

Thus, with his speechless hand : what he would do,

|

He sent in writing after me ;
what he would not,

Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions

:

So that all hope is vain, 7°

!
Unless his noble mother, and his wife

;

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him

j

For mercy to his country.. Therefore, let’s hence,

! And with our fair entreaties haste them on.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. Entrance of the Volscian <i|

before Rome. Two Sentinels on guar

Enter to them ,
Menenius.

First Sen. Stay : whence are you?

.SVc. Sen. Stand, and go.

Men. You guard like men ;
’tis well : b

your leave,

I am an officer of state, and come
To speak with Coriolanus.

First Sen. From whence?
Men. From
First Sen. You may not pass, you

return: our general

Will no more hear from thence.

Sec. Sen. You’ll see your Rome em'

with fire before

You’ll speak with Coriolanus.

Men. Good my frie:

If you have heard your general talk of Roi

And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks

My name hath touch’d your ears : it is Mei

First Sen. Be it so ;
go back : the vii

your name
Is not here passable.

Men. I tell thee, fellow,

Thy general is my lover : I have been

The book of his good adts, whence men hx
His fame unparallel’d, haply amplified;

For I have ever f verified my friends,

Of whom he’s chief, with all the size that

Would without lapsing suffer : nay, someti

Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground,. J
I have tumbled past the throw ; and in hi!

Have almost stamp’d the leasing: the

fellow,

I must have leave to pass.

First Sen. Faith, sir, if you had

many lies in his behalf as you have

words in your own, you. should not pas:

no, though it were as virtuous to lie as

chastely. Therefore, go back.

Men. Prithee, fellow, remember my l

Menenius, always factionary on the p;

your general.

Sec. Sen. Howsoever you have been !

as you say you have, I am one that, telln

under him, must say, you cannot pass,

fore, go back. H
Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell

would not speak with him till after dinner,

First Sen. You are a Roman, are you

Men. I am, as thy general is.

First Sen. Then you 'should hate Ro

he does. Can you, when you have pusl

your gates the very defender of them, '

a violent popular ignorance, given your

your shield, think to front his revenge

the easy groans of old women, the >

palms of your daughters, or with the

intercession of such a decayed dotant

seem to be? Can you think to blow c

intended fire your city is ready to fla

with such weak breath as this? No, y

deceived ;
therefore, back to Rome, and l

for your execution: you are condemne

general has sworn you out of reprie-

pardon.



II.] CORIOLANUS.

Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here,

ild use me with estimation.

Sen. Come, my captain knows you not.

:. I mean, thy general.

t Sen. My general cares not for you.
I say, go ; lest I let forth your half-pint

od; back,—that’s the utmost of your
: back.

. Nay, but, fellow, fellow,

—

Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius.

What’s the matter?
. Now, you companion, I Ml say an errand
i
:
you shall know now that I am in esti-

;
you shall perceive that a Jack guardant

office me from my son Coriolanus
:
guess,

r my entertainment with him, if thou
it not i’ the state of hanging, or of some
more long in spedlatorship, and crueller
>ring; behold now presently, and swoon
it’s to come upon thee. [To Cor.] The
s gods sit in hourly synod about thy par-
prosperity, and love thee no worse than

1 father Menenius does ! O my son, my
ou art preparing fire for us ; look thee,

.rater to quench it. I was hardly moved
2 to thee

;
but being assured none but

could move thee, I have been blown out
• gates with sighs; and conjure thee to

Rome, and thy petitionary countrymen,
od gods assuage thy wrath, and turn the
f it upon this varlet here,—this, who, like

,
hath denied my access to thee.

Away

!

How ! away

!

Wife, mother, child, I know not. My
'airs

ranted to others : though I owe
2nge properly, my remission lies go
;ian breasts. That we have been familiar,
forgetfulness shall poison, rather
ty note how much. Therefore, be gone,
.rs against your suits are stronger than
ites against my force. Yet, for I loved
;e,

is along ; I writ it for thy sake,

[Gives a letter.

ildhavesent.it. Another word, Menenius,
>t hear thee speak. This man, Aufidius,
beloved in Rome

:
yet thou behold ’st 1

You keep a constant temper. xoo
[Exeunt Coriola?ius and Aufidius.

Sen. Now, sir, is your name Menenius?
Sen. ’Tis a spell, you see, of much
you know the way home again.
Sen. Do you hear how we are shent for

your greatness back ?

en. What cause, do vou think, I have
i?

I neither care for the world nor your
for such things as you, I can scarce

-re’s any, ye’re so slight. He that hath
die by himself fears it not from another:
general do his worst. For you, be that
long; and your misery increase with

; ! I say to you, as I was said to. Away !

[Exit.
Sen. A noble fellow, I warrant him.

Sec. Sen. The worthy fellow is our general:
he ’s the rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken.

[Exeunt.

Scene III. The tent of Coriolanus.

Enter Coriolanus, Aufidius, and others.

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-
morrow

Set down our host. My partner in this adlion,
You must report to the Volscian lords, how

plainly

I have borne this business.

Auf. Only their ends
You have respedled

; stopp’d your ears against
The general suit of Rome

; never admitted
A private whisper, no, not with such friends
That thought them sure of you.

Cor. This last old man.
Whom with a crack’d heart I have sent to Rome,
Loved me above the measure of a father

; io
Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge
Was to send him ; for whose old love I have,'
Though I show’d sourly to him, once more

offer’d

The first conditions, which they did refuse
And cannot now accept ; to grace him only
That thought he could do more, a very little

I have yielded to : fresh embassies and suits,
Nor from the state nor private friends, hereafter
Will I lend ear to. Ha ! what shout is this?

[Shout within.
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 20
In the same time ’tis made ? I will not.

Enter
, in mourning habits

,
Virgilta, Yo-

|

lumnia, leading young Marcius, Valeria, :

and Attendants.

My wife comes foremost ; then the honour’d
mould

Wherein this trunk was framed, and in her hand
The grandchild to her blood. But, out, affedlion !

All bond and privilege of nature, break

!

Let it be virtuous to be obstinate.
What is that curt’sy worth ? or those doves’ eyes,
Which can make gods forsworn? I melt, and

am not
Of stronger earth than others. My mother bows ;

'

As if Olympus to a molehill should 30
In supplication nod: and my young boy
Hath an aspedl of intercession, which
Great nature cries ‘Deny not.’ Let the Volsces
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy : I ’ll never
Be such a gosling to obey instinct, but stand,
As if a man were author of himself
And knew no other kin.

Vir. My lord and husband

!

Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore
in Rome.

Vir. The sorrow that delivers us thus changed
Makes you think so.

Cor• Like a dull adlor now, 40 '

I have forgot my part, and I am out,
Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh.
Forgive my tyranny; but do not say
For that ‘ Forgive our Romans.’ O, a kiss |

Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge !Now, jby the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss i

I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip
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Hath virgin’d it e’er since. You gods ! I prate,

And the most noble mother of the world

Leave unsaluted : sink, my knee, i’ the earth
; 50

\_Kneels.

Of thy deep duty more impression show
Than that of common sons.

Vol. O, stand up blest !

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the flint,

I kneel before thee ;
and unproperly

Show duty, as mistaken all this while

Between the child and parent. [Kneels.

Cor. What is this?

Your knees to me? to your corrected son?

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach

Fillip the stars ;
then let the mutinous winds

Strike the proud cedars ’gainst the fiery sun ;
60

Murdering impossibility, to make
What cannot be, slight work.

Vol. Thou art my warrior

;

I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady?

Cor. The noble sister of Publicola,

The moon of Rome, chaste as the icicle

That’s curdied by the frost from purest snow
And hangs on Dian’s temple : dear Valeria!

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours.

Which by the interpretation of full time

May show like all yourself.

Cor. The god of soldiers, 70

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform

Thy thoughts with nobleness; that thou mayst
prove

To shame unvulnerable, and stick i’ the wars

Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw.

And saving those that eye thee !

Vol. Your knee, sirrah.

Cor. That’s my brave boy

!

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and
myself,

Are suitors to you.
Cor. I beseech you, peace :

Or, if you ’Id ask, remember this before

:

The thing I have forsworn to grant may never 80

Be held by you denials. Do not bid me
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate

Again with Rome’s mechanics: tell me not

Wherein I seem unnatural: desire not

To allay my rages and revenges with

Your colder reasons.

Vol. O, no more, no more
!

_

You have said you will not grant us any thing

;

For we have nothing else to ask, but that

Which you deny already :
yet we will ask

;

That, if you fail in our request, the blame 90

May hang upon your hardness : therefore hear us.

Cor. Aufidius, and you Volsces, mark; for

we’ll

Hear nought fromRome in private. Your request ?

Vol. Should we be silent and not speak, our

raiment
And state of bodies would bewray what life

We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself

How more unfortunate than all living women
Are we come hither : since that thy sight, which

should
#

Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with

comforts,

Constrains them weep and shake with fear and

sorrow ; .

100

Making the mother, wife and child to see

The son, the husband and the father tearir.

His country’s bowels out. And to poor we
Thine enmity’s most capital : thou barr’st 1

Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfor

That all but we enjoy ; for how can we,

Alas, how can we for our country pray,

Whereto we are bound, together with thy v:

Whereto we are bound? alack, or we must
The country, our dear nurse, or else thy p<

Our comfort in the country. We must fine

An evident calamity, though we had
Our wish, which side should win : for eitheij

Must, as a foreign recreant, be led

With manacles thorough our streets, or els

Triumphantly tread on thy country’s ruin,

And bear the palm for having bravely shed

Thy wife and children’s blood. For mysel

I purpose not to wait on fortune till

These wars determine : if I cannot persuad

Rather to show a noble grace to both parts

Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no so

March to assault thy country than to tread

Trust to’t, thou shalt not—on thy mother’s •

That brought thee to this world.

Vir. Ay, and m
That brought you forth this boy, to keej

name
Living to time.

Young Mar. A’ shall not tread on me ;

I’ll run away till I am bigger, but then I

Cor. Not of a woman’s tenderness to bt

Requires nor child nor woman’s face to see

I have sat too long.

Vol. Nay, go not from us th

If it were so that our request did tend

To save the Romans, thereby to destroy
?

The Volsces whom you serve, you migl

demn us,

As poisonous of your honour : no ; our suit

Is, that you reconcile them: while the Vol

May say ‘ This mercy we have show’d

Romans,
‘ This we received ;’ and each in either sid<

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry * Be blest

For making up this peace !’ Thou know’st.

son,

The end of war’s uncertain, but this certai)

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit

Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a na

Whose repetition will be dogg’d with curse

Whose chronicle thus writ: ‘The man was

But with his last attempt he wiped it out
;

_

Destroy’d his country, and his name remai

To the ensuing age abhorr’d.’ Speak to nu

Thou hast affedted the fine strains of honov

To imitate the graces of the gods ;

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o’ th

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt

That should but rive an oak. Why do

speak ?

Think’st thou it honourable for a noble mai

Still to remember wrongs? Daughter, spea

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thoi

Perhaps thy childishness will move him me

Than can our reasons. There ’s no man
world

More bound to ’s mother ;
yet here he k

prate
Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in t



1 thy dear mother any courtesy,
she, poor hen, fond of no second brood,
uck’d thee to the wars and safely home,
1 with honour. Say my request ’s unjust,
urn me back : but if it be not so,

irt not honest; and the gods will plague
lee,

xou restraint from me the duty which
other’s part belongs. He turns away :

ladies; let us shame him with our knees,
surname Coriolanus ’longs more pride 170
ity to our prayers. Down : an end

;

the last: so we will home to Rome,
2 among our neighbours. Nay, behold ’s :

>y, that cannot tell what he would have,
“els and holds up hands for fellowship,
:ason our petition with more strength
iou hast to deny ’t. Come, let us go

;

!low had a Volscian to his mother;
e is in Corioli and his child
m by chance. Yet give us our dispatch

:

ish’d until our city be a-fire, 181
in I ’ll speak a little. [He holds her by the

hand, silent.

O mother, mother

!

lave you done? Behold, the heavens do
je,

is look down, and this unnatural scene
ugh at. O my mother, mother ! O !

rz v/on a happy vidlory to Rome ;

your son,—believe it, O, believe it,

mgerously you have with him prevail’d,
lost mortal to him. But, let it come.
;, though I cannot make true wars, 190
le convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius,
)u in my stead, would you have heard
:r less? or granted less, Aufidius?
I was moved withal.

I dare be sworn you were

:

,
it is no little thing to make

es to sweat compassion. But, good sir,
ace you’ll make, advise me : for my part,
to Rome, I’ll back with you; and pray

me in this cause. O mother ! wife !

[Aside.] I am glad thou hast set thy
rcy and thy honour 200
ence in thee : out of that I ’ll work
1 former fortune.
[The Ladies make signs to Coriolanus.

Ay, by and by

;

.

[To Volumnia
, Virgilla

, Lr’C.
»ull drink together

; and you shall bear
witness back than words, which we,
.onditions, will have counter-seal’d.
iter with us. Ladies, you deserve
a temple built you : all the swords
and her confederate arms,

't have made this peace. [Exeunt. 209

'NE IV. Rome. A public place.

'.ntei Menenius and Sicinius.

See you yond coign o’ the Capitol, yond
me?
Vhy, what of that?
If it be possible for you to displace it
r httle finger, there is some hope the
Rome, especially his mother, may pre-

vail with him. But I say there is no hope in ’t

:

our throats are sentenced and stay upon execution.'
Sic. Is’t possible that so short a time can alter

the condition of a man ? 1Q
Men. There is differency between a grub and

a butterfly
;
yet your butterfly was a grub. This

Marcius is grown from man to dragon : he has
wings ; he ’s more than a creeping thing.

Sic. He loved his mother dearly.
Men. So did he me : and he no more remem-

bers his mother now than an eight-year-old horse.
The tartness of his face sours ripe grapes : when
he walks, he moves like an engine, and the
ground shrinks before his treading : he is able to
pierce a corslet with his eye; talks like a knell,
and his hum is a battery. He sits in his state, as
a thing made for Alexander. What he bids be
done is finished with his bidding. He wants no-
thing of a god but eternity and a heaven to
throne in.

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly.
Men. I paint him in the changer. Mark what

mercy his mother shall’ bring from him : there is
no more mercy in him than there is milk in a male
tiger; that shall our poor city find: and all this is
long of you.
Sic. The gods be good unto us !

Men. No, in such a case the gods will riot be
good unto us. When we banished him, we re-
spedled not them ; and, he returning to break our
necks, they respea not us.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Sir, if you ’Id save your life, fly to your
house

:

The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune
And hale him up and down, all swearing, if 40The Roman ladies bring not comfort home.
They’ll give him death by inches.

Enter a second Messenger.

What’s the news?
Sec. Mess. Good news, good news; the ladies

have prevail’d,
The Volscians are dislodged, and Marcius gone:A merrier day did never yet greet Rome,
No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins.

Friend,
Art thou certain this is true ? is it most certain ?

Sec. Mess. As certain as I know the sun is fire :

Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt
°f it

? ^

g

Ne’er through an arch so hurried the blown tide.
As the recomforted through the gates. Why’

hark you ! [Trumpets; hautboys; drums
beat; all together.

I he trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries and fifes,
Tabors and cymbals and the shouting Romans,
Make the sun dance. Hark you 1

[A shout within.
Men. This is good news

:

I will go meet the ladies. This Volumnia
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians,
A city full ; of tribunes, such as you,
A sea and land full. You have pray’d well to-day :

This morning for ten thousand of your throats 59
I Id not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy

!

[Music still
,
with shouts.
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Sic. First, the gods bless you for your tidings

;

next,

Accept my thankfulness.

Sec. Mess. Sir, we have all

Great cause to give great thanks.

Sic. They are near the city?

Sec. Mess. Almost at point to enter.

Sic. We will meet them,

And help the joy. {Exeunt.

Scene V. The same . A street near the gate.

Enter two Senators wzV^'Volumnia, Virgilia,

Valeria, &c. passing over the stage,followed

by Patricians
,
and others.

First Sett. Behold our patroness, the life of

Rome

!

Call all your tribes together, praise the gods,

And make triumphant fires ;
strew flowers before

them

:

Unshout the noise that banish’d Marcius,

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother

;

Cry ‘ Welcome, ladies, welcome !’

AH. Welcome, ladies,

Welcome ! {A flourish with drums and trum-
pets. Exeunt.

Being banish’d for’t, he came unto my her.

Presented to my knife his throat : I took K

Made him joint-servant with me
;
gave hir

In all his own desires; nay, let him choose

Out of my files, his projects to accomplish,

My best and freshestmen ; served his design:

In mine own person ;
holp to reap the fam;

Which he did end all his ; and took some
]

To do myself this wrong : till, at the last,

I seem’d his follower, not partner, and

He waged me with his countenance, as if

I had been mercenary. '

First Con. So he did, my lord

:

The army marvell’d at it, and, in the last,

When he had carried Rome and that we lc

For no less spoil than glory,

—

Auf. There was it

For which my sinews shall be stretch’d up<

At a few drops of women’s rheum, which ;

As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and lab

Of our great adlion : therefore shall he die

And I ’ll renew me in his fall. But, hark

!

{Drums and trumpets sound, wit,

shouts of the

First Con. Your native town you ente

Scene VI. Antium. A publicplace.

Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants.

Auf Go tell the lords o’ the city I am here :

Deliver them this paper : having read it.

Bid them repair to the market-place ;
where I,

Even in theirs and in the commons’ ears,

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse

The city ports by this hath enter’d and

Intends to appear before the people, hoping

To purge himself with words : dispatch.

{Exemit A. ttendants.

Enter three orfour Conspirators ofAufidius’
fadlion.

a post,

And had no welcomes home ; but he retur

Splitting the air with noise.

Sec, Con. And patient foe

Whose children he hath slain, their base

tear

With giving him glory.

Third Con. Therefore, at your v

Ere he express himself, or move the peop

With what he would say, let him feel youi

Which we will second. When he lies alo

After your way his tale pronounced shall 1

His reasons with his body.

Auf Say no more:

Here come the lords.

E7iter the Lords of the city.

Most welcome

!

First Con. How is it with our general?

Auf Even so

As with a man by his own alms empoison d,

And with his charity slain.

Sec. Con. Most noble sir,

If you do hold the same intent wherein

You wish’d us parties, we’ll deliver you

Of your great danger.

Auf Sir, I cannot tell:

We must proceed as we do find the people.

Third Con. The people will remain uncertain

whilst .

’Twixt you there ’s difference ;
but the fall of either

Makes the survivor heir of all.

Auf. I know it;

And my pretext to strike at him admits 20

A good construction. I raised him, and I pawn d

Mine honour for his truth : who being so heighten’d,

He water’d his new plants with dews of flattery,

Seducing so my friends ; and, to this end,

He bow’d his nature, never known before

But to be rough, unswayable and free.

Third Con. Sir, his stoutness

When he did stand for consul, which he lost

By lack of stooping,—^

Auf. That I would have spoke of

:

A ll the Lords. You are most welcome

A if I have not dese

But, worthy lords, have you with heed pc

What I have written to ydu?
Lords. We have.

First Lord. And grieve to

What faults he made before the last, I thi

Might have found easy fines : but there tc

Where he was to begin and give away
The benefit of our levies, answering us

V/ith our own charge, making a treaty wl

There was a yielding,—this admits no exc

Auf. He approaches
:
you shall hear 1

Enter Coriolanus, marching with dri

colours ; Commoners being with hi:

Cor. Hail, lords ! I am return’d your j

No more infe&ed with my country’s love

Than when I parted hence, but still subsi

Under your great command. You are to

That prosperously I have attempted and

With bloody passage led your wars even
j

The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have

home
. , J

Do more than counterpoise a full third p«j

The charges of the aftion. We have mac;

With no less honour to the Antiates
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shame to the Romans: and we here deliver,

ribed by the consuls and patricians,

her with the seal o' the senate, what
tve compounded on.

Read it not, noble lords ;

11 the traitor, in the high’st degree
th abused your powers.

Traitor ! how now !

Ay, traitor, Marcius

!

Marcius

!

! Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius : dost thou
hink

ace thee with that robbery, thy stoPn name
anus in Corioli? 90
rds and heads o’ the state, perfidiously
s betray’d your business, and given up,
rteitn drops of salt, your city Rome,
your city,’ to his wife and mother;
ng his oath and resolution like

t of rotten silk, never admitting
il o’ the war, but at his nurse’s tears
ined and roar’d away your vidtory,
ages blush’d at him and men of heart
wondering each at other.

Hear’st thou, Mars? 100
Name not the god, thou boy of tears

!

Ha!
No more.

Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart
sat for what contains it. Boy ! O slave !

me, lords, ’tis the first time that ever
forced to scold. Your judgements, my
•ave lords,

ive this cur the lie : and his own notion

—

ears my stripes impress’d upon him ; that
ear my beating to his grave—shall join
ist the lie unto him. no
'Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak.
Cut me to pieces, Volsces; men and lads,
1 your edges on me. Boy ! false hound !

iave writ your annals true, ’tis there,
ke an eagle in a dove-cote, I
d your Volscians in Corioli:
did it. Boy

!

Why, noble lords,

U be put in mind of his blind fortune,
was your shame, by this unholy braggart,
mr.own eyes and ears?
'otisp. Let him die for’t. 120

All the people. ‘Tear him to pieces.’ ‘Do it
presently.’ ‘ He killed my son.’ ‘My daughter.’
‘He killed my cousin Marcus.’ ‘He killed my
father.’

Sec. Lord. Peace, ho! no outrage: peace!
The man is noble and his fame folds-in
This orb o’ the earth. His last offences to us
Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, Aufidius,
And trouble not the peace.

__ O that I had him,
With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe, 130
To use my lawful sword !

Auf. Insolent villain

!

All Consp. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him

!

[ The Conspirators draw
, and kill Corio-

lanus: A ufuiius stands on his body.
Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold

!

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak.
First Lord.

,
O Tullus,—

Sec. Lord.
.
Thou hast done a deed whereat

valour will weep.
Third Lord. Tread not upon him. Masters

all, be quiet

;

Put up your swords.
A uf.

'

My lords, when you shall know—as in
this rage,

Provoked by him, you cannot—the great danger
Which this man’s life did owe you, you’ll rejoice
P hat he is thus cut off. Please it your honours
To call me to your senate, I’ll deliver 141
Myself your loyal servant, or endure
Your heaviest censure.
First Lord. Bear from hence his body

;

A nd mourn you for him : let him be regarded
As the most noble corse that ever herald
Did follow to his urn.

Sec. Lord. His own impatience
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame.
Let’s make the best of it.

My rage is gone

;

And I am struck with sorrow. Take him up. 149
Help, three o’ the chiefest soldiers ; I ’ll be one.
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully

:

Trail your steel pikes. Though in this city he
Hath widow’d and unchilded many a one,
Which to this hour bewail the injury,
Yet he shall have a noble memory.
Assist. [Exeunt,

bearing the body ofCorio

-

lanus. A dead vjarch sounded.



TITUS ANDRONICUS.
DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

Saturninus, son to the late Emperor of

Rome, and afterwards declared Emperor.

Bassianus, brother to Saturninus; in love

with Lavinia.

Titus Andronicus, a noble Roman, gene-

ral against the Goths.

Marcus Andronicus, tribune of the people,

and brother to Titus.

Lucius,
}

Quintus, l sons t0 xitus Andronicus.
Martius, 1

Mutius, J

Young Lucius, a boy, son to Lucius.

Publius, son to Marcus the Tribune.

Sempronius, I

Caius, V kinsmen to Titus.

Valentine, J

./Emilius, a noble Roman.
Alarbus, I

Demetrius, > sons to Tamora.
Chiron, J
Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora.

A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and
Romans.

Goths and Romans.

Tamora, Queen of the Goths.

Lavinia, daughter to Titus Andronic

A Nurse.

Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers,

Attendants.

Scene : Rome,
and the cou7itry near

ACT I.

Scene I. Rome. Before the Capitol.

The Tomb of the Andronici appearing; the

Tribunes and Senators aloft. Enter
,
belozv,

front one side
,
Saturninus and his Follow-

ers: and
, from the other side

,
Bassianus

and his Followers; with drum and colours.

Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my right,

Defend the justice of my cause with arms.

And, countrymen, my loving followers,

Plead my successive title with your swords

:

I am his first-born son, that was the last

That wore the imperial diadem of Rome;
Then let my father’s honours live in me,

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.

Bas. Romans, friends, followers, favourers of

my right,

If ever Bassianus, Caesar’s son, 10

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,
Keep then this passage to the Capitol

And suffer not dishonour to approach

The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate,

To justice, continence and nobility;

But let desert in pure election shine,

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.

Enter Marcus Andronicus, aloft,
with the

crown.

Marc. Princes, that strive by factions and by
friends

Ambitiously for rule and empery,
Know that the people of Rome, for whom we

stand
A special party, have, by common voice.

In eledtion for the Roman empery,
Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius

For many good and great deserts to Rome

:

A nobler man, a braver warrior,

Lives not this day within the city walls

:

He by the senate is accited home

From weary wars against the barbarous G
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes,

Hath yoked a nation strong, train’d up in

Ten years are spent since first he undertoc

This cause of Rome and chastised with ar

Our enemies’ pride : five times he hath rei

Bleeding to Rome, be.aring his valiant son

In coffins from the field

;

And now at last, laden with honour s spoil

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms.

Let us entreat, by honour of his name,

Whom worthily you would have now succ<

And in the Capitol and senate’s right,

Whom you pretend to honour and adore,

That you withdraw you and abate your str

Dismiss your followers and, as suitors shot

Plead your deserts in peace and humblene

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to c:

thoughts!
Bas. Marcus Andronicus, so I do any

In thy uprightness and integrity,

And so I love and honour thee and thme,

Thy noble brother Titus and his sons,

And her to whom my thoughts are humbl

Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich*>rnament,

That I will here dismiss my loving friends

And to my fortunes and the people’s favor

Commit my cause in balance to be weigh <

[Exeunt the Followers ofBas.

Sat. Friends, that have been thus fon

my right,
.

..

I thank you all and here dismiss you all,

And to the love and favour of my country

Commit myself, my person and the cause.

[Exeunt the Followers ofSaha

Rome, be as just and gracious unto me
j

As I am confident and kind to thee.

Open the gates, and let me in.

Bas. Tribunes, and me, a poor compet

[Flourish. Saturninus and Bassia

up into the C
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Enter a Captain.

p. Romans, make way: the good Andro-
nicus,

m of virtue, Rome’s best champion,
essful in the battles that he fights,

honour and with fortune is return’d
1 where he circumscribed with his sword,
brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome.

ns and trumpets sounded. Enter Mar-
js and Mutius ; after them, two Men
ring a coffin covered with black ; then
cius and Quintus. After them

, Titus
dronicus; and then Tamora, with Alar-
Demetrius, Chiron, Aaron, and other

ths, prisoners

;

Soldiers and Peoplefollow-
•’ The Bearers set down the coffin

, and
rus speaks.

'. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning
weeds

! jQ
; the bark, that hath discharged her fraught,
ns with precious lading to the bay
whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage,
th Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs,
-salute his country with his tears,
of true joy for his return to Rome,
great defender of this Capitol,
gracious to the rites that we intend

!

ns, of five and twenty valiant sons,
>f the number that King Priam had, 80
d the poor remains, alive and dead !

that survive let Rome reward with love

;

that I bring unto their latest home,
ourial amongst their ancestors :

3oths have given me leave to sheathe my
word.

unkind and careless of thine own,
uffer’st thou thy sons, unburied yet,
/er on the dreadful shore of Styx?
way to lay them by their brethren.

\ 4 t

[The tomb is opened.
greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 90
eep in peace, slain in your country’s wars !

ed receptacle ofmy joys,
cell of virtue and nobility,
iany sons of mine hast thou in store,
hou wilt never render to me more !

Give us the proudest prisoner of the
oths,

e may hew his limbs, and on a pile
aes fratrum sacrifice his flesh,
this earthy prison of their bones ;

) shadows be not unappeased, 100
: disturb’d with prodigies on earth.
I give him you, the noblest that survives,
lest son of this distressed queen.
• Stay, Roman brethren ! Gracious con-
leror,

>us Titus, rue the tears I shed,
er’s tears in passion for her son

:

hy sons were ever dear to thee,
< my son to be as dear to me !

h not that we are brought to Rome,
itify thy triumphs and return, no
to thee and to thy Roman yoke,

st my sons be slaughter’d in the streets,
•ant doings in their country’s cause?
nght for king and commonweal

Were piety in thine, it is in these.
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood :

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ?

Draw near them then in being merciful:
Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge :

Thrice noble Titus, spare my first-born son. 120
Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me.

These are their brethren, whom you Goths be-
held

Alive and dead, and for their brethren slain
Religiously they ask a sacrifice :

To this your son is mark’d, and die he must.
To appease theirgroaning shadows that are gone.
Luc. Away with him ! and make a fire straight

;

And with our swords, upon a pile of wood,
Let s hew his limbs till they be clean consumed.

[Exeunt Lucius
, Quintus, Martius, and

Mutius, with A larbus.
Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety

! 130
Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous?
Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome.

Alarbus goes to rest
; and we survive

To tremble under Titus’ threatening looks.
Then, madam, stand resolved, but hope withal
The self-same gods that arm’d the Queen of Troy
With opportunity of sharp revenge
Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent,

1

May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths

—

When Goths were Goths and Tamora was queen

—

To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 14

1

Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and
Mutius, with their swords bloody.

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have per-
form’d

Our Roman rites : Alarbus’ limbs are lopp’d,
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire,

Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky.
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren,
And with loud’larums welcome them to Rome. 1

Tit. Let it be so ; and let Andronicus
Make this his latest farewell to their souls.

[Trumpets sounded
,
and the coffin laid in

the tomb.
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons; 150
Rome’s readiest champions, repose you here in

rest,

Secure from worldly chances and mishaps !

Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells,
Here grow no damned grudges; here are no

storms,
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep: *

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons

!

Enter Lavinia.

Lav. In peace and honour live Lord Titus
long

;

My noble lord and father, live in fame !

Lo, at this tomb my tributary tears
I render, for my brethren’s obsequies; 160
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears ofjoy,
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome

:

O, bless- me here with thy victorious hand,
Whose fortunes Rome’s best citizens applaud

!

Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly re-
served

The cordial of mine age to glad my heart

!

Lavinia, live ; outlive thy father’s days,
And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise

!

44



Enter, below, Marcus Andronicus and Tri-

bunes; re-enter Saturninus and Bassianus,

attended.

Marc. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved

brother,

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome
. J7°

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother

Marcus.
Marc. And welcome, nephews, from suc-

cessful wars,
. .

,

You that survive, and you that sleep in lame !

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in ah,

That in your country’s service drew your swords

:

But safer triumph is this funeral pomp,

That hath aspired to Solon’s happiness

And triumphs over chance in honour s bed.

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,

Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 180

Send thee by me, their tribune and their trust,

This palliament of white and spotless hue

;

And name thee in eledlion for the empire,

With these our late-deceased emperor s sons :

Be candidatus tfien, and put it on,

And help to set a head on headless Rome.

Tit. A better head her glorious body nts

Than his that shakes for age and feebleness

:

What should I don this robe, and trouble you

.

Be chosen with proclamations to-day, 19°

To-morrow yield up rule, resign my life.

And set abroad new business for you al .

Rome, I have been thy soldier forty years,

And led my country’s strength successfully,

And buried one and twenty valiant sons.

Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms,

In right and service of their noble country:

Give me a staff of honour for mine age.

But not a sceptre to control the world

:

Upright he held it, lords, that held it last. 200

Marc. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the

Sat *Proud and ambitious tribune, canst thou

tell?

Tit. Patience, Prince Saturninus.
.

Sat'
Romans, do me right

:

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheathe them

not
Till Saturninus be Rome s emperor.

Andronicus, would thou wert shipp d to hell,

Rather than rob me of the people s hearts

!

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the

good , .

That noble-minded Titus means to thee .

Tit. Content thee, prince; I will restore to

thee . c ,

210

The people’s hearts, and wean them from them

Bas. Andronicus, I do not t
^

iee >

But honour thee, and will do till I die

:

My faction if thou strengthen with thy friends,

I will most thankful be ;
and thanks to men

Of noble minds is honourable meed.

Tit. People of Rome, and people s tribunes

here,

I ask your voices and your suffrages
: #

Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus t

Tribunes. To gratify the good Andronicus, 220

And gratulate his safe return to Rome,

The people will accept whom he admits.

Tit

.

Tribunes, I thank you: and thisu

I make,
That you create your emperor s eldest son,

Lord Saturnine ;
whose virtues will, I hope,

Refledl on Rome as Titan’s rays on earth,

And ripen justice in this commonweal

:

Then, if you will ele<5l by my advice,

Crown him, and say ‘ Long live our emperor
g

Marc. With voices and applause of every^j

Patricians and plebeians, we create

Lord Saturninus Rome’s great emperor,
.

And say * Long live our Emperor Saturnine)

[A longflourish till they come c

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours *

To us in our eledtion this day,

I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts,

And will with deeds requite thy gentleness

And, for an onset, Titus, to advance

Thy name and honourable family,

Lavinia will I make my empress,

Rome’s royal mistress, mistress of my heart

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse

:

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion

thee?
, , , , .

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and 1

match
I hold me highly honour’d of your grace

:

And here in sight of Rome to Saturnine,

King and commander of our commonweal,

The wide world’s emperor, do I consecrate

My sword, my chariot and my prisoners;

Presents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord

Receive them then, the tribute that I owe,

Mine honour’s ensigns humbled at thy feet

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my

How proud I am of thee and of thy gifts

Rome shall record, and when I do forget

The least of these unspeakable deserts,

Romans, forget your fealty to me.

Tit. [ To Tamora ] Now, madam, ai

prisoner to an emperor;

To him that, for your honour and your stai

Will use you nobly and your followers.

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me ;
of the h

That I would choose, were I to choose ant

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countena

Though chance of war hath wrought this <

of cheer,
. ^

Thou comest not to be made a scorn in kc

Princely shall be thy usage every way.

Rest on my word, and let not discontent

Daunt all your hopes : madam, he condor

Can make you greater than the Queen of

Lavinia, you are not displeased with tins.

Lav. Not I, my lord; sith true nobilit;

Warrants these words in princely courtesy

Sat. Thanks, sweet Lavmia. Roma

us go: .

Ransomless here we set our prisoners tree

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trun

drum. . , ,,

rFlourish. Saturninus courts 1

in dunn

Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, this :

mine. .
[Seizing

Tit. How, sir! are you in earnest w

Baldly, noble Titus; and resolved w

To do myself this reason and this nght.
j
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arc. ‘ Suum cuique’ is our Roman justice :

prince in justice seizeth but his own.
tc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live.
t. Traitors, avaunt ! Where is the empe-
ror’s guard ?

son, my lord ! Lavinia is surprised

!

t. Surprised ! by whom?
, . , . _ BV him that justly may

his betroth’d from all the world away.
tint Bassianus andMarcus with Lavinia.
it. Brothers, help to convey her hence away
with my sword I'll keep this door safe.
[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus

,
and Martins.

'. Follow, my lord, and I ’ll soon bring her
back.

it. My lord, you pass not here.
What, villain boy ! 290

st me my way in Rome? VStabbing Mutius.
I- Help, Lucius, help! [Dies.
During the. fray

, Saturninus, Tamora
,Demetrius

, Chiron and Aaron go out
and re-enter

, above.

Re-enter Lucius.
'• My lord, you are unjust, and, more
:han so,

Dngful quarrel you have slain your son.
Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine

;

>ns would never so dishonour me :

r, restore Lavinia to the emperor.
[•.

Head, if you will; but not to be
us wife,

s another’s lawful promised love. [Exit.
No, litus, no; the emperor needs her

ot,

-r
>
nor thee, nor any of thy stock

: 300
1st, by leisure, him that mocks me once;
lever, nor thy traitorous haughty sons,
lerates all thus to dishonour me.
lere none else in Rome to make a stale,
turnine? Full well, Andronicus,
these deeds with that proud brag of thine,
aid’st I begg’d the empire at thy hands.
0 monstrous ! what reproachful words

re these?

But go thy ways; go, give that chang-

. , 309
that flourish’d for her with his sword

;

nt son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ;

to bandy with thy lawless sons,
:e in the commonwealth of Rome.
These words are razors to my wounded

:art.

And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of
)ths,

>.e the stately Phoebe ’mongst her nymphs
ershine the gallant’st dames of Rome,
be pleased with this my sudden choice,
1 choose thee, Tamora, for my bride,

1 create thee empress of Rome. 320
Queen of Goths, dost thou applaud mv
oice ?

;

e I swear by all the Roman gods,
2st and holy water are so near
ers burn so bright and every thing
ness for Hymenaeus stand,
>t re-salute the streets of Rome,
?
my Palace, till from forth this place

>poused my bride along with me.

Tam. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome
I swear,

If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 330She will a handmaid be to his desires,
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth.

Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon. Lords,
accompany

Your noble emperor and his lovely bride,
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine,
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered

:

I here shall we consummate our spousal rites.

[Exeunt all but Titus,
fit. 1 am not bid to wait upon this bride.

1 itus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,
Dishonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs? 340
Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and

Martius.
Marc. O Titus, see, O, see what thou hast

done

!

In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son.
Tit. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of mine,

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed
I hat hath dishonoured all our family’;
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons !

Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes

;

Dive Mutius burial with our brethren.
Tit. Traitors, away! he rests not in this

tomb

:

Tins monument five hundred years hath stood.
Which I have sumptuously re-edified :

Here none but soldiers and Rome’s servitors
Repose in fame

; none basely slain in brawls

:

Bury him where you can ; he comes not here.
Marc. My lord, this is impiety in you :My nephew Mutius’ deeds do plead for him;He must be buried with his brethren.
Quin.

^

And shall, or him we will accom-
Mart.

$ pany.
Tit ‘And shall!’ what villain was it spake

that word?
Quin. He that would vouch it in any place

Dut here. 36o
Tit. What, would you bury him in my

despite?
Marc. No, noble Titus, but entreat of thee

1 o pardon Mutius and to bury him.
Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck uponmy crest,

And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast
wounded

:

My foes I do repute you every one ;

So, trouble me no more, but get you gone.
Mart. He is not with himself; let us with-

draw.
Qian. Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried.

[Marcus and the Sons of Titus kneel
Marc. Brother, for in that name doth nature

plead,

—

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature
speak,

—

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will
speed.

Marc Renowned Titus, more than half my
soul,— J

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of
us all,

—

Marc. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter
His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest,
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That died in honour and Lavinia’ s cause.

Thou art a Roman ;
be not barbarous :

The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax

That slew himself; and wise Laertes, son

Did graciously plead for his funerals
: #

Let not young Mutius, then, that was thy joy.

Be barr’d his entrance here.

Lit Rise, Marcus, rise.

The dismall’st day is this that e’er I saw,

To be dishonour’d by my sons in Rome

.

Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

[.Mutius isput into the tomb.

Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with

thy friends, . ^ ,

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb.

All. [Kneeling] No man shed tears for noble

Mutius;
, . . ,

He lives in fame that died in virtue s cause 390

Marc. My lord, to step out of these dreary

How comes’it that the subtle Queen of Goths

Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome.
.

Pit. I know not, Marcus ;
but I know it is

.

Whether by device or no, the heavens can tell;

Is she not then beholding to the man

That brought her for this high good turn so far

.

Yes, and will nobly him remunerate.

Tam. Not so, my lord ; the gods of F
forfend

I should be author to dishonour you !

But on mine honour dare I undertake

For good Lord Titus’ innocence in all

;

Whose fury not dissembled speaks his griefs

Then, at my suit, look graciously on him

;

Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose.

Nor with sour looks afflidl his gentle heart.

[Aside to Sat.] My lord, be ruled by me, be

at last

;

Dissemble all your griefs and discontents

:

You are but newly planted in your throne

;

Lest, then, the people, and patricians too,

Upon a just survey, take Titus’ part,

And so supplant you for ingratitude,
%

Which Rome reputes to be a heinous sin,

Yield at entreats ;
and then let me alone

:

I ’ll find a day to massacre them all

And raze their fa<5tion and their family.Ana raze mcu — Jy

The cruel father and his traitorous sons,

To whom I sued for my dear son’s life,10 wnom x sucu my ~ 7

And make them know what tis to let a que<

Kneel in the streets and beg for grace in va

Flourish. Re-enter,from one side, Saturninus

attended, Tamora, Demetrius, Chiron, and

Aaron ;
from the other, Bassianus, Lavinia,

and others.

Sat. So, Bassianus, you have play’d your prize :

God give you joy, sir, of your Sallan
]'

^ide * 4°°

Las. And you of yours, my lord ! I say no

more, _ , ,

Nor wish no less; and so, I take my leave.

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law or we have

Thousand thy faction shall repent this rape.

“Rape, call you it, my lord, to seizemy own,

Mv truth-betrothed love and now my wife

.

But let the laws of Rome determine all;

Meanwhile I am possess’d of that is mine.

Sat. ’Tis good, sir: you are very short with us

,

But if we live, we’ll be as sharp with you* 410

Las. My lord, what I have done, as best I may,

Answer I must and shall do with my life.

Only thus much I give your grace to know:

By all the duties that I owe to/Rome,

This noble gentleman, Lord Titus here,

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d

;

That in the rescue of Lavinia

With his own hand did slay his youngest son,

In zeal to you and highly moved to wrath

To be controil’d in that he frankly gave . .420

Receive him, then, to favour, Saturnine,

That hath express’d himself in all his deeds

A father and a friend to thee and Rome.

Tit. Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds

’Tis thou and those that have dishonour d me.

Rome and the righteous heavens be my judg ,

How I have loved and honour d Saturnine .

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora

Were gracious in those princely eyes of thme’

Then hear me speak indifferently for all , 43°

And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past.

Sat What, madam ! be dishonour d openly,

And basely put it up without revenge ?

Come, come, sweet emperor; come, Androi

Take up this good old man, and cheer the 1

That dies in tempest of thy angry frown.

Sat. Rise, Titus, rise ;
my empress hat

vail’d.

Tit. I thank your majesty, and her, my

These words, these looks, infuse new hie ir

Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome

A Roman now adopted happily,

And must advise the emperor for his good.

This day all quarrels die, Andronicus

;

And let it be mine honour, good my lord,

That I have reconciled your friends and yc

For you, Prince Bassianus, I have pass d

My word and promise to the emperor.

That you will be more mild and tractable.

And fear not, lords, and you, Lavinia;

By my advice, all humbled on your knees,

You shall ask pardon of his majesty.

Luc. We do, and vow to heaven and

highness, .

That what we did was mildly as we might,

Tendering our sister’s honour and our own

Marc That, on mine honour, here 1 dop

Sat. Away, and talk not ;
trouble us no

Tam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we m

be friends

:

The tribune and his nephews kneel for gra

I will not be denied : sweet heart, look ba

Sat. Marcus, for thy sake and thybrother

And at my lovely Tamora’s entreats,

I do remit these young men’s heinous iaul

Stand up.
, _ ... ,

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,

I found a friend, and sure as death I swor
:

I would not part a bachelor from the pries.

Come, if the emperor’s court can feast two.

You are my guest, Lavinia, and your fnenc

This day shall be a love-day, Tamora.

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your ma

To hunt the panther and the hart with mt

Withhorn andhoundwe ’
11 give yourgrace D|

Be it so, Tims, and^^
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ACT II.

Scene I. Rome. Before the palace.

Enter Aaron.

ar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top,
. out of fortune’s shot; and sits aloft,

ire of thunder’s crack or lightning flash

;

anced above pale envy’s threatening reach,
vhen the golden sun salutes the morn,
,
having gilt the ocean with his beams,

ops the zodiac in his glistering coach,
overlooks the highest-peering hills

;

?amora

:

n her wit doth earthly honour 'wait, 1
virtue stoops and trembles at her frown,

n, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts,
aount aloft with thy imperial mistress,
mount her pitch, whom thou in triumph long

t prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains
faster bound to Aaron’s charming eyes
1 is Prometheus tied to Caucasus,
y with slavish weeds and servile thoughts

!

1 be bright, and shine in pearl and gold,
rait upon this new-made empress. 20
rait, said I ? to wanton with this queen,
goddess, this Semiramis, this nymph,
siren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine,
see his shipwreck and his commonweal’s.

! what storm is this ?

nter Demetrius and Chiron, braving.

m. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit
wants edge,
manners, to intrude where I am graced ;

may, for aught thou know’st, affedled be.
t.

'

Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all

;

so in this, to bear me down with braves. 30
lot the difference of a year or two
:s me less gracious or thee more fortunate :

as able and as fit as thou
rve, and to deserve my mistress’ grace ;

hat my sword upon thee shall approve,
flead my passions for Lavinia’s love,
r. [Aside] Clubs, clubs! these lovers will
not keep the peace.
n. Why, boy, although our mother, un-
advised,

you a dancing-rapier by your side,
ju so desperate grown, to threat your friends ?

; have your lath glued within your sheath 41
ou know better how to handle it.

• Meanwhile, sir, with the little skill I have,
^ell shalt thou perceive how much I dare.
*• Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? [They draw.
* [Comingforward] Why, how now, lords !

ar the emperor’s palace dare you draw,
aaintain such a quarrel openly?
’ell I wot the ground of all this grudge

:

Id not for a million of gold
ause were known to them it most concerns ;

ould your noble mother for much more 51
dishonour’d in the court of Rome.
tame, put up.

. .
Not I, till I have sheathed

pier in his bosom and withal
t these reproachful speeches down his throat
ie hath breathed in my dishonour here.
For that I am prepared and full resolved.

Foul-spoken coward, that thunder’st with thy
tongue.

And with thy weapon nothing darest perform

!

Aar. Away, I say! 50
Now, by the gods that warlike Goths adore,
This petty brabble will undo us all.

Why, lords, and think you not how dangerous
It is to jet upon a prince’s right?
What, is Lavinia then become so loose,
Or Bassianus so degenerate,
That for her love such. quarrels may be broach’d
Without controlment, justice, or revenge?

*or^s
’
beware ! an should the empressknow

Ins discord’s ground, the music would not please.
Chi. I care not, I, knew she and all the world;

I love Lavinia more than all the world.
Dent. Youngling, learn thou to make some

meaner choice

:

Lavinia is thine elder brother’s hope.
Aar. Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in

Rome
How furious and impatient they be.
And cannot brook competitors in love?
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths
By this device.

• Aaron, a thousand deaths
Would I propose to achieve her whom I love. 80
Aar. To achieve her ! how?
Dem. Why makest thou it so strange?

bhe is a woman, therefore may be woo’d ;

She is a woman, therefore may be won

;

She is Lavinia, therefore must be loved.
What, man ! more water glideth by the mill
Than wots the miller of; and easy it is
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know

:

Though Bassianus be the emperor’s brother,
Better than he have worn Vulcan’s badge.
Aar. [Aside] Ay, and as good as Saturninus

may. go
Dem. Then why should he despair that knows

to court it

With words, fair looks and liberality?
What, hast not thou full often struck a doe,
And borne her cleanly by the keeper’s nose ?
Aar. Why, then, it seems, some certain snatch

or so
Would serve your turns.

Ay, so the turn were served.
Dem. Aaron, thou hast hit it.

Aar. Would you had hit it too !

1 hen should not we be tired with this ado.
Why, hark ye, hark ye ! and are you such fools
lo square for this? would it offend you, then, 100
That both should speed?

Chi. Faith, not me.
Dem. Nor me, so I were one.
Aar. For shame, be friends, and join for that

you jar:
’Tis policy and stratagem must do
That you affedl ; and so must you resolve,
That what you cannot as you would achieve,
You must perforce accomplish as you may.
Take this of me : Lucrece was not more chaste
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus’ love.
A speedier course than lingering languishment
Must we pursue, and I have found the path, mMy lords, a solemn hunting is in hand

;

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop:
The forest walks are wide and spacious

;
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And many unfrequented plots there are

Fitted by kind for rape and villany :

Single you thither then this dainty doe,

And strike her home by force, if not by words

:

This way, or not at all, stand you in hope.
_

Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit

To villany and vengeance consecrate, 121

Will we acquaint with all that we intend

;

And she shall file our engines with advice,

That will not suffer you to square yourselves,

But to your wishes’ height advance you both.

The emperor’s court is like the house of Fame,

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, and ears

:

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull

;

There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take

your turns
; ,

There serve your lusts, shadow’d from heaven s

eye, _ *3°

And revel in Lavinia’s treasury.

Chi. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice,

Dein

.

Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream

To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits,

Per Styga, per manes vehor. [Exeunt

.

Scene II. A forest near Rome. Horns and
cry ofhounds heard.

Enter Titus Andronicus, with Hunters, &c.,

Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martius.

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and

grey,

The fields are fragrant and the woods are green

:

Uncouple*,here and let us make a bay

And wake the emperor and his lovely bride

And rouse the prince and ring a hunter’s peal,

That all the court may echo with the noise.

Sons, let it ke your charge, as it is ours,

To attend the emperor’s person carefully:

I have been troubled in my sleep this night,

But dawning day new comfort hath inspired. 10

A cry of hounds, and horns winded in a peal.

Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Bassianus, La-

vinia, Demetrius, Chiron, and Attendants.

Many good morrows to your majesty

;

Madam, to you as many and as good

:

I promised your grace a hunter’s peal.

Scut. And you have rung it lustily, my lord

;

Somewhat too early for new-married ladies.

Bas. Lavinia, how say you?

Lew. 1 say, no ;

I have been broad awake two hours and more.

Sat. Come on, then ;
horse and chariots let

us have,
And to our sport. {To Tamora\ Madam, now

shall ye see

Our Roman hunting.

Marc. I have dogs, my lord, 20

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase,

And climb the highest promontory top.

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the

game
Makes way, and run like swallows o’er the plain.

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horse

nor hound,
: But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground.

{Exeunt.

[A(

Scene III. A lonelypart oftheforesi

Enter Aaron, with a bag ofgold. Q

Aar. He that had wit would think that 1U
none,

To bury so much gold under a tree,

And never after to inherit it.

Let him that thinks of me so abjedtly

Know that this gold must coin a stratagem,

Which, cunningly effedled, will beget

A very excellent piece of villany

:

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest

{Hides the

That have their alms out of the empress’ ch

Enter Tamora.

Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore 1<

thou sad,

When every tiling doth make a gleeful boas

The birds chant melody on every bush,

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun,

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wi

And make a chequer’d shadow on the grour

Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit,

And, whilst the babbling echo mocks the ho

Replying shrilly to the well-tuned horns,

As if a double hunt were heard at once, 1 1

Let us sit down and mark their yelping noi‘i

And, after conflict such as was supposed
'

The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy

When with a happy storm they were surpri:

And curtain’d with a counsel-keeping cave,

We may, each wreathed in the other’s arms

Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumbe

Whiles hounds and" horns and sweet melc

birds

Be unto us as is a nurse’s song

Of lullaby to bring her babe asleep.

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern

desires,

Saturn is dominator over mine

:

What signifies my deadly-standing eye,

My silence and my cloudy melancholy,

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls

Even as an adder when she doth unroll

To do some fatal execution?

No, madam, these are no venereal signs:

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my han

Blood and revenge are hammering in my he

Hark, Tamora, the empress of my soul.

Which never hopes more heaven than re

thee,

This is the day of doom for Bassianus

:

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day,

Thy sons make pillage of her chastity

And wash their hands in Bassianus’ blood.

Seest thou this letter? take it up, I pray the

And give the king this fatal-plotted scroll.

Now question me no more ; we are espied;

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,

Which dreads not yet their lives’ destruflio

Tam. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter t

than life

!

Aar. No more, great empress; Bas:

comes:
Be cross with him ; and I ’ll go fetch thy sq

To back thy quarrels, whatsoe’er they be. L
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Enter Bassianus and Lavinia.

is. Who have we here? Rome’s royal em-
press,

lrnish’d of her well-beseeming troop ?

> it Dian, habited like her,

> hath abandoned her holy groves
ee the general hunting in this forest ?

xm. Saucy controller of our private steps

!

I the power that some say Dian had, 61
temples should be planted presently

i horns, as was Adtseon’s
; and the hounds

lid drive upon thy new-transformed limbs,
lannerly intruder as thou art

!

zv. Under your patience, gentle empress,
thought you have a goodly gift in horning

;

to be doubted that your Moor and you
singled forth to try experiments:
shield your husband from his hounds to-day !

pity they should take him for a stag. 71
is. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cim-
merian

1 make your honour of his body’s hue,
ted, detested, and abominable.
' are you sequester’d from all your train,

lounted from your snow-white goodly steed,
wander’d hither to an obscure plot,

>mpanied but with a barbarous Moor,
al desire had not condudled you?
iv. And, being intercepted in your sport, 80
t reason that my noble lord be rated
sauciness. I pray you, let us hence,
let her joy her raven-colour’d love ;

valley fits the purpose passing well.

\s. The king my brother shall have note of
this.

'v. Ay, for these slips have made him noted
long

:

1 king, to be so mightily abused !

in. Why have I patience to endure all this?

Enter Demetrius and Chiron.

in. How now, dear sovereign, and our
gracious mother

!

I doth your highness look so pale and wan ?

in. Have I not reason, think you, to look
pale ? 91
e two have ’ticed me hither to this place

:

-ren detested vale, you see it is

;

rees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean,
ome with moss and baleful mistletoe

:

never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds,
ss the nightly owl or fatal raven

:

vhen they show’d me this abhorred pit,

told me, here, at dead time of the night,
usand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes, 100
housand swelling toads, as many urchins,
d make such fearful and confused cries

y mortal body hearing it

d straight fall mad, or else die suddenly,
oner had they told this hellish tale,

traight they told me they would bind me
here

the body of a dismal yew,
eave me to this miserable death

:

hen they call’d me foul adulteress,
vious Goth, and all the bitterest terms no
ever ear did hear to such effedl

:

had you not by wondrous fortune come.

This vengeance on me had they executed.
Revenge it, as you love your mother’s life,

Or be ye not henceforth call’d my children.

Deni. This is a witness that I am thy son.

[Stabs Bassianus.
Chi. And this for me, struck home to show my

strength. [A Iso stabs Bassianus
,
'who dies.

Lav. Ay, come, Semiramis, nay, barbarous
Tamora,

For no name fits thy nature but thy own !

Tam. Give me thy poniard; you shall know,
my boys, 120

Your mother’s hand shall right your mother’s
wrong.

Dem. Stay, madam; here is more belongs to
her;

First thrash the corn, then after burn the straw :

This minion stood upon her chastity,
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty,

fAnd with that painted hope braves your mighti-
ness :

And shall she carry this unto her grave?
Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch.

Drag hence her husband to some secret hole.
And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 130
Tam. But when ye have the honey ye desire,

Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting.

Chi. I warrant you, madam, we will make
that sure.

Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy
That nice-preserved honesty of yours.
Lav. O Tamora! thou bear’st a woman’s

face,

—

Tam. I will not hear her speak ; away with
her

!

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a
word.

Dem. Listen, fair madam : let it be your glory
To see her tears ; but be your heart to them 140
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain.

Lav. When did the tiger’s young ones teach
the dam?

O, do not learn her wrath
; she taught it thee ;

The milk thou suck’dst from her did turn to
marble

;

Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny.
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike :

[To Chiron] Do thou entreat her show a woman
pity.

Chi. What, wouldst thou have me prove my-
self a bastard ?

Lav. ’Tis true; the raven doth not hatch a
lark:

Yet have I heard,—O, could I find it now !— 150
The lion moved with pity did endure
To have his princely paws pared all away

:

Some say that ravens foster forlorn children,
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests

:

O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no,
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful

!

Tam. I know not what it means; away with
her

!

Lav. O, let me teach thee ! for my father’s
sake,

That gave thee life, when well he might have
slain thee,

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 160
Tam. Hadst thou in person ne’er offended me,

Even for his sake am I pitiless.



Remember, boys, I pour’d forth tears in vain,

To save your brother from the sacrifice;

But fierce Andronicus would not relent

:

Therefore, away with her, and use her as you will,

|

The worse to her, the better loved of me.
Lav. O Tamora, be call’d a gentle queen,

And with thine own hands kill me in this place

!

;

For ’tis not life that I have begg*d so long ; 170

Poor I was slain when Bassianus died.

Tam. What begg’st thou, then? fond woman,
let me go.

Lav

.

’Tis present death I beg ; and one thing

more
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell

:

O, keep me from their worse than killing lust,

And tumble me into some loathsome pit,

Where never man’s eye may behold my body

:

! Do this, and be a charitable murderer.

Tam. So should I rob my sweet sons of their

fee

:

No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 180

Dem. Away ! for thou hast stay’d us here too

long.

Lav. No grace? no womanhood? Ah, beastly

creature

!

The blot and enemy to our general name

!

Confusion fall—

•

Chi. Nay, then I’ll stop your mouth. Bring
thou her husband

:

i
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him.

[Demetrius throws the body ofBassianus into

the pit; then exettnt Demetruis and Chi-

ron:, dragging offLayinia.

Tam. Farewell, my sons : see that you make

.

her sure.

Ne’er lot my heart know merry cheer indeed,

Till all the Andronici be made away.

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 190

And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour.

{Exit.

Re-enter Aaron, with Quintus zmzf Martius.

|

Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot be-

fore :

|

Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit

: Where I espied the panther fast asleep.

Quin. My sight is very dull, whate’er it bodes.

Mart. And mine, I promise you ;
were ’t not

for shame,
! Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile.

{Falls into the pit.

j

Quin. What, art thou fall’n? What subtle

hole is this,
# .

Whose mouth is cover’d with rude-growing briers,

|

Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood

I

As fresh as morning dew distill’d on flowers?

[

A very fatal place it seems to me.
1 Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall?

Mart. O brother, with the dismall’st objedl

hurt
That ever eye with sight made heart lament

!

Aar. {Aside] Now will I fetch the king to find

them here,

That he thereby may give a likely guess

How these were they that made away his bro-

ther. {Exit.

Mart. Why dost, not comfort me, and help

me out
#

2°9

From this unhallowed and blood-stained hole?

Quin. I am surprised with an uncouth fe

A chilling sweat o’er-runs my trembling joi;

My heart suspedls more than mine eye can
Mart. To prove thou hast a true-div

heart,

Aaron and thou look down into this den,

And see a fearful sight of blood and death. I

Quiit. Aaron is gone ; and my compassij
heart

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold I
The thing whereat it trembles by surmise : I

O, tell me how it is ; for ne’er till now
Was I a child to fear I know not what.

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed hel

All on a heap, like to a slaughter’d lamb, I

In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. I

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know ’til

Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth vl

A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, I

Which, like a taper in some monument,
Doth shine upon the dead man’s earthy che<|

And shows the ragged entrails of the pit

:

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus i

When he by' night lay bathed in maiden bio

0 brother, help me with thy fainting hand—
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath—
Out of this fell devouring receptacle,

As hateful as Cocytus’ misty mouth.
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may

thee out ;

'

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much go

1 may be pluck’d into the swallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus’ grave.

I have no strength to pluck thee to the brini

Mart. Nor I no strength to climb withou

help.

Qtiin. Thy hand once more
;

I will not

again,
Till thou art here aloft, or I below

:

Thou canst not come to me : I come to thee

{Fal

Enter Saturninus with Aaron. .

Sat. Along with me ; I ’ll see what hole is

And what he is that now is leap’d into it.

Say, who art thou that lately didst descend

Into this gaping hollow of the earth?
^

Mart. The unhappy son of old Andronic

Brought hither in a most unlucky hour,

To find thy brother Bassianus dead.

Sat. My brother dead ! I know thou I

but jest:

He and his lady both are at the lodge

U pon the north side of this pleasant chase

;

’Tis not an hour since I left him there. ' 1

Mart. We know not where you left hi

alive

;

But, out, alas ! here have we found him dea*

Re-enter Tamora, with Attendants ;
Tn

Andronicus, attd Lucius.

Tam. Where is my lord the king? I

Sat. Here, Tamora, though grieved with

ing grief.
.

Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus . I

Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou searcl

wound

:

Poor Bassianus here lies murdered.
# j

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal v
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omplot of this timeless tragedy

;

/onder greatly that man’s face can fold
asing smiles such murderous tyranny.

[Ske giveth Saturnine a letter

. [Reads] ‘An if we miss to meet him
landsomely

—

huntsman, Bassianus ’tis we mean

—

du so much as dig the grave for him : 270
<now’st our meaning. Look for thy rewarc
y the nettles at the elder-tree
overshades the mouth of that same pit

: we decreed to bury Bassianus.
s, and purchase us thy lasting friends.’
lora ! was ever heard the like ?

, the pit, and this the elder-tree,
sirs, if you can find the huntsman out
hould have murder’d Bassianus here.
. My gracious lord, here is the bag of
old. 280
[To Titus] Two of thy whelps, fell curs

f bloody kind,

lere bereft my brother of his life,

rag them from the pit unto the prison

:

let them bide until we have devised
lever-heard-of torturing pain for them.

What, are they in this pit? 0 won-
*ous thing !

isily murder is discovered !

High emperor, upon my feeble knee
lis boon, with tears not lightly shed,
is fell fault of my accursed sons, 290
id, if the fault be proved in them,

—

If it be proved
! you see it is apparent,

und this letter? Tamora, was it you?
Andronicus himself did take it up.

I did, my lord
:
yet let me be their bail

;

my father’s reverend tomb, I vow
tall be ready at your highness’ will
*-er their suspicion with their lives.
Thou shalt not bail them : see thou fol-
v me.
ring the murder’d body, some the mur-
rers

: soo
n not speak a word

; the guilt is plain
;

my soul, were there worse end than death,
d upon them should be executed.
Andronicus, I will entreat the king

:

t thy sons
; they shall do well enough.

Come, Lucius, come; stay not to talk
h them. [Exeunt.

;e IV. Anotherpart oftheforest.

•emetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia,
ed; her hands cut off, and her tongue

So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can
ak,

as that cut thy tongue and ravish’d thee.
Vrite down thy mind, bewray thy mean-
so,

stumps will let thee play the scribe.
See, how with signs and tokens she can
nvl.

Go home, call for sweet water, wash
hands.
She hath no tongue to call, nor hands

/ash
;

:t’s leave her to her silent walks.

Chi. An ’twere my case, I should go hang
myself.

Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit
the cord. [Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron.

Enter Marcus.
Mar. Who is this? my niece, that flies away

so fast
! xi

Cousin, a word ; where is your husband ?

If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake
me

!

If I do wake, some planet strike me down.
That I may slumber in eternal sleep !

Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands
Have lopp’d and hew’d and made thy body bare
Of her two branches, those sweet ornaments,
Whose circling shadows kings have sought to

sleep in,

And might not gain so great a happiness 20
[As have thy love? Why dost not speak to me?

Alas, a crimson river of warm blood, i

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr’d with wind.
Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lips, f

Coming and going with thy honey breath.
But, sure, some Tereus hath deflowered thee,
And, lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy tongue.
Ah, now thou turn’st away thy face for shame !

And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood,
As from a conduit with three issuing spouts, 30 1

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan’s face
Blushing to be encounter’d with a cloud.
Shall I speak for thee? shall I say ’tis so?
O, that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast,
That I might rail at him, to ease my mind !

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp’d,
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue,
And in a tedious sampler sew’d her mind

:

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee
; 40

jA craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met,
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off,

That could have better sew’d than Philomel.
O, had the monster seen those lily hands
Tremble, like aspen-leaves, upon a lute,
And make the silken strings delight to kiss them,
He would not then have touch’d them for his life !

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony
Which that sweet tongue hath made,'

jHe would have dropp’d his knife, and fell asleep
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s feet. 51
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind;

j

For such a sight will blind a father’s eye

;

One hour’s storm will drown the fragrant meads

;

What will whole months of tears thy father’s eyes ? jDo not draw back, for we will mourn with thee : !

O, could our mourning ease thy misery

!

[Exeunt. !

ACT IIL

Scene I. Rome. A street.

Enter Judges, Senators and Tribunes, with 1

Martius and Quintus, bound
,
passing on to !

theplace of execution; Titus going before
j

pleading.

Tit. Hear me, grave fathers ! noble tribunes,
stay

!

For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept

;
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For all my blood in Rome’s great quarrel shed ;

For all the frosty nights that I have watch d ;

And for these bitter tears, which now you see

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks

;

Be pitiful to my condemned sons.

Whose souls are not corrupted as tis thought.

For two and twenty sons I never wept, 10

Because they died in honour’s lofty bed.

\Lieth down ; the Judges,
&c.pass by

him
,
and Exeunt.

For these, these, tribunes, in the dust I write

My heart’s deep languor and my soul s sad tears

:

Let my tears stanch the earth’s dry appetite ;

My sons’ sweet blood will make it shame and

blush. . ,

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain,

That shall distil from these two ancient urns,

Than youthful April shall with all his showers

:

In summer’s drought I’ll drop upon thee still;

In winter with warm tears I 11 melt the snow, 20

And keep eternal spring-time on thy face,

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons blood

Enter Lucius, with his sword drawn.

O reverend tribunes ! O gentle, aged men
!

.

Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death.

And let me say, that never wept before,

My tears are now prevailing orators.

.

Luc. O noble father, you lament m vain

:

The tribunes hear you not ;
no man is by ;

And you recount your sorrows to a stone.

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead.

Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you, 3 1

Ltic. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you

7zA
Pe
Why, ’tis no matter, man: if they did

They^would not mark me, or if they did mark.

They would not pity me, yet plead I must;

fAnd bootless unto them
Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones

;

Who, though they cannot answer my distress,

Yet in some sort they are better than the tribunes,

For that they will not intercept my tale : 40

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet

Receive my tears and seem to weep with me

;

And, were they but attired in grave weeds,

Rome could afford no tribune like to these.

A stone is soft as wax,—tribunes ijiore hard than

stones

;

A stone is silent, and offendeth not.

And tribunes with their tongues doom men to

death LA tses‘

But wherefore stand’st thou with thy weapon

Luc. To* rescue my two brothers from their

For which attempt the judges have pronounced

Mv everlasting doom of banishment.
. ,

5 1

Tit O happy man ! they have befriended thee.

Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive

That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers?

Tigers must prey, and Rome affords no prey

But me and mine : how happy art thou, then,

From these devourers to be banished .

But who comes with our brother Marcus here?

Enter Marcus and Lavinia.

Marc. Titus, prepare thy aged eyes to weep

;

Or, if not so, thy noble heart to break

:

I bring consuming sorrow to thine age.

Tit. Will it consume me? let me see it|

Marc. This was thy daughter.

Tit. Why, Marcus, so I

Luc. Ay me, this objedt kills me ! 1

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arise, and looiB

her.

Speak, Lavinia, what accursed hand
^ |

Hath made thee handless in thy father’s-
What fool hath added water to the sea, ,

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troi

My grief was at the height before thou ca

And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds.

Give me a sword, I’ll chop off my hands t„

For they have fought for Rome, and all ir|

And they have nursed this woe, in feeding

In bootless prayer have they been held uf

And they have served me to effectless use

Now all the service I require of them

Is that the one will help to cut the other. 1

’Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no handj

For hands, to do Rome service, are but vj|

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hating

thee? ,1

Marc. O, that delightful engine of her thl

That blabb’d them with such pleasing elol

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cagel

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sui|

Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear a

Luc. O, say thou for her, who hath dl

deed? . I

Marc. O, thus I found her, straying!

park, "

Seeking to hide herself, as doth the deer

That hath received some unrecuring wou.

Tit. It was my deer ;
and he that wour

Hath hurt me more than had he kill’d me

For now I stand as one upon a rock

Environ’d with a wilderness of sea,

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave b

Expecting ever when some envious surge

Will in his brinish bowels swallow him.

This way to death my wretched sons are

Here stands my other son, a banish’d ma

And here my brother, weeping at my wo

But that which gives my soul the greates

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul.

Had I but seen thy picture in this plight,

It would have madded me : what shall I

Now I behold thy lively body so?

Thou hast no hands, to wipe away thy te

Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr*

Thy husband he is dead ; and for his dea

Thy brothers are condemn’d, and dead b

Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on 1

When I did name her brothers, then fre

Stood on her cheeks, as doth the honey-c

Upon a gather’d lily almost wither d. .

Marc. Perchance she weeps becauj

kill’d her husband
; .

. J
Perchance because she knows them inno

Tit. If they did kill thy husband,

!

joyful, ,

Because the law hath ta’en revenge on tt

No, no, they would not do so foul a deec,

Witness the sorrow that their sister make.

Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips

;

Or make some sign how I may do thee e
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hy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius,
iOu, and I, sit round about some fountain,
Ig all downwards, to behold our cheeks
bey are stain’d, as meadows, yet not dry,
iiry slime left on them by a flood?
the fountain shall we gaze so long

£ fresh taste be taken from that clearness,
ade a brine-pit with our bitter tears?
II we cut away our hands, like thine? 130
11 we bite our tongues, and in 'dumb shows
ie remainder of our hateful days?
hall we do? let us, that have our tongues,
me device of further misery,
ce us wonder’d at in time to come.
Sweet father, cease your tears

; for, at
)ur grief,

v my wretched sister sobs and weeps.
:. Patience, dear niece. Good Titus, dry
ine eyes.

Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well I wot
pkin cannot -driifk a tear of mine, 140
>u, poor man, hast drown’d it with thine

Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy
_ son, 280
Let me redeem my brothers both from death.
Marc. And, for our father’s sake and mother’s

care,
Now let me show a brother’s love to thee.
Tit. Agree between you ; I will sparemy hand.
Luc. Then I’ll go fetch an axe.
Marc. But I will use the axe.

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcus.
Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I’ll deceive them

both :

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.
Aar. [Aside] If that be call’d deceit, I will be

honest,
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so : 190
But I ’ll deceive you in another sort,
And that you’ll say, ere half an hour pass.

[Cuts off Titus’s hand.

Re-enter Lucius and Marcus.
m.
Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks.
Mark, Marcus, mark ! I understand her

jns

:

e a tongue to speak, now would she say
her brother which I said to thee

:

>kin, with his true tears all bewet,
no service on her sorrowful cheeks.
: a sympathy of woe is this,

rom help as Limbo is from bliss ! 149

Enter Aaron.

Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor
tee this word,—that, if thou love thy sons,
xus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus,
ane of you, chop off your hand,
d it to the king : he for the same
d thee hither both thy sons alive

;

t shall be the ransom for their fault.

0 gracious emperor ! O gentle Aaron !

• raven sing so like a lark,
es sweet tidings of the sun’s uprise?
^my heart, I ’ll send the emperor 160

iron, wilt thou help to chop it off?
Stay, father ! for that noble hand of thine,
:h thrown down so many enemies,
: be sent : my hand will serve the turn

:

h can better spare my blood than you ;

•efore mine shall save my brothers’ lives.

Which of your hands hath not defended
aie,

’d aloft the bloody battle-axe,
destruction on the enemy’s castle? 170
of both but are of high desert':
1 hath been but idle ; let it serve
m my two nephews from their death

;

/e I kept it to a worthy end.
Nay, come, agree whose hand shall go
ig,

they die before their pardon come.
My hand shall go.

#
By heaven, it shall not go !

•urs, strive no more : such wither’d herbs
hese
for plucking up, and therefore mine.

Tit. Now stay your strife: what shall be is
dispatch’d.

Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand:
Tell him it was a hand that warded him
From thousand dangers; bid him bury it;
More hath it merited ; that let it have.
As for my sons, say I account of them
As j ewels purchased at an easy price ; 199And yet dear too, because I bought mine own.
Aar. I go, Andronicus: and for thy hand

Look by and by to have thy sons with thee.
[Aside] Their heads, I mean. O, how this

villany
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it

!

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,
Aaron will have his soul black like his face. [Exit.

Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven.
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth

:

If any power pities wretched tears,
To that I call:! [To Lav.] What, wilt thou kneel

with me? 2IO
Do, then, dear heart

; for heaven shall hear our
prayers

;

Or with our sighs we’ll breathe the welkin dim.
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms.
Marc. O brother, speak with possibilities,

And do not break into these deep extremes.
Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom?

Then be my passions bottomless with them.
Marc. But yet let reason govern thy lament.
Tit.' If there were reason for these miseries,

Then into limits could I bind my woes : 221
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth

o’erflow?
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad,
Threatening the welkin with his big-swoln face?
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil?
I am the sea ; hark, how her sighs do blow

!

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth :

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs

;

Then must my earth with her continual tears
Become a deluge, overflow’d and drown’d

; 230
For why my bowels cannot hide her woes.
But like a drunkard must I vomit them.
Then give me leave, for losers will have leave
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues.
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Enter a Messenger, with tzvo heads and
a hand.

Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid

For that good hand thou sent’st the emperor.

Here are the heads of thy two noble sons

;

And here’s thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back

;

Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock’d ;

That woe is me to think upon thy woes • 240

More than remembrance of my father s death.
[Exit.

Marc. Now let hot ./Etna cool in Sicily,

And be my heart an ever-burning hell

!

These miseries are more than may be borne.

To weep with them that weep doth ease some

deal

;

But sorrow flouted at is double death.

Luc. Ah, that this sight should make so deep

a wound,
And yet detested life not shrink thereat

!

That ever death should let life bear his name, 249

Where life hath no more interest but to breathe !

[.Lavinia kisses Titus.

Marc. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is com-

fortless

As frozen water to a starved snake.

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have

an end?
Marc. Now, farewell, flattery: die, Andro-

nicus
; , , , ,

Thou dost not slumber : see, thy two sons heads,

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here

;

Thy other banish’d son, with this dear sight

Struck pale and bloodless ;
and thy brother, I,

Even like a stony image, cold and numb.

Ah, now no more will I control thy griefs : 260

Rend off thy silver hair, thy other hand

Gnawing with thy teeth ;
and be this dismal sight

The closing up of our most wretched eyes:

Now is a time to storm; why ait thou still?

Tit. Ha, ha, ha

!

Marc. Why dost thou laugh? it fits not with

this hour.

Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed

:

Besides, this sorrow is an enemy,

And would usurp upon my watery eyes,

And make them blind with tributary tears : 270

Then which way shall I find Revenge’s cave?

For these two heads do seem to speak to me.

And threat me I shall never come to bliss

Till all these mischiefs be return’d again

Even in their throats that have committed them.

Come, let me see what task I have to do.

You heavy people, circle me about,

That I may turn me to each one of you,

And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs.

The vow is made. Come, brother, take a head

;

And in this hand the other will I bear. 281

Lavinia, thou shalt be employ’d : these arms .

Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy

teeth. .

As for thee, boy, go get thee from my sight

;

Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay :

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there

:

And, if you love me, as I think you do,

Let’s kiss and part, for we have much to do.
.

[Exeunt Titus
,
Marcus

,
and Lavinia.

Luc Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father,

The wofull’st man that ever lived in Rome : 290

Farewell, proud Rome ; till Lucius come ;

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life

Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister

;

O, would thou wert as thou tofore hast be

But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives

But in oblivion and hateful griefs.

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrong

And make proud Saturnine and his empn
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his qu

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a pow.

To be revenged on Rome and Saturnine.

Scene. II. A room in Titus's house

banquet set out.

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and
Lucius, a Boy.

Tit. So, so ;
now sit : and look you eat

Than will preserve just so much strength

As will revenge these bitter woes of ours.

Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knc

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want ou

And cannot passionate our tenfold grief

With folded arms. This poor right hand

I s left to tyrannize upon my breast

;

Who, when my heart, all mad with mise:

Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh,

Then thus I thump it down. 1

[To Lavinia .] Thou map of woe, that tl

talk in signs

!

When thy poor heart beats with out

beating,

Thou canst not strike it thus to make it

.

Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with g

Or get some little knife between thy teet

And just against thy heart make thou a 1

That all the tears that thy poor eyes Jet
*

May run into that sink, and soaking in

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tear

Marc. Fie, brother, fie ! teach her :

to
, vi-

Such violent hands upon her tender life.

Tit. How now! has sorrow made tl

already ?

Why, Marcus, no man should be mad bi

What violent hands can she lay on her li

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name 0

To bid ./Eneas tell the tale twice o’er,.

How Troy was burnt and he made misei

O, handle not the theme, to talk of hand

Lest we remember still that we have non

Fie, fie, how franticly I square my talk,

As if we should forget we had no hands,

If Marcus did not name the word of han<

Come, let’s fall to ;
and, gentle girl, eat l

Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what‘

I can interpret all her martyr’d signs

;

She says she drinks no other drink but t«

Brew’d with her sorrow, mesh’d u

Speechless complainer, I will learn thy t

In thy dumb action will I be as perfedt

As begging hermits in their holy prayer

s

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy st

heaven,
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make

But I of these will wrest an alphabet
j

And by still practice learn to know thy ij
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Good grandsire, leave these bitter deep
ments

:

ny aunt merry with some pleasing tale.

c. Alas, the tender boy, in passion moved,
reep to see his grandsire’s heaviness.
Peace, tender sapling; thou art made

' tears, 50
ars will quickly melt thy life away.

[Marcus strikes the dish with a knife
lost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife?
:. At that that I have kill’d, my lord;
fly.

Out on thee, murderer I thou kill’st my
:art

;

^es are cloy’d with view of tyranny

;

of death done on the innocent
:s not Titus’ brother

: get thee gone ;

ou art not for my company.
•. Alas, my lord, I have but kill’d a fly.

But how, if that fly had a father and
Dther? 60
auld he hang his slender gilded wings,
zz lamenting doings in the air

!

rmless fly,

ith his pretty buzzing melody,
ere to make us merry! and thou hast
I’d him.
. Pardon me, sir; it was a black ill-
rour’d fly,

the empress’ Moor
; therefore I kill’d him.

0, O, O,
.rdon me for reprehending thee,
1 hast done a charitable deed. 70
thy knife, I will insult on him ;

lg myself, as if it were the Moor
ther purposely to poison me.

—

for thyself, and that’s for Tamora.
ihi

link, we are not brought so low,
between us we can kill a fly

nes in likeness of a coal-black Moor.

#
Alas, poor man ! grief has so wrought

him,

? false shadows for true substances. 80
^ome, take away. Lavinia, go with me

:

y closet
; and go read with thee

es chanced in the times of old.
Dy, and go with me : thy sight is young,
1 shalt read when mine begin to dazzle.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

ene I. Rome. Titus's garden,

oung Lucius, and Lavinia running
1iim

,
and the boy fliesfrom her

,
with

mder his arm. Then enter Titus and
JS.

Luc. Help, grandsire, help ! my aunt
unia
ne every where, I know not why

:

:le Marcus, see how swift she comes,
iet aunt, I know not what you mean.
Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear

e aunt.

She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee
m.

Luc. Ay, when my father was in Rome
did.

Marc. What means my niece Lavinia by
these signs?

Tit. Fear her not, Lucius; somewhat doth
she mean:

See, Lucius, see how much she makes of thee : 10
Somewhither would she have thee go with her.
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care
Read to her sons than she hath read to thee
Sweet poetry and Tully’s Orator.
Marc. Canst thou not guess wherefore she

plies thee thus?
Young Luc. My lord, I know not, I, nor can

I guess,
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her:
For I have heard my grandsire say full oft.

Extremity of griefs would make men mad ;

And I have read that Hecuba of Troy 20
Ran mad for sorrow : that made me to fear

;

Although, my lord, I know my noble aunt
Loves me as dear as e’er my mother did,
And would not, but in fury, fi-ight my youth

:

Which made me down to throw my books,
and fly,

—

Causeless, perhaps. But pardon me, sweet aunt:
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go,
I will most willingly attend your ladyship.
Marc. Lucius, I will.

[Lavinia turns over with her stumps the
books which Lucius has letfall.

Tit. How now, Lavinia ! Marcus, what means
this? 30

Some book there is that she desires to see.
Which is it, girl, of these ? Open them, boy.
But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d

:

Come, and take choice of all my library,
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed.
Why lifts she up her arms in sequence thus?
Marc. I think she means that there was more

than one
Confederate in the fa<5l: ay, more there was;
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 40Tit. Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so ?

Young Luc. Grandsire, ’tis Ovid’s Metamor-
phoses ;

My mother gave it me.
Marc. For love of her that’s gone,

Perhaps she cull’d it from among the rest.

Tit. Soft! see how busily she turns the
leaves

! [Helping her.
What would she find? Lavinia, shall I read?
This is the tragic tale of Philomel,
And treats of Tereus’ treason and his rape;
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.Marc. See, brother, see

; note how she quotes
the leaves. 50

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surprised, sweet

.

Ravish’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was,
Forced in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods?
See, see

!

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt

—

O, had we never, never hunted there !

—

Pattern’d by that the poet here describes.
By nature made for murders and for rapes.
Marc. 0 ,

why should nature build so foul a den,
Unless the gods delight in tragedies? 60

Tit. Give signs, sweet girl, for here are none
but friends,
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What Roman lord it was durst do the deed

:

Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst,

That left the camp to sin in Lucrece’ bed?

Marc. Sit down, sweet niece: brother, sit

down by me.
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury,
Inspire me, that I may this treason find

!

My lord, look here : look here, Lavinia

:

This sandy plot is plain
;
guide, if thou canst,

This after me, when I have writ my name 70

Without the help of any hand at all.

[He writes his name with his staff, andguides
it withfeet and mouth.

Cursed be that heart that forced us to this shift

!

Write thou, good niece ;
and here display, at last,

What God will have discover’d for revenge :

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain,

That we may know the traitors and the truth !

[She takes the staff in her month, and guides

it with her stumps, and writes.

Tit. O, do ye read, my lord, what she hath

writ ?

‘Stuprum. Chiron. Demetrius. *

Marc. What, what! the lustful sons ofTamora
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed? 80

Tit. Magni Dominator poli,

Tam lentus audis scelera? tarn lentus vides?

Marc. O, calm thee, gentle lord; although I

know
There is enough written upon this earth

To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims.

My lord, kneel down with me ;
Lavinia, kneel

;

And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Heaor’s hope

;

And swear with me, as, with the woful fere

And father of that chaste dishonour’d dame, 90

Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece’ rape,

That we will prosecute by good advice

Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths,

And see their blood, or die with this reproach.

Tit. ’Tis sure enough, an you knew how.

But if you hunt these bear-whelps, then beware

:

The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once,

She’s with the lion deeply still in league,

And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back,

And when he sleeps will she do what she list. 100

You are a young huntsman, Marcus ;
let it alone;

And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass,

And with a gad of steel will write these words,

And lay it by : the angry northern wind

Will blow these sands, like Sibyl’s leaves, abroad,

And where’s your lesson, then? Boy, what say

you?
Young Luc. I say, my lord, that if I were a man,

Their mother’s bed-chamber should not be safe

For these bad bondmen to the yoke of Rome.

Marc. Ay, that’s my boy ! thy father hath

full oft 110

For liis ungrateful country done the like.

Young Luc. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live.

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury

;

Lucius, I ’ll fit thee ;
and withal, my boy,

Shalt carry from me to the empress’ sons

Presents that I intend to send them both

:

Come,come ;
thou’ltdo thy message, wilt thou not?

Young Luc. Ay, with my dagger in their

bosoms, grandsire.

Tit. No, boy, not so; I’ll teach thee another

course.

Lavinia, come. Marcus, look to my hous|

Lucius and I ’ll go brave it at the court : I

Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we’ll be wail

[.Exeunt Titus, Lavinia
,
and Your\

Marc. O heavens, can you hear a got

groan,
And not relent, or not compassion him?
Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy,

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heail

Than foemen’s marks upon his batter’d shjjj

But yet so just that he will not revenge. I

Revenge, ye heavens, for old Andronicus ! I

Scene II. The same. A room in thep

t

Enter, from one side
,
Aaron, Demetrii

Chiron
; from the other side, young I

and an Attendant, with a bundle ofwt

and verses writ upon them.

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucij

He hath some message to deliver us. I

Aar. Ay, some mad message from h

grandfather.
Young Luc. My lords, with all the hum

I may,
I greet your honours from Andronicus.

[Aside] And pray the Roman gods confou

both

!

Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius: wha

news?
Young Luc. [Aside] That you are be

cipher’d, that’s the news,

For villains mark’d with rape.—May it plea

My grandsire, well advised, hath sent by 1

The goodliest weapons of his armoury
To gratify your honourable youth,

The hope of Rome ;
for so he bade me saj

And so I do, and with his gifts present

Your lordships, that, whenever you have 1

You may be armed and appointed well:

And so I leave you both: [Aside] like

villains.
#

[Exeuntyoung Lucius and Atte

Dem. What’s here? A scroll; and

round about ?

Let’s see :

[Reads] ‘Integer vitae, scelerisque purus

Non eget Mauri jaculis, nec a

Chi. O, ’tis averse in Horace; I know

I read it in the grammar long ago.

Aar. Ay, just ; a verse in Horace; ng

have it.

[Aside] Now, what a thing it is to be an a

Here ’s no sound jest ! the old man hath

their guilt

;

And sends them weapons wrapp’d aboutwit

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the <

But were our witty empress well afoot,

She would applaud Andronicus’ conceit:

But let her rest in her unrest awhile.

And now, young lords, was’t not a happy
j

Led us to Rome, strangers, and more thai

Captives, to be advanced to this height?

It did me good, before the palace gate

To brave the tribune in his brother’s hean

Dem. But me more good, to see so grea

Basely insinuate and send us gifts.

Aar. Had he not reason, Lord Demet
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ju not use his daughter very friendly? 40
t. I would we had a thousand Roman dames
h a bay, by turn to serve our lust.

A charitable wish and full of love.

\ Here lacks but your mother for to say
men.
And that would she for twenty thousand

lore.

1. Come, let us go ; and pray to all the gods
r beloved mother in her pains.

. [Aside] Pray to the devils; the gods
ave given us over.

[Trumpets sound within.
\t. Why do the emperor’s trumpets flourish

ms?
Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 50

f. Soft! who comes here?

a Nurse, with a blackamoor Child in her
arms.

jl
_

Good morrow, lords

:

me, did you see Aaron the Moor?
Well, more or less, or ne’er a whit at all,

Uron is ; and what with Aaron now?
0 gentle Aaron, we are all undone !

elp, or woe betide thee evermore !

Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep!
lost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms?
O, that which I would hide from heaven’s

rQ
t 59

ipress’ shame, and stately Rome’s disgrace

!

ieliver’d, lords
; she is deliver’d.

To whom?
I mean, she is brought a-bed.

Well, God give her good rest ! What
uth he sent her?
A devil.

Why, then she is the devil’s dam; a
yful issue.

A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful
ue:

the babe, as loathsome as a toad
>t the fairest breeders of our clime

:

press sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal,
Is thee christen it with thy dagger’s point.
’Zounds, ye whore ! is black so base a hue ?

Iowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure.
Villain, what hast thou done ?

That which thou canst not undo.
Thou hast undone our mother.
Villain, I have done thy mother.
And therein, hellish dog, thou hast un-

oe.

ierchance, and damn’d her loathed choice

!

d the offspring of so foul a fiend

!

It shall not live. 80
It shall not die.

Aaron, it must
; the mother wills it so.

What, must it, nurse ? then let noman but I
ution on my flesh and blood.

1 ’ll broach the tadpole on my rapier’s
nt:

;ive it me
; my sword shall soon dispatch it.

I Sooner this sword shall plough thy bowels

[Takes the Childfrom the Nurse
,

and draws.
urderous villains! will you kill your
ther?

Now, by the burning tapers of the sky,
That shone so brightly when this boy was got, 90He dies upon my scimitar’s sharp point
That touches this my first-born son and heir

!

I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus,
W ith all his threatening band of Typhon’s brood,
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war,
Shall seize this prey out of his father’s hands.
What, what, ye sanguine, shallow-hearted boys

!

Ye white-limed walls
!
ye alehouse painted signs

!

Coal-black is better than another hue.
In that it scorns to bear another hue ; 100
For all the water in the ocean
Can never turn the swan’s black legs to white,
Although she lave them hourly in the flood.
Tell the empress from me, I am of age
To keep mine own, excuse it how she can.
Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus?
Aar. My mistress is my mistress

; this myself,
The vigour and the picture of my youth

;

This before all the world do I prefer
;

This maugre all the world will I keep safe, no
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome.
Dem. By this our mother is for ever shamed.
Chi. Rome will despise her for this foul escape.Ntir. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her

death.
Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy.
Aar. Why, there’s the privilege your beauty

bears

:

Fie, treacherous hue, that will betraywith blushing
The close enadls and counsels of the heart

!

Here’s a young lad framed of another leer:
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father,
As who should say ‘ Old lad, I am thine own.’ 121
He is your brother, lords, sensibly fed
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you,
And from that womb where you imprison’d were
He is enfranchised and come to light

:

Nay, he is your brother by the surer side.
Although my seal be stamped in his face.Nur. A aron, what shall I say unto the empress ?
Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done

And we will all subscribe to thy advice : 130
Save thou the child, so we may all be safe.
Aar. Then sit we down, and let us all consult.My son and I will have the wind of you

:

Keep there : now talk at pleasure of your safety.

[They sit.
Dem. How many women saw this child of his?
Aar. Why, so, brave lords ! when we join in

league,
I am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor,
The chafed boar, the mountain lioness,
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms.
But say, again, how many saw the child ? 140Nur. Cornelia the midwife and myself;
And no one else but the deliver’d empress.’
Aar. The empress, the midwife, and yourself:

Two may keep counsel when the third’s away

:

Go to the empress, tell her this I said.

w . .
[He kills the nurse.

Weke, weke so cries a pig prepared to the spit.
Dem. What mean’st thou, Aaron? wherefore

didst thou this?
Aar. O Lord, sir, ’tis a deed of policy:

Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours,A long-tongued babbling gossip? no, lords, no:
And now be it known to you my full intent. 15

1
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Not far, one Mull lives, my countryman

;

His wife but yesternight was brought to bed

;

His child is like to her, fair as you are

:

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold,

And tell them both the circumstance of all

;

And how by this their child shall be advanced,

And be received for the emperor’s heir,

And substituted in the place of mine,

To calm this tempest whirling in the court; 160

And let the emperor dandle him for his own.

Hark ye, lords; ye see I have given her physic,

[Pointing to the nurse.

And you must needs bestow her funeral

;

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms

:

This done, see that you take no longer days,

But send the midwife presently to me.

The midwife and the nurse well made away.

Then let the ladies tattle what they please.

Chi. Aaron, I see thou wilt not trust the air

With secrets.

Dem. For this care of Tamora, 170

Herself and hers are highly bound to thee.

{Exeunt Dem. and Chi. bearing off the

Nurse's body.

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow

flies

;

There to dispose this treasure in mine arms,

And secretly to greet the empress’ friends.

Come on, you thick-lipp’d slave, I’ll bear you

hence

;

For it is you that puts us to our shifts:

I ’ll make you feed on berries and on roots,

And ffeed on curds and whey, and suck the goat,

And cabin in a cave, and bring you up 179

To be a warrior, and command a camp. {Exit.

Scene III. The same. A publicplace.

Enter Titus, bearing arrows with letters at

the ends of them; with him, Marcus, young
Lucius, Publius, Sempronius, Caius, and
other Gentlemen, with bows.

Tit. Come, Marcus; come, kinsmen ; this is

the way.
Sir boy, now let me see your archery

; .

Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there

straight.

Terras Astraea reliquit

:

Be you remember’d, Marcus, she s gone, she shed*

Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall

Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets

;

Happily you may catch her in the sea;

Yet there ’s as little justice as at land
: .

No ;
Publius and Sempronius, you must do it ; 10

’Tis you must dig with mattock and with spade,

And pierce the inmost centre of the earth

;

Then, when you come to Pluto’s region,

I pray you, deliver him this petition;

Tell him, it is for justice and for aid,

And that it comes from old Andronicus,

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome.
Ah, Rome ! Well, well ; I made thee miserable

What time I threw the people’s suffrages

On him that thus doth tyrannize o’er me. 20

Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all,

And leave you not a man-of-war unsearch’d

!

This wicked emperor may have shipp’d her hence

;

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice.

Marc. O Publius, is not this a heavy case,

To see thy noble uncle thus distradt?

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly u

cerns

By day and night to attend him carefully,

And feed his humour kindly as we may,

Till time beget some careful remedy.

Marc. Kinsmen, his sorrows are past re

Join with the Goths ;
and with revengefuh

Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

Tit. Publius, how now ! how now, my ms

What, have you met with her?

Pub. No, my good lord ;
but Pluto sene

word,
If you will have Revenge from hell, you si

Marry, for Justice, she is so employ’d,

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or some

else,

So that perforce you must needs stay a tim

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with c

I’ll dive into the burning lake below,

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.

Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we,

No big-boned men framed of the Cyclops’

But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back,

Yet wrung with wrongs more than our bac

bear

:

And, sith there’s no justice in earth nor he

We will solicit heaven and move the gods

To send down Justice for to wreak our wre

Come, to this gear. You are a good a

Marcus ;
{He gives them the a\

‘Ad Jovem,’ that’s for you: here, ‘Ad j

nem :

’

‘Ad Martem/ that’s for myself

:

Here, boy, to Pallas: here, to Mercury:

To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine ;

You were as good to shoot against the win(

To it, boy ! Marcus, loose when I bid.

Of my word, I have written to effedt;

There’s not a god left unsolicited.

Marc . Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts 11

court

:

We will afiflicl the emperor in his pride.

Tit. Now, masters, draw. {They shoo

well said, Lucius

!

Good boy, in Virgo’s lap ;
give it Pallas.

Marc. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the

Your letter is with Jupiter by this.

Tit. Ha, ha!
Publius, Publius, what hast thou done?

>

See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus

Marc. This was the sport, my lord:

Publius shot,

The Bull, being gall’d, gave Aries such a 1

That down fell both the Ram’s horns in the

And who should find them but the emprf

lain?

She laugh’d, and told the Moor he shot

choose
But give them to his master for a present.

Tit. Why, there it goes : God give h)

ship joy

!

Enter a Clown, with a basket,
and two

in it.

News, news from heaven! Marcus, the

come.
, 2

Sirrah, what tidings? have you any letter:
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1 1 have justice? what says Jupiter? 7c

0

.

O, the gibbet-maker ! he says that h(
taken them down again, for the man mus
'e hanged till the next week.
1. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee?
?. - Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter; I nevei
ic with him in all my life.

t. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier?
?. Ay, of my pigeons, sir

; nothing else.

t. Why, didst thou not come from heaven?
From heaven ! alas, sir, I never came

: God forbid I should be so bold to press to
;n in my young days. Why, I am going
my pigeons to the tribunal plebs, to take up
tter of brawl betwixt my uncle and one of
mperial’s men.
ire. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be to
for your oration ; and let him deliver the
ns to the emperor from you.
i. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to
nperor with a grace ?

. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace
my life. 1Q i

. Sirrah, come hither: make no more ado,
ive your pigeons to the emperor

:

2 thou shalt have justice at his hands,
hold; meanwhile here’s money for thy

pharges.

me pen and ink. Sirrah, can you with a
deliver a supplication ?

Ay, sir.

. Then here is a supplication for you.
'hen you come to him, at the first approach
ust kneel, then kiss his foot, then deliver
lr pigeons, and then look for your reward,
at hand, sir ; see you do it bravely.
I warrant you, sir, let me alone.
Sirrah, hast thou a knife ? come, let me

ee it.

Marcus, fold it in the oration;
ou hast made it like an humble suppliant,
hen thou hast given it the emperor,
at my door, and tell me what he says.
God be with you, sir; I will. 120
Come, Marcus, let us go. Publius, fol-

>w me.
[Exeunt.

JE IV. The same. Before the palace.

Saturninus, Tamora, Demetrius,
:on, Lords, and others; Saturninus
the arrows in his hand that Titus shot.

Why, lords, what wrongs are these ! was
'er seen
jeror in Rome thus overborne,
2d, confronted thus; and, for the extent
justice, used in such contempt?
is, you know, as know the mightful gods,
er these disturbers of our peace
he people’s ears, there nought hath pass’d,
n with law, against the wilful sons
Andronicus. And what an if
rows have so overwhelm’d his wits, 10
e be thus afflidted in his wreaks,
. his frenzy, and his bitterness? f

w he writes to heaven for his redress

:

re s to Jove, and this to Mercury;
Apollo

; this to the god of war

;

crolls to fly about the streets of Rome I

What’s this but libelling against the senate.
And blazoning our injustice every where?
A goodly humour, is it not, my lords?
As who would say, in Rome no justice were. 20
But if I live, his feigned ecstasies
Shall be no shelter to these outrages

:

But he and his shall know that justice lives
In Saturninus’ health, whom, if she sleep,
He’ll so awake as she in fury shall
Cut off the proud’st conspirator that lives.

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine,
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts,
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus’ age,
The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons, 30
Whose loss hath pierced him deep and scarr’d his

heart

;

And rather comfort his distressed plight
Than prosecute the meanest or the best
For these contempts. [Aside] Why, thus it shall

become
High-witted Tamora to gloze with all

:

But, Titus, I have touch’d thee to the quick.
Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise.
Then is all safe, the anchor’s in the port.

Enter Clown.

How now, good fellow! wouldst thou speak
with us?

Clo. Yea, forsooth, an your mistership be
emperial. 40

Tam. Empress I am, but yonder sits the
emperor.

Clo. ’Tis he. God and Saint Stephen give
you good den: I have brought you a letter and a
couple of pigeons here.

[Saturninus reads the letter.
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him pre-

sently.

Clo. How much money must I have?
Tam. Come, sirrah, you must be hanged.
Clo. Hanged ! by’r lady, then I have brought

up a neck to a fair end. [.Exit ,
guarded. 1

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs
1 50

'

Shall I endure this monstrous villany? 1

I know from whence this same device proceeds:
May this be borne?—as if his traitorous sons,
That died by law for murder of our brother,
Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully!
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair

;

Nor age nor honour shall shape privilege

:

For this proud mock I ’ll be thy slaughter-man;
Sly frantic wretch, that holp’st to make me great,
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 60

Enter JEmilius.

What news with thee, ^Emilius?
AEmil. Arm, arm, my lord;—Rome never had

more cause.
The Goths have gather’d head ; and with a power
Of high-resolved men, bent to the spoil,
They hither march amain, under condudt
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus

;

Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do
As much as ever Coriolanus did.

Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths?
These tidings nip me, and I hang the head 70
As flowers with frost or grass beat down with

storms

:

Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach

:

45
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’Tis he the common people love so much

;

Myself hath often over-heard them say.

When I have walked like a private man.

That Lucius’ banishment was wrongfully,

And they have wish’d that Lucius were their

emperor.
Tam

.

Why should you fear? is not your city

strong? .

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius,

And will revolt from me to succour him. 80

Tam, King, be thy thoughts imperious, like

thy name.
.

Is the sun dimm’d, that gnats do fly in it?

The eagle suffers little birds to sing.

And is not careful what they mean thereby,

Knowing that with the shadow of his wings

He can at pleasure stint their melody

:

Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Rome.

Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor,

I will enchant the old Andronicus

With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous,

Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep, 91

When as the one is wounded with the bait.

The other rotted with delicious feed.

Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us.

Tam . If Tamora entreat him, then he will

:

For I can smooth and fill his aged ear

With golden promises ;
that, were his heart

Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf,

Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue.

[To ASmilius] Go thou before, be our ambas-

sador :
100

Say that the emperor requests a parley
<

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting

Even at his father’s house, the old Andronicus.

Sat. iEmilius, do this message honourably

:

And if he stand on hostage for his safety,
.

Bid him demand what pledge will please him best.

AEmil. Your bidding shall I do effectually.

[Exit.

Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus,

And temper him with all the art I have,

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths.

And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again, in
And bury all thy fear in my devices.

Sat. Then go successantly, and plead to him.
[Exeunt.

-

Be bold in us: we’ll follow where thou lead’ji,

Like stinging bees in hottest summer’s day
'

Led by their master to the flowered fields, a

And be avenged on cursed Tamora.

All the Goths

.

And as he saith, so say v

with him.

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thanl

all.

But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth?

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron with his C.i

in his arms.

ACT V.

Scene I. Plains near Rome.

Enter Lucius with an army of Goths, with
drum and colours.

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful

friends,

I have received letters from great Rome,
Which signify what hate they bear their emperor

And how desirous of our sight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness,

Imperious and impatient of your wrongs,

And wherein Rome hath done you any scath.

Let him make treble satisfaction.

First Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great

Andronicus,
Whose name was once our terror, now our com-

fort; #
10

Whose high exploits and honourable deeds

Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt,

Sec. Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our t|

I stray’d

To gaze upon a ruinous monastery

;

And, as I earnestly did fix mine eye

Upon the wasted building, suddenly

I heard a child cry underneath a wall. t

I made unto the noise ;
when soon I heard 1

The crying babe controll’d with this discourl

‘ Peace, tawny slave, half me and half thy dl

Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou arl

Had nature lent thee but thy mother s look,
J

Villain, thou mightst have been an emperor 1

But where the bull and cow are both milk-vi

They never do beget a coal-black calf.

Peace, villain, peace!’—even thus he rate*

babe,

—

‘ For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ; I

Who, when he knows thou art the empress I

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother’s sake.]

With this, my weapon drawn, I rush’d upon J

Surprised, him suddenly, and brought him h .

To use as you think needful of the man. 3 I

Luc. O worthy Goth, this is the inca|

That robb’d Andronicus of his good hand
; ,

(

This is the pearl that pleased your empress

And here’s the base fruit of his burning lust

Say, wall-eyed slave, whither wouldst thou c<

This growing image of thy fiend-like face . I

Why dost not speak? what, deaf? not a woi{

A halter, soldiers ! hang him on this tree,

And by his side his fruit of bastardy.
.

Aar. Touch not the boy; he is ot
\

blood. . H
Luc. Too like the sire for ever being go

First hang the child, that he may see; it sprd

A sight to vex the father’s soul withal.

Get me a ladder.
. , .

[A ladder brought, which Aa'

made to a:
|

Aar. Lucius, save the child,

And bear it from me to the empress.

If thou do this, I ’ll show thee wondrous thi

That highly may advantage thee to hear

:

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,
j

I ’ll speak no more but ‘ Vengeance rot you

Luc. Say on : an if it please me which

speak’st, . . ij

Thy child shall live, and I will see it nouns!.

Aar. An if it please thee! why, assure

Lucius, T , ,,

’Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall spe,

For I must talk of murders, rapes and mass

Arts of black night, abominable deeds,

Complots of mischief, treason, villames

Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform d.

And this shall all be buried by my death,



s thou swear to me my child shall live.

Tell on thy mind ; I say thy child shall
ive.

Swear that he shall, and then I will
jegin.

7oWho should I swear by? thou believest
10 god :

granted, how canst thou believe an oath ?
*• What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not

;

>r I know thou art religious
ast a thing within thee called conscience,
:wenty popish tricks and ceremonies,
I have seen thee careful to observe,

fare I urge thy oath ; for that I know
ot holds his bauble for a god jq
eeps the oath which by that god he swears,
t I ’ll urge him : therefore thou shalt vow

5

t same god, what god soe’er it be,
tiou adorest and hast in reverence,
e my boy, to nourish and bring him up ;

; I will discover nought to thee.
Even by my god I swear to thee I will.
First know thou, I begot him on the

npress.

O most insatiate and luxurious woman

!

Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of
larity

- which thou shalt hear of me anon. go
ler two sons that murder’d Bassianus

;

ut thy sister’s tongue and ravish’d her
it her hands and trimm’d her as thou
w’st.

O detestable villain ! call’st thou that
mming?
Why, she was wash’d and cut and

mm’d, and ’twas
>ort for them that had the doing of it.

0 barbarous, beastly villains, like thy-

Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them :

dding spirit had they from their mother,
a card as ever won the set ; ioo
)ody mind, I think, they learn’d of me,
a dog as ever fought at head,
t my deeds be witness of my worth,
thy brethren to that guileful hole
he dead corpse of Bassianus lay

:

the letter that thy father found
the gold within the letter mention’d,
rate with the queen and her two sons

:

it not done, that thou hast cause to rue,
1 had no stroke of mischief in it? no
the cheater for thy father’s hand,
en I had it, drew myself apart
3st broke my heart with extreme laughter

:

ne through the crevice of a wall
)r his hand, he had his two sons’ heads

;

os tears, and laugh’d so heartily,
h mine eyes were rainy like to his :

n I told the empress of this sport,
med almost at my pleasing tale,
ny tidings gave me twenty kisses. 120
*°th What, canst thou say all this, and
er blush ?

Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is.
Art thou not sorry for these heinous
Ids?

Ay, that I had not done a thousand

Even now I curse the day—and yet, I think.
Few come within the compass of my curse

—

Wherein I did not some notorious ill,

As kill a man, or else devise his death.
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it,

Accuse some innocent and forswear myself, 130
Set deadly enmity between two friends,
fMake poor men’s cattle break their necks;
Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night,

d
t.

bid the
.

owners quench them with their tears.
Oft have I digg’d up dead men from their graves,
And set them upright at their dear friends’ doors,
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot

;

And on their skins, as on the bark of trees.
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters,
Let not your sorrow die, though I am dead.’i4oi ut, 1 have done a thousand dreadful things
As willingly as one would kill a fly,

°

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed
But that I cannot do ten thousand more.
Hue. Bring down the devil ; for he must not die

bo sweet a death as hanging presently.
If there be devils, would I were a devil

To live and burn in everlasting fire,
So I might have your company in hell,
But to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 150
Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak

no more.

Enter a Goth.

Third Goth. My lord, there is a messenger
#
from Rome

Desires to be admitted to your presence.
Luc* Let him come near.

Enter ^Emilius.

Welcome, ^Emilius : what’s the news from Rome?
^Emil Lord Lucius, and you princes of the

Goths,
The Roman emperor greets you all by me ;And, for he understands you are in arms,

craves a parley at your father’s house.
Willing you to demand your hostages, 160
And they shall be immediately deliver’d.
First Goth. What says our general?
Luc. ^Emilius, let the emperor give his

pledges
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,
And we will come. March away. {.Exeunt.

Scene II. Rome. Before Titus's house.

Enter Tamora, Demetrius,- and Chiron, dis-
guised.

Tam. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment,
1 will encounter with Andronicus,
And say I am Revenge, sent from below
To join with him and right his heinous wrongs.
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps,
4° ruminate strange plots of dire revenge *

I ell him Revenge is come to join with him.And work confusion on his enemies.

[They knock.

Enter Titus, above.

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation?
Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 10
I hat so my sad decrees may fly away,
And all my study be to no effedt?

45—
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You are deceived : for what I mean to do

See here in bloody lines I have set down

;

And what is written shall be executed.

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee.

Tit.

'

No, not a word ; how can I grace my
talk,

.

Wanting a hand to give it action?

Thou hast the odds of me ;
therefore no more.

Tam. If thou didst know me, thou wouldest

talk with me. 20

Tit. I am not mad ;
I know thee well enough

:

Witness this wretched stump, witness these crim-

son lines;
,

Witness these trenches made by grief and care

;

V/itness the tiring day and heavy night;

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well

For our proud empress, mighty Tamora

:

Is not thy coming for my other hand?

Tam. Know, thou sad man, I am not Tamora

;

She is thy enemy, and I thy friend

:

I am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdom, 30

To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind,

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down, and welcome me to this world s light

;

Confer with me of murder and of death

:

There’s not a hollow cave or lurking-place.

No vast obscurity or misty vale,

Where bloody murder or detested rape

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out

;

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name,

Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake.

Tit. Art thou Revenge? and art thou sent

to me,
.

41

To be a torment to mine enemies?

Tam. I am ;
therefore come down, and wel-

come me.
Tit. Do me some service, ere I come to thee.

Lo, by thy side where Rape and Murder stands

;

Now give some surance that thou art Revenge,

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot-wheels

;

And then I’ll come and be thy waggoner,

And whirl along with thee about the globe..

Provide thee two proper palfreys, black as jet, 50

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away,

And find out murderers in their guilty caves :

And when thy car is loaden with their heads,

I will dismount, and by the waggon-wheel

Trot, like a servile footman, all day long,

Even from Hyperion’s rising in the east

Until his very downfall in the sea

:

And day by day I’ll do this heavy task,

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there.
.

Tam. These are my ministers, and come with

me. . .

'60

Tit. Are these thy ministers ? what are they

Tam] Rapine and Murder ;
therefore called so,

Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men.

Tit. Good Lord, how like the empress sons

they are!

And you, the empress ! but we worldly men
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes.

0 sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee

;

And, if one arm’s embracement will content thee,

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. [Exit above.

Tam. This closing with him fits his lunacy

:

Whate’er I forge to feed his brain-sick fits, 71

Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches,

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ;

And, being credulous in this mad thought,

I ’ll make him send for Lucius his son
; ;

And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure,
j

I ’ll find some cunning practice out of hand

To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths,

Or, at the least, make them his enemies.

See, here he comes, and I must ply my the

Enter Titus below.

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and

thee

:

Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful house
:|

Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too. I

How like the empress and her sons you ar<|

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor

:

Could not all hell afford you such a devil?

For well I wot the empress never wags

But in her company there is a Moor

;

And, would you represent our queen arigh

It were convenient you had such a devil:

But welcome, as you are. What shall we

Tam. What wouldst thou have us do, j

nicus?
Dem. Show me a murderer, I’ll deal wit

Chi. Show me a villain that hath done ;

And I am sent to be revenged on him.

Tam. Show me a thousand that haw

thee wrong,
And I will be revenged on them all.

Tit. Look round about the wicked str

Rome ; Jjjt

And when thou find’st a man that’s like tn

Good Murder, stab him; he’s a murderer.l

Go thou with him ; and when it is thy hapl

To find another that is like to thee,.

Good Rapine, stab him ;
he ’s a ravisher. I

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor’s I

There is a queen, attended by a Moor ; I

Well mayst thou know her by thy own
]|

tion,

For up and down she doth resemble thee

:

I pray thee, do on them some violent deat

They have been violent to me and mine.

Tam. Well hast thou lesson’d us; th

we do. . 't

But would it please thee, good Andromcu:

To send for Lucius, thy thrice-valiant son

Who leads towards Rome a band ofwarlike

And bid him come and banquet at thy hoi

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast

I will bring in the empress and her sons,

The emperor himself and all thy foes;

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and knj

And on them shalt thou ease thy angry ht

What says Andronicus to this device ?

Tit. Marcus, my brother! ’ tis sadTiti

Enter Marcus.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius

Thou shalt inquire him out among the Go

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him

Some of the chiefest princes of the Gotrtf

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they a|

Tell him the emperor and the empress too

Feast at my house, and he shall feast wit

This do thou for my love ; and so let hnn s

As he regards his aged father’s life.

Marc. This will I do, and soon return
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.

•n. Now will I hence about thy business,
ake my ministers along with me.

Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay
vith me

;

e I ’ll call my brother back again,
leave to no revenge but Lucius.
n. [A side to her sons] What say you, boys ?

vill you bide with him,
s I go tell my lord the emperor
[ have govern’d our determined jest?
to his humour, smooth and speak him fair,

urry with him till I turn again. 141
[Aside] I know them all, though they

appose me mad,
ill o’erreach them in their own devices:
of cursed hell-hounds and their dam !

1. Madam, depart at pleasure; leave us
ere.

1. Farewell, Andronicus: Revenge now
oes

a complot to betray thy foes..

I know thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge,
irewell. [Exit Tamora.
Tell us, old man, how shall we be em-

.oy’d ?

Tut, I have work enough for you to do.
», come hither, Caius, and Valentine ! 15

1

Enter Publius and others.

What is your will?
Know you these two?
The empress’ sons, I take them, Chiron

metrius.

Fie, Publius, fie ! thou art too much de-
ived

;

. is Murder, Rape is the other’s name;
irefore bind them, gentle Publius,
nd Valentine, lay hands on them,
e you heard me wish for such an hour, 160
v I find it

; therefore bind them sure,
p their mouths, if they begin to cry. [Exit.
[Publius, &c. lay hold on Chiron and

Demetrius.
Villains, forbear! we are the empress’

What would you say, if I should let you speak?
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace.
Hark, wretches ! how I mean to martyr you. 181
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats.
Whilst that Lavinia ’tween her stumps doth hold
The basin that receives your guilty blood.
You know your mother means to feast with me
And calls herselfRevenge, and thinks me mad:’
Hark, villains ! I will grind your bones to dustAnd with your blood and it I’ll make a paste.
And of the paste a coffin I will rear
And make two pasties of your shameful heads, 100And bid that strumpet, your unhallow’d dam,
Like to the earth swallow her own increase
This is the feast that I have bid her to,
And this the banquet she shall surfeit on

;

For worse than Philomel you used my daughterAnd worse than Progne I will be revenged *

And now prepare your throats. Lavinia, come,

t, . ,
^He cuts their throats.

Receive the blood : and when that they are dead
Let me go grind their bones to powder small

’

And with this hateful liquor temper it ; 200And in that paste let their vile heads be baked.
Come, come, be every one officious
To make this banquet

; which I wish may prove
More stern and bloody than the Centaurs’ feast
So, now bring them in, for I’ll play the cook,
And see them ready gainst their mother comes.

[Exeunt, bearing the dead bodies.

Scene III. Court of Titus's house. A banquet
set out.

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, with
Aaron prisoner.

And therefore do we what we are com-
inded.

)se their mouths, let them not speak a
vd.

2 bound? look that you bind them fast.

** Titus, with Lavinia
; he bearing a

knife
,
and she a basin.

Come, come, Lavinia
; look, thy foes are

md.

p their mouths, let them not speak to me
;hem hear what fearful words I utter,

s, Chiron and Demetrius ! 170
nds the spring whom you have stain’d
h mud,
dly summer with your winter mix’d,
d her husband, and for that vile fault
ier brothers were condemn’d to death,
1 cut off and made a merry jest

;

^sweet hands, her tongue, and that more

nds or tongue, her spotless chastity,
1 traitors, you constrain’d and forced.

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since it is my father’s mind
That I repair to Rome, I am content.
First Goth. And ours with thine, befall what

fortune will.

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous
Moor,

This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil

;

Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him,
Till he be brought unto the empress’ face,
For testimony of her foul proceedings:
And see the ambush of our friends be strong;
I fear the emperor means no good to us. 10
Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear,

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth
The venomous malice of my swelling heart !

Luc. Away, inhuman dog ! unhallow’d slave !

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.

[Exeunt Goths, with Aaron. Flourish within.
The trumpets show the emperor is at hand.

Enter Saturninus and Tamora, with A£mi-
lius, Tribunes, Senators, and others.

Sat. What, hath the firmament more suns than
one?

Luc. What boots it thee to call thyself a sun ?
Marc. Rome’s emperor, and nephew, break

the parle

;

These quarrels must be quietly debated. 20
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus
Hath ordain’d to an honourable end,
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome

:



Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your

places.

Sat. Marcus, we will.

rHautboys sound. The Company sit down at
table.

EnterTitus dressed like a Cook ,
Lavinia veiled,

young Lucius, and others. Titus places the

dishes on the table.

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome,

dread queen ; _ .

Welcome, ye warlike Goths ;
welcome, Lucius

;

And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor,

’Twill fill your stomachs
;
please you eat of it. 29

Sat. Why art thou thus attired, Andronicus?

Tit. Because I would be sure to have all well,

To entertain your highness and your empress.

Tam. We are beholding to you, good Andro-

nicus.
, , .

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you

were.
, •

My lord the emperor, resolve me this :

Was it well done of rash Yirginius

To slay his daughter with his own right hand,

Because she was enforced, stain’d, and deflower d?

Sat. It was, Andronicus.

Tit. Your reason, mighty lord? 4°

Sat. Because the girl should not survive her

shame,
And by her presence still renew his sorrows.

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual

;

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant,

For me, most wretched, to perform the like.

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee
.

[Kills Lavinia.

And, with thy shame, thy father’s sorrow die

!

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural and un-

kind? ,

Tit. Kill’d her, for whom my tears have made

me blind.

I am as woful as Virginius was, 5°

And have a thousand times more cause than he

To do this outrage : and it now is done.

Sat. What, was she ravish’d? tell who did the

deed.
Tit. Will’t please you eat? will’t please your

highness feed?

Tam. Why hast thou slain thine only daughter

thus?
Tit. Not I ;

’twas Chiron and Demetrius

:

They ravish’d her, and cut away her tongue ;

And they, ’twas they, that did her all this wrong.

Sat. Go fetch them hither to us presently.

Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that

pie

;

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed,

Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred.
<

’Tis true, ’tis true ;
witness my knife’s sharp point.

’ {Kills Tamora.

Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed

!

{Kills Titus.

Luc. Can the son’s eye behold his father bleed ?

There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed

.

{Kills Saturninus. A great tumult.

Lucius,
Marcus,

and others go up

into the balcony.

Marc. You sad-faced men, people and sons of

Rome,
By uproar sever’d, like a flight of fowl

Scatter’d by winds and high tempestuous gu

O, let me teach you how to knit again

This scatter’d corn into one mutual sheaf,

These broken limbs again into one body

;

Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself,

And she whom mighty kingdoms court’sy tc

Like a forlorn and desperate castaway,

Do shameful execution on herself.

But ifmy frosty signs and chaps of age,

Grave witnesses of true experience,

Cannot induce you to attend my words,

{To Lucius] Speak, Rome’s dear friend, as

our ancestor,

When with his solemn tongue he did discoui

To love-sick Dido’s sad attending ear

The story of that baleful burning night

When subtle Greeks surprised King Priam’s 1

Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch’d our ears
,

1

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wc

My heart is not compadt of flint nor steel;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief,

But floods of tears will drown my oratory,

And break my utterance, even in the time

When it should move you to attend me mos

Lending your kind commiseration.

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale

;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear hims]

Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to

That cursed Chiron and Demetrius
?

Were they that murdered our emperor’s bro

And they it were that ravished our sister:

For their fell faults our brothers were behe

Our father’s tears despised, and basely coze

Of that true hand that fought Rome’s quarre

And sent her enemies unto the grave. i

Lastly, myself unkindly banished,

The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping

To beg relief among Rome’s enemies ;
'

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears

And oped their arms to embrace me as a frit

I am the turned forth, be it known to you,

That have preserved her welfare in my blood

And from her bosom took the enemy’s poinl

Sheathing the steel in my adventurous bed}

Alas, you know I am no vaunter, I
;

My scars can witness, dumb although they 1

That my report is just and full of truth.

But, soft ! methinks I do digress too much,

Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me

For when no friends are by, men praise thems

Marc. Now is my turn to speak. Beholj

child

:

{Pointing to the Child in the arms
A tten\

Of this was Tamora delivered

;

The issue of an irreligious Moor,

Chief architect and plotter of these woes: “

The villain is alive in Titus’ house,

fAnd as he is, to witness this is true.

Now judge what cause had Titus to reveng

These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience,

Or more lhan any living man could bear,
j

Now you have heard the truth, what say

Romans?
Have we done aught amiss,—show us wnei

And, from the place where you behold us r

The poor remainder of Andronici

Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us dc
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)n the ragged stones beat forth our brains,

nake a mutual closure of our house.

c, Romans, speak ; and if you say we shall,

and in hand, Lucius and I will fall.

nil. Come, come, thou reverend man of

Rome,
bring our emperor gently in thy hand,

is our emperor ; for well I know
:ommon voice do cry it shall be so. 140
l. Lucius, all hail, Rome’s royal emperor 1

5rc. Go, go into old Titus’ sorrowful house,

[To Attendants.
lither hale that misbelieving Moor,
; adjudged some direful slaughtering death,

inishment for his most wicked life.

[Exeunt Attendants.

jcius, Marcus, and the others descend.

1. Lucius, all hail, Rome’s gracious governor !

c. Thanks, gentle Romans : may I govern so,

:al Rome’s harms, and wipe away her woe !

gentle people, give me aim awhile,

ature puts me to a heavy task : 250
1 all aloof : but, uncle, draw you near,

ed obsequious tears upon this trunk,

ke this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips,

[Kissing Titus.

; sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stain’d face,

ast true duties of thy noble son !

•rc. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss,

Drother Marcus tenders on thy lips :

:re the sum of these that I should pay
tless and infinite, yet would I pay them

!

r. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn

of us 160

;lt in showers : thygrandsire loved thee well

:

r a time he danced thee on his knee,
thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ;

r a matter hath he told to thee,

and agreeing with thine infancy

;

it respedt, then, like a loving child,

yet some small drops from thy tender spring,

ase kind nature doth require it so

:

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe

:

Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave ; 170
Do him that kindness, and take leave of him.
Yotmg Ltic. O grandsire, grandsire ! even with

all my heart
Would I were dead, so you did live again

!

0 Lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping ;

My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth.

Re-enter Attendants with Aaron.

AEm. You sad Andronici, have done with woes

:

Give sentence on this execrable wretch,
That hath been breeder of these dire events.

Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and famish
him ; 179

There let him stand, and rave, and cry for food

:

If any one relieves or pities him,
For the offence he dies. This is our doom

:

Some stay to see him fasten’d in the earth.

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and fury
dumb ?

1 am no baby, I, that with base prayers
I should repent the evils I have done :

Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did
Would I perform, if I might have my will:

If one good deed in all my life I did,

I do repent it from my very soul. 190
Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor

hence,
And give him burial in his father’s grave :

My father and Lavinia shall forthwith
Be closed in our household’s monument.
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora,
No funeral rite, nor man in mourning weeds,
No mournful bell shall ring her burial

;

But throw her forth to beast's and birds of prey

:

Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity;

And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 200
See justice done on Aaron, that damn’d Moor,
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning

:

Then, afterwards, to order well the state,

That like events may ne’er it ruinate. [Exeunt.



ROMEO AND JULIET.

DRAMATIS PERSONS.

Escalus, prince of Verona.
Paris, a young nobleman, kinsman to the

prince.

Montague,| heads oftwo houses at variance

Capulet, J with each other.

An old man, cousin to Capulet.

Romeo, son to Montague.
Mercutio, kinsman to the prince, and friend

to Romeo.
Benvolio, nephew to Montague-, and friend

to Romeo.
Tybalt, nephew to Lady Capulet.

Friar Laurence, 1 Frandscans.

Friar John, )

Balthasar, servant to Romeo.

Gregory,}
servants t0 CaPulet'

PROLOGUE.
Two households, both alike in dignity,

In fair Verona, where we lay our scene,

From ancient grudge break to new mutiny,

Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean.

From forth the fatal loins of these two foes

A pair of star-cross’d lovers take their life;

Whose misadventured piteous overthrows

Do with their death bury their parents’ strife.

The fearful passage of their death-mark’d love,

And the continuance of their parents’ rage, io

Which, but their children’s end, nought could

remove,
Is now the two hours’ traffic of our stage

;

The which if you with patient ears attend,

.

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to

mend.

ACT I.

Scene I. Verona. A public place.

Enter Sampson and Gregory, of the house of
Capulet

,
armed with swords and bucklers.

Sam . Gregory, o’ my word, we’ll not carry

coals.

Gre. No, for then we should be colliers.

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we ’ll draw.

Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out

o’ the collar.

Sam. I strike quickly, being moved.

Gre. But thou art not quickly moved to strike.

Sam. A dog of the house of Montague
moves me.

#
!°

Gre. To move is to stir; and to be valiant is

to stand: therefore, if thou art moved, thou

runn’st away.
,

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to

stand : I will take the wall of any man or maid
of Montague’s.

Peter, servant to Juliet’s nurse.

Abraham, servant to Montague.
An Apothecary.
Three Musicians.
Page to Paris ;

another Page ;
an O

Lady Montague, wife to Montague
Lady Capulet, wife to Capulet
Juliet, daughter to Capulet.

Nurse to Juliet.

Citizens of Verona; several Men and W
relations to both houses; Maskers,

Watchmen, and Attendants.

Chorus.

Scene: Verona : Mantua.

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave

;

weakest goes to the wall.

Sam. True ; and therefore women, b
weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall

fore I will push Montague’s men from the

and thrust his maids to the wall.

Gre. The quarrel is between our mas'

us their men.
Sam. ’Tis all one, I will show my

tyrant: when I have fought with the

will be cruel with the maids, and cut off

heads.
Gre. The heads of the maids ?

Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or

maidenheads ;
take it in what sense thou

Gre. They must take it in sense that i

Sam. Me they shall feel while I am
to stand: and ’tis known I am a pretty

of flesh.

Gre. ’Tis well thou art not fish ; if thou

thou hadst been poor John. Draw thy tool;

comes two of the house of the Montagues.

Sam. My naked weapon is out: qu

will back thee.

Gre. How ! turn thy back and run?

Sam. Fear md not.

Gre. No, marry; I fear thee !

Sam. Let us take the law of our sides

them begin.

Gre. I will frown as I pass by, and let

take it as they list.

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will 1

thumb at them ;
which is a disgrace to I

they bear it.

Enter Abraham and Balthasar.

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

Sam. I do bite my thumb, sir.

Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?

Sam. [Aside to Gre.~\ Is the law of our

if I say ay?
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No.
!. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you,

t I bite my thumb, sir.

Do you quarrel, sir?

Quarrel, sir! no, sir. 60
If you do, sir, I am for you : I serve as

man as you.

No better.

-. Well, sir.

Say ‘ better :
’ here comes one of my

’s kinsmen.
:. Yes, better, sir.

You lie.

•. Draw, if you be men. Gregory, re-

:r thy swashing blow. [ Theyjight. 70

Enter Benvolio.

Part, fools

!

your swords
;
you know not what you do.

[Beats down their swords.

Enter Tybalt.

What, art thou drawn among these
^artless hinds?
lee, Benvolio, look upon thy death.

I do but keep the peace
:
put up thy

vord,_

lage it to part these men with me.
What, drawn, and talk of peace ! I

ite the word,
ite hell, all Montagues, and thee

:

.t thee, coward
!

[Theyjight.

• several of both houses
, who join the

zy; then enter Citizens, with clubs,

t Cit. Clubs, bills, and partisans ! strike !

iat them down ! 80
with the Capulets! down with the Mon-
gues

!

r Capulet in his gown, and Lady
Capulet.

What noise is this ? Give me my long
/ord, ho!
Zap. A crutch, a crutch! why call you
r a sword?
My sword, I say! Old Montague is

>me,

urishes his blade in spite of me.

er Montague and Lady Montague.
Thou villain Capulet,—Hold me not,

t me go.

Mon. Thou shalt not stir a foot to seek
foe.

Enter Prince, with Attendants.

. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,
srs of this neighbour-stained steel,

—

ey not hear ? What, ho
!
you men, you

:asts, 90
lench the fire of your pernicious rage
jrple fountains issuing from your veins,
1 of torture, from those bloody hands
your mistemper’d weapons to the ground,
ar the sentence of your moved prince.
:ivil brawls, bred of an airy word,
i, old Capulet, and Montague,
irice disturb’d the quiet of our streets,

And made Verona’s ancient citizens

Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments, 100
To wield old partisans, in hands as old,

Canker’d with peace, to part your canker’d hate

:

If ever you disturb our streets again,
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.
For this time, all the rest depart away:
You, Capulet, shall go along with me :

And, Montague, come you this afternoon,
To know our further pleasure in this case.
To old Free-town, our common judgement-place.
Once more, on pain of death, all men depart. 1 10

[Exeunt all btit Montague
,
Lady Mon-

tagtie, and Benvolio.
Mon. Who set this ancient quarrel new

abroach ?

Speak, nephew, were you by when it began ?

Ben. Here were the servants ofyour adversary,
And yours, close fighting ere I did approach:
I drew to part them : in the instant came
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepared,
Which, as he breathed defiance to my ears,
He swung about his head and cut the winds,
Who nothing hurt withal hiss’d him in scorn: 119
While we were interchanging thrusts and blows,
Came more and more and fought on part and part.
Till the prince came, who parted either part.
La. Mon. O, where is Romeo ? saw you him

to-day ?

Right glad I am he was not at this fray.
Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp’dsun

Peer’d forth the golden window of the east,
A troubled mind drave me to walk abroad

;

Where, underneath the grove of sycamore
That westward rooteth from the city’s side,
So early walking did I see your son : 130
Towards him I made, but he was ware of me
And stole into the covert of the wood

:

I, measuring his affections by my own,
That most are busied when they’re most alone,
Pursued my humour not pursuing his.

And gladly shunn’d who gladly fled from me.
Mon. Many a morning hath he there been

seen,

With tears augmenting the fresh morning’s dew,
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs

;

But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 140
Should in the furthest east begin to draw
The shady curtains from Aurora’s bed.
Away from light steals home my heavy son,
And private in his chamber pens himself,
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out
And makes himself an artificial night

:

Black and portentous must this humour prove.
Unless good counsel may the cause remove.
Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause?Mon. I neither know it nor can learn of him.
Ben. Have you importuned him by any means?
Mon. Both by myself and many other friends:

But he, his own affeCtions’ counsellor,
Is to himself—I will not say how true

—

But to himself so secret and so close,
So far from sounding and discovery,
As is the bud bit with an envious worm,
Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air.

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.
Could we but learn from whence his sorrows

grow, 160
We would as willingly give cure as know.
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Enter Romeo.

Ben . See, where he comes: so please you,

step aside

;

I ’ll know his grievance, or be much denied.

Mon. I would thou wert so happy by thy stay,

To hear true shrift. Come, madam, let’s away.

[.Exeunt Montague and Lady.

Ben. Good morrow, cousin.

Rom. Is the day so young?

Ben. But new struck nine.

Rom. Ay me ! sad hours seem long.

Was that my father that went hence so fast?

Ben. It was. What sadness lengthens Romeo’s

hours?
Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes

them short. T 7°

Ben. In love?

Rom. Out

—

Ben. Of love?

Ro?n. Out of her favour, where I am in love.

Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view,

Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof

!

Rom^ Alas, that love, whose view is muffled

still.

Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will

!

Where shall we dine ? O me ! What fray was
here ?

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all.
.

180

Here’s much to do with hate, but more with love.

Why, then, O brawling love ! O loving hate !

O any thing, of nothing first create !

O heavy lightness ! serious vanity !

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms

!

Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick

health

!

Still-waking sleep, that is not what it is !

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Dost thou not laugh?
Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 189

Rom. Good heart, at what ?

Ben. At thy good heart’s oppression.

Rom. Why, such is love’s transgression.

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast,

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest

With more of thine : this love that thou hast

shown
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.

Love is a smoke raised with the fume of sighs

;

Being purged, a fire sparkling in lovers’ eyes ;

Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d with lovers’ tears

:

What is it else? a madness most discreet,

A choking gall and a preserving sweet. 200

Farewell, my coz.

Ben. Soft ! I will go along

;

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong.

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself ;
I am not here

;

This is not Romeo, he’s some other where.

Ben. Tell me in sadness, who is that you love.

Rom. What, shall I groan and tell thee?

Ben. Groan ! why, no

;

But sadly tell me who.
Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will

:

Ah, word ill urged to one that is so ill

!

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 210

Ben. I aim’d so near, when I supposed you

loved.

Rom. A right good mark-man ! And she s

fair I love.

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonefc

Rom. Well, in that hit you miss : she’ll ij

hit

With Cupid’s arrow ; she hath Dian’s wit

;

And, in strong proof of chastity well arm’d,

From love’s weak childish bow she lives unh?

She will not stay the siege of loving terms,

Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes,

Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold:

O, she is rich in beauty, only poor,

That when she dies with beauty dies her st

Ben. Then she hath sworn that she wi

live chaste?
Rom. She hath, and in that sparing

huge waste,
For beauty starved with her severity

Cuts beauty off from all posterity.

She is too fair, too wise, wisely too fair,

To merit bliss by making me despair

:

She hath forsworn to love, and in that vow
Do I live dead that live to tell it now.

Ben. Be ruled by me, forget to think of

Rom. O, teach me how I should for*

think.

Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes

Examine other beauties.

Rom. ’Tis the way
To call hers exquisite, in question more

:

These happy masks that kiss fair ladies’ br<

Being black put us in mind they hide the f;

He that is strucken blind cannot forget

The precious treasure of his eyesight lost:

Show me a mistress that is passing fair,

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note

Where I may read who pass’d that passing

Farewell : thou canst not teach me to forge

Ben. I ’ll pay that doctrine, or else die in

[E:

Scene II. A street.

Enter Capulet, Paris, and Servant

Cap. But Montague is bound as well as

In penalty alike; and ’tis not hard, I think

For men so old as we to keep the peace.

Par. Of honourable reckoning are you

And pity ’tis you lived at odds so long.

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit

Cap. But saying o’er what I have said b

My child is yet a stranger in the world;

She hath not seen the change of fourteen y

Let two more summers wither in their pnd

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride.

Par. Younger than she are happy ni

made.
Cap. And too soon marr’d are those sc

made.
The earth hath swallow’d all my hopes but-

She is the hopeful lady of my earth

:

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart,

My will to her consent is but a part

;

An she agree, within her scope of choice

Lies my consent and fair according voice.

This night I hold an old accustom’d feast,

Whereto I have invited many a guest,

Such as I love ;
and you, among the store,

One more, most welcome, makes my r

more. . ,

At my poor house look to behold this nign 1
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Serv. Now I’ll tell you without asking: my
master is the great rich Capulet

;
and if you be

not of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and
crush a cup of wine. Rest you merry ! [Exit

.

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet’s
Sups the fair Rosaline whom thou so lovest,

With all the admired beauties of Verona:
Go thither

; and, with unattainted eye, 90
Compare her face with some that I shall show.
And I will make thee think thy swan a crow.
Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye

Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to
fires;

And these, who often drown’d could never die.

Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars !

One fairer than rpy love ! the all-seeing sun
Ne’er saw her match since first the world begun.
Ben. Tut, you saw her fair, none else being by,

Herself poised with herself in either eye : 100
But in that crystal scales let there be weigh’d
Your lady’s love against some other maid
That I will show you shining at this feast,
And she shall scant show well that now shows

best.

Rom. I’ll go along, no such sight to be shown.
But to rejoice in splendour of mine own.

[Exeunt.

-treading stars that make dark heaven
ight

:

comfort as do lusty young men feel

well-apparell’d April on the heel

iping winter treads, even such delight

g fresh female buds shall you this night

it at my house ; hear all, all see, 30
ike her most whose merit most shall be :

:h on more view, of many mine being one
;tand in number, though in reckoning none.

,
go with me. {To Serv., giving a paper.]

5o, sirrah, trudge about
igh fair Verona ; find those persons out

2 names are written there, and to them say,

)use and welcome on their pleasure stay.

{Exeunt Capulet and Paris,
v. Find them out whose names are written

It is written, that the shoemaker should
e with his yard, and the tailor with his last,

her with his pencil, and the painter with his

but I am sent to find those persons whose
are here writ, and can never find what
the writing person hath here writ. I

0 the learned.—In good time.

Enter Benvolio and Romeo.
Tut, man, one fire burns out another’s
mrning,

pain is lessen’d by another’s anguish

;

^iddy, and be holp by backward turning

;

desperate grief cures with another’s lan-

;uish

:

:hou some new infection to thy eye, 50
le rank poison of the old will die.

1. Your plaintain-leaf is excellent for that.

For what, I pray thee ?

1. For your broken shin.

Why, Romeo, art thou mad ?

t. Not mad, but bound more than a mad-
lan is

;

p in prison, kept without my food,
i’d and tormented and—God-den, good
dlow.
'. God gi’ god-den. I pray, sir, can you

1. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 60
>. Perhaps you have learned it without
but, I pray, can you read any thing you

t. Ay, if I know the letters and the lan-

uage.
>. Ye say honestly: rest you merry !

t. Stay, fellow; I can read. {Reads.
lfior Martino and his wife and daughters ;

.’’ Anselme and his beauteous sisters; the
ndow of Vitruvio ; Signior Placentio and
dy nieces ; Mercutio and his brother Valen-
nine uncle Capulet, his wife, and daugh-
ny fair niece Rosaline ; Livia; Signior Va-
tnd his cousin Tybalt ; Lucio and the lively

assembly : whither should they come?
'* Up.

Whither?
’• To supper; to our house.

I

. Whose house ?

'• My master’s. 80
Indeed, I should have ask’d you that

Scene III. A room in Captilefs house.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.

La. Cap. Nurse, where’s my daughter? call
j

her forth to me.
Nurse. Now, by my maidenhead, at twelve

year old,

I bade her come. What, lamb ! what, lady-bird !

God forbid ! Where’s this girl ? What, Juliet
! j

Enter Juliet.

Jul. How now ! who calls ?

Nurse. Your mother.
Jul.'

'
Madam, I am here.

What is your will ?

La. Cap. This is the matter:—Nurse, give
leave awhile,

We must talk in secret :—nurse, come back again ;

I have remember’d me, thou’s hear our counsel.
Thou know’st my daughter’s of a pretty age. 10
Nurse. Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour.
La. Cap. She’s not fourteen.
Nurse. I’ll lay fourteen ofmy teeth,—

•

And yet, to my teen be it spoken, I have but
four,

—

She is not fourteen. How long is it now
To Lammas-tide ?

La. Cap. A fortnight and odd days.
Nurse. Even or odd, of all days in the year,

Come Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen.
Susan and she—God rest all Christian souls !

—

Were of an age : well, Susan is with God;
She was too good for me : but, as I said, 20
On Lammas-eve at night shall she be fourteen

;

That shall she, marry; I remember it well.
’Tis since the earthquake now eleven years ;

And she was wean’d,—I never shall forget it,

—

Of all the days of the year, upon that day

:

For I had then* laid wormwood to my dug,
Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall ;

My lord and you were then at Mantua :

—
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Nay, I do bear a brain:—but, as I said,

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple 30

Ofmy dug and felt it bitter, pretty fool,

To see it tetchy and fall out with the dug

!

‘ Shake quoth the dove-house : ’twas no need, I

trow,

To bid me trudge

:

And since that time it is eleven years

;

For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood,

She could have run and waddled all about

;

For even the day before, she broke her brow

:

And then my husband—God be with his soul

!

A’ was a merry man—took up the child : 40
‘ Yea,’ quoth he, ‘ dost thou fall upon thy face ?

Thou wilt fall backward when thou hast more wit

;

Wilt thou not, Jule?’ and, by my holidame,

The pretty wretch left crying and said ‘ Ay.’

To see, now, how a jest shall come about!

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years,

I never should forget it: ‘Wilt thou not, Jule?’

quoth he

;

And, pretty fool, it stinted and said * Ay.

La. Cap. Enough of this; I pray thee, hold

thy peace.

Nurse. Yes, madam: yet I cannot choose but

laugh,
,

5°

To think it should leave crying and say Ay.

And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow

A bump as big as a young cockerel’s stone

;

A parlous knock ; and it cried bitterly

:

‘ Yea,’ quoth my husband, ‘ fall’st upon thy face ?

Thou wilt fall backward when thou comest to age

;

Wilt thou not, Jule?’ it stinted and said ‘Ay.’

Jul. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse,

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee

to his grace!

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e’er I nursed

:

An I might live to see thee married once, 61

I have my wish.
.

La. Cap. Marry, that ‘marry’ is the very

theme
I came to talk of. Tell me, daughter Juliet,

How stands your disposition to be married?

Jul. It is an honour that I dream not of.

Nurse. An honour! were not I thine only

nurse,

I would say thou hadst suck’d wisdom from thy

teat.
~SRr '

La. Cap. Well, think ofmarriage now; younger

than you,
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 7°

Are made already mothers : by my count,

I was your mother much upon these years
.

That you are now a maid. Thus then in brief:

The valiant Paris seeks you for his love.

Nurse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a man
As all the world—why, he’s a man of wax.

La. Cap. Verona’s summer hath not such a

flower.

Nurse. Nay, he’s a flower; m faith, a very

flower.

La. Cap. What say you? can you love the

gentleman?
This night you shall behold him at our feast ;

80

Read o’er the volume of young Paris’ face

And find delight writ there with beauty’s pen ;

Examine every married lineament

And see how one another lends content,

And what obscured in this fair volume lies

Find written in the margent of his eyes.

This precious book of love, this unbound lov

To beautify him, only lacks a cover

:

The fish lives in the sea, and ’tis much pride

For fair without the fair within to hide :

That book in many’s eyes doth share the gl

That in gold clasps locks in the golden story

So shall you share all that he doth possess,

By having him, making yourself no less.

Nurse. No less! nay, bigger; women
by men.

La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of L

love ?

Jul. I ’ll look to like, if looking liking m
But no more deep will I endart mine eye

Than your consent gives strength to make

Enter a Servant.

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, s\

served up, you called, my young lady askei

the nurse cursed in the pantry, and every thi

extremity. I must hence to wait ; I beseecl

follow straight.

La. Cap. We follow thee. [Exit Sen
Juliet, the county stays.

Nurse. Go, girl, seek happy nights to 1

days. \Dx

Scene IV. A street. ‘4

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, wit

or six Maskers, Torch-bearers, andotht

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke f

excuse ?

Or shall we on without apology?

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity:

We’ll have no Cupid hoodwink’d with a sea

Bearing a Tartar’s painted bow of lath,

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper
; J

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spok

After the prompter, for our entrance :

But let them measure us by what they will

:

We ’ll measure them a measure, and be gon*

Rom . Give me a torch: I am not fo:

ambling

;

Being but heavy, I will bear the light.

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must ha\

dance. *

Rom. Not I, believe me: you have <k

shoes
With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead

So stakes me to the ground I cannot move.

Mer. You are a lover; borrow Cupid’s''

And soar with them above a common bourn

Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his

To soar with his light feathers, and so boui

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe:

Under love’s heavy burden do I sink.

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you t

love;

Too great oppression for a tender thing.

Rom. Is love a tender thing ? it is too 1

Too rude, too boisterous, and it pricks like

1 Mer. If love be rough with you, be roug

love

;

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love (

Give me a case to put my visage in

:

A visor for a visor ! what care I
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t curious eye doth quote deformities ?

are the beetle brows shall blush for me.
>i. Come, knock and enter ; and no sooner in,

;very man betake him to his legs.

m . A torch for me: let wantons light of
heart

e the senseless rushes with their heels,

am proverb’d with a grandsire phrase

;

e a candle-holder, and look on.

jame was ne’er so fair, and I am done,
r. Tut, dun’s the mouse, the constable’s
own word

: 40
tu art dun, we’ll draw thee from the mire
is sir-reverence love, wherein thou stick’st

1 the ears. Come, we burn daylight, ho !

•n. Nay, that’s not so.

r.
'

I mean, sir, in delay
aste our lights in vain, like lamps by day.
our good meaning, for our judgement sits

:imes in that ere once in our five wits.

•n. And we mean well in going to this mask

;

is no wit to go.
r. Why, may one ask?
n. I dream’d a dream to-night.
r- And so did I. 50
n. Well, what was yours?

.**. That dreamers often lie.

n. In bed asleep, while they do dream
hings true.

'. O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been
vith you.
the fairies’ midwife, and she comes
pe no bigger than an agate-stone
2 fore-finger of an alderman,
1 with a team of little atomies
:rt men’s noses as they lie asleep

;

aggon-spokes made of long spinners’ legs,
)ver of the wings of grasshoppers, 60
aces of the smallest spider’s web,
)llars of the moonshine’s watery beams,
hip of cricket’s bone, the lash of film,
aggoner a small grey-coated gnat,
tlf so big as a round little worm
i from the lazy finger of a maid

;

lariot is an empty hazel-nut
by the joiner squirrel or old grub,
>ut o’ mind the fairies’ coachmakers.
this state she gallops night by night 70
?h lovers’ brains, and then they dream of
>ve

;

ourtiers’ knees, that dream on court’sies
:raight,

wyers’ fingers, who straight dream on fees,
dies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream,
oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues,
e their breaths with sweetmeats tainted
re:

me she gallops o’er a courtier’s nose,
en dreams he of smelling out a suit ;

metime comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail

S a parson’s nose as a’ lies asleep, 80
reams he of another benefice :

me she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck,
en dreams he of cutting foreign throats,
tches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,
ths five-fathom deep ; and then anon
in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,
mg thus frighted swears a prayer or two
eps again. This is that very Mab

That plats the manes of horses in the night,
And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs, 90
Which once untangled much misfortune bodes

:

This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,
That presses them and learns them first to bear,
Making them women of good carriage:
This is she

—

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace I

Thou talk’st of nothing.
Mer. True, I talk of dreams,

Which are the children of an idle brain,
Begot ofnothing but vain fantasy,
Which is as thin of substance as the air
And more inconstant than the wind, who wooes
Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 101
And, being anger’d, puffs away from thence,
Turning his face to the dew-dropping south.
Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us from

ourselves

;

Supper is done, and we shall come too late.
Rom. I fear, too early : for my mind misgives

Some consequence yet hanging in the stars
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date
With this night’s revels and expire the term
Of a despised life closed in my breast no
By some vile forfeit of untimely death.
But He, that hath the steerage of my course,
Diredl my sail ! On, lusty gentlemen.
Ben. Strike, drum. [Exeunt.

Scene V. A hall in Capulet's house.

Musicians waiting. Enter Servingmen, with
napkins.

First Serv. Where’s Potpan, that he helps
not to take away? He shift a trencher? he scrape
a trencher

!

Sec. Serv. When good manners shall lie all in
one or two men’s hands and they unwashed too,
’tis a foul thing.

First Serv. Away with the joint-stools, re-
move the court-cupboard, look to the plate. Good
thou, save me a piece of marchpane ; and, as thou
lovest me, let the porter let in Susan Grindstone
and Nell. Antony, and Potpan ! n

Sec. Serv. Ay, boy, ready.
First Serv. You are looked for and called for,

asked for and sought for, in the great chamber.
Sec. Serv. We cannot be here and there too.

Cheerly, boys; be brisk awhile, and the longer
liver take all.

Enter Capulet, with Juliet and others of his
house

,
meeting the Guests and Maskers.

Cap. Welcome, gentlemen! ladies that have »

their toes

Unplagued with corns will have a bout with you.
Ah ha, my mistresses ! which of you all 20
Will now deny to dance? she that makes dainty,
She, I ’ll swear, hath corns ; am I come near ye

now?
Welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day
That I have worn a visor and could tell
A whispering tale in a fair lady’s ear,
Such as would please: ’tis gone, ’tis gone, ’tis

gone

:

You are welcome, gentlemen ! Come, musicians,
play.



A hall, a hall
!
give room ! and foot it, girls.

[Mtisic plays, and they dance.

More light, you knaves ;
and turn the tables up,

And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot.

Ah, sirrah, this unlook’d-for sport comes well. 31

Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capulet

;

For you and I are past our dancing days

:

How long is’t now since last yourself and I

Were in a mask?
Sec. Cap. By’r lady, thirty years.

_

Cap. What, man 1 ’tis not so much, tis not so

much

:

’Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio,

Come pentecost as quickly as it will,

Some five and twenty years ;
and then we mask d.

Sec. Cap. ’Tis more, ’tis more : his son is elder,

sir; 40

His son is thirty.

Cap. Will you tell me that?

His son was but a ward two years ago.
#

Rom. \To a ServingmanJ What lady is that,

which doth enrich the hand

Of yonder knight?

Serv. I know not, sir.

Rom. O, she doth teach the torches to burn

bright

!

It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night

Like a rich jewel in an Ethiope’s ear

;

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear !

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 50

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows.

The measure done, I’ll watch her place of stand.

And, touching hers, make blessed my rude hand.

Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight

!

For I ne’er saw true beauty till this night.

Tyh. This, by his voice, should be a Montague.

Fetch me my rapier, boy. What dares the slave

Come hither, cover’d with an antic face,

To fleer and scorn at our solemnity ?

Now, by the stock and honour of my km, 60

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin.

Cap. Why, how now, kinsman! wheretore

storm you so?

Tyb. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe,

A villain that is hither come in spite,

To scorn at our solemnity this night.

Cap. Young Romeo is it?
.

Tyb' ’Tis he, that villain Romeo.

Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone

;

He bears him like a portly gentleman ;

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him

To be a virtuous and well govern d youth : 7°

I would not for the wealth of all the town

Here in my house do him disparagement

:

Therefore be patient, take no note of him

:

It is my will, the which if thou respect,

Show a fair presence and put off these frowns,

An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast.

Tyb. It fits, when such a villain is a guest

:

I’ll not endure him.

Cap. He shall be endured:

What,* goodman boy ! I say, he shall
:
go to

;

Am I the master here, or you? go to. 80

You’ll not endure him! God shall mend my
soul!

.
. .

You ’ll make a mutiny among my guests

!

You will set cock-a-hoop !
you’ll be the man

.

Tyb Why, uncle, ’tis a shame.

Cap. Goto, goto;

You are a saucy boy : is’t so, indeed?

This trick may chance to scathe ',r™

what:
f

You must contrary me ! marry, ’tis t*.».>~

Well said, my hearts ! You are a princox
; ,

Be quiet, or—More light, more light ! For sh

I ’ll make you quiet. What, cheerly, my he

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful c

meeting
.

Makes my flesh tremble in their different gree

I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall

Now seeming sweet convert to bitter gall, [j

Rom. [To Juliet] If I profane with m3

worthiest hand
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this

:

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand

To smooth that rough touch with a tender

Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your har

much,
.

•

Which mannerly devotion shows in this;

For saints have hands that pilgrims hanc

touch, •

And palm to palm is holy palmers kiss.

Rom. Have not saints lips, and holy palmer:

Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must t

prayer.

Rom. O, then, dear saint, let lips do what]

do

;

They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to de

Jul. Saints do not move, though gran

prayers’ sake.
,

Rom. Then move not, while my prayers

I take. . .

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is pup

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that the}

took.

Rom. Sin from my lips? O trespass sv

urged

!

Give me my sin again.

jul. You kiss by the bo<

Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a

with you.

Rom. What is her mother?

Nurse. Marry, bache

Her mother is the lady of the house, :

And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous:

I nursed her daughter, that you talk d with'

I tell you, he that can lay hold of her

Shall have the chinks.

Rom. Is she a Capulet?

0 dear account! my life is my foe’s debt.

Ben. Away, be gone ;
the sport is at the

Rom. Ay, so I fear ;
the more is my un

Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be

We have a trifling foolish banquet towards.

Is it e’en so? why, then, I thank you all;

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ;
good mgni

More torches here ! Come on then, let s t

Ah, sirrah, by my fay, it waxes late

.

I 11 to my x

Êxgunt all hut Juliet and l

Jul. Come hither, nurse. What is yon

tleman?
. _ , ,

.

Nurse. The son and heir of old Tibeno

Jul. What’s he that now is going out ol

Nurse. Marry, that, I think, be young Fe

Jul. What’s he that follows there, that

not dance ?

Nurse. I know not.
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Go, ask his name : if he be married,
ve is like to be my wedding bed.
e. His name is Romeo, and a Montague

;

y son of your great enemy.
My only love sprung from my only hate

!

ly seen unknown, and known too late ! 141
dus birth of love it is to me,
must love a loathed enemy.
?. What’s this? what’s this?

A. rhyme I learn’d even now
danced withal. [One calls within ‘Juliet.’

?. - Anon, anon

!

et’s away; the strangers all are gone.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

PROLOGUE.
Enter Chorus.

Mow old desire doth in his death-bed lie,

oung affedlion gapes to be his heir ;

r for which love groan’d for and would

:ender Juliet match’d, is now not fair,

meo is beloved and loves again,
bewitched by the charm of looks,
is foe supposed he must complain,
he steal love’s sweet bait from fearful
ks:
Id a foe, he may not have access
athe such vows as lovers use to swear

;

as much in love, her means much less 11
et her new-beloved any where

:

ion lends them power, time means, to

ig extremitieswith extreme sweet. [Exit.

And the demesnes that there adjacent lie, 20
That in thy likeness thou appear to us !

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.
Mer. This cannot anger him : ’twould anger

him
To raise a spirit in his mistress’ circle
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand
Till she had laid it and conjured it down;
That were some spite : my invocation
Is fair and honest, and in his mistress’ name
I conjure only but to raise up him.
Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among these

trees, go
To be consorted with the humorous night

;

Blind is his love and best befits the dark.
Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the

mark.
Now will he sit under a medlar tree.
And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit
As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone.
O, Romeo, that she were, O, that she were
An open et caetera, thou a poperin pear

!

Romeo, good night: I’ll to my truckle-bed;
This field-bed is. too cold for me to sleep :

’

40
Come, shall we go?
Ben. Go, then ; for ’tis in vain

To seek him here that means not to be found.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. Capulefs orchard.

E7iter Romeo.
Rom. He jests at scars that never felt a

wound.
[Juliet appears above at a window.

But, soft ! what light through yonder window
breaks ?

: I. A lane by the wall of Capulefs
orchard.

Enter Romeo.
Can I go forward when my heart is

k, dull earth, and find thy centre out.
tbs the wall

, and leaps down within it.

nter Benvolio and Mercutio.
Romeo ! my cousin Romeo !

He is wise

;

ny life, hath stol’n him home to bed.
le ran this way," and leap’d this orchard

1 Mercutio.

Nay, I’ll conjure too.
lumours ! madman

!
passion ! lover

!

lou in the likeness of a sigh :

:

{

°ne rhyme, and I am satisfied

;

‘Ay me!’ pronounce but ‘love’ and
e •

,
10

ny gossip Venus one fair word,
name for her purblind son and heir,
'am Cupid, he that shot so trim,
ig Cophetua loved the beggar-maid !

h not, he stirreth not, he moveth not ;
? dead, and I must conjure him.
thee by Rosaline’s bright eyes,
»“ forehead and her scarlet lip,
e foot, straight leg and quivering thigh

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun.
Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon,
Who is already sick and pale with grief,
That thou her maid art far more fair than she

;

Be not her maid, since she is envious

;

Her vestal livery is but sick and green
And none but fools do wear it; cast it off.
It is my lady, O, it is my love ! IO
O, that she knew she were !

She speaks, yet she says nothing: what of that?
Her eye discourses

; I will answer it.

I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks

:

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven,
Having some business, do entreat her eyes
To twinkle in their spheres till they return.
What if her eyes were there, they in her head?
The brightness of her cheek would shame those

stars,

As daylight doth a lamp ; her eyes in heaven 20
Would through the airy region stream so bright
That birds would sing and think it were not night.
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand

!

O, that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek !

Jut. Ay me

!

Rout. She speaks *

O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head,
As is a winged messenger of heaven
Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes
Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him 30When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds



And sails upon the bosom of the air.

jul. O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou

Romeo ?

Denv thy father and refuse thy name ;

Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,

And I’ll no longer be a Capulet.
T

Rom. [Aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I

speak at this?

jul. ’Tis but thy name that is my enemy

;

Thou art thyself, though not a Montague.

What’s Montague? it is nor hand, nor toot, 40

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part

Belonging to a man. O, be some other name .

What’s in a name? that which we call a rose

By any other name would smell as sweet

;

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call d,

Retain that dear perfection which he owes

Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name,

And for that name which is no part ot tiiee

Take all myself.

Rom. I take thee at thy word .

Call me but love, and I ’ll be new baptized ; 5°

Henceforth I never will be Romeo.

Jul. What man art thou that thus bescreen d

In night

So stumblest on my counsel ?

Rom. „ t
By a name

I know not how to tell thee who I am

.

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself.

Because it is an enemy to thee ;

Had I it written, I would tear the word.

Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred

Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know the sound

:

Art thou not Romeo and a Montague? to

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.

Jul. How earnest thou hither, tell me, and

wherefore? ...
The orchard walls are high and hard to climb.

And the place death, considering who thou art,

If any of my kinsmen find thee here.
?

Rom. With love’s light wings did I o er-perch

these walls

;

For stony limits cannot hold love out,

And what love can do that dares love attempt

,

Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me.

jul. If they do see thee, they will murder

thee 7°

Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye

Than twenty of their swords : look thou but sweet,

And I am proof against their enmity.

Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee

Rom. I have night’s cloak to hide me from

their sight
; „ . ,

And but thou love me, let them find me here

.

My life were better ended by their hate,

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.

Jul. By whose direction found st thou out

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to

inquire ;
'

.

He lent me counsel and I lent him eyes.

I am no pilot
;
yet, wert thou as far

As that vast shore wash’d with the farthest sea,

I would adventure for such merchandise
.

Jul. Thou know’ st the mask of night is on

my face,
, .

• , ,

Else would a maiden blush bepamt my cheek

For that which thou hastheard me speak to-

Fain wpuld I dwell on form, fain, fain deny

What I have spoke : but farewell complimt

Dost thou love me ? I know thou wilt say

And I will take thy word: yet, if thou swe

Thou mayst prove false ;
at lovers perjurie

They say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo,

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithmlly

:

Or if thou think’ st I am too quickly won,

I’ll frown and be perverse and say thee na

So thou wilt woo ;
but else, not for the woi

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond,.

And therefore thou mayst think my haviour

But trust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more tr

Than those that have more cunning to be st

I should have been more strange, I must o

But that thou overheard’ st, ere I was ware

My true love’s passion : therefore pardon ‘

And not impute this yielding to light love

Which the dark night hath so discovered.

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree top

Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the

stant moon, .111
That monthly changes m her circled .orfi.

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.

Rom. What shall I swear by ?

jul Do not swear

Or, if’thou wilt, swear by thy gracious seL

Which is the god of my idolatry,

And I’ll believe thee. r

Rom

.

If my heart s dear lo’

Jul.
’ Well, do not swear : although I

thee,

I have no joy of this contract to-night: (

It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden;

Too like the lightning, which doth cease 1

Ere one can say ‘ It lightens.’ Sweet, gooc

This bud of love, by summer’s ripening bre:

May prove a beauteous flower when n

meet.
Good night, goodnight! as sweet repose

Come to thy heart as that within my brea

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsati:

Jul. What satisfaction canst thou t

Rom.

^

The exchange of thy love’s faith

for mine.
, . , ,

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou 0

quest it
: . .

And yet I would it were to give again.

Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it?

purpose, love?
# . ,

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee

And yet I wish but for the thing I have

:

My bounty is as boundless as the sea.

My love as deep ;
the more I give to tbet

The more I have, for both are infinite.

[Nurse calls

I hear some noise within ;
dear love, adie

Anon, good nur - l Sweet Montague. W

Stay but a little, I will come again, [Ext

Rom. O blessed, blessed night ! I am

Being in night, all this is but a dream,

Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

Re-enter Juliet, above.

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo,

night indeed.
'
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it thy bent of love be honourable,
purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow,
le that I ’ll procure to come to thee,
e and what time thou wilt perform the
rite

;

all my fortunes at thy foot I ’ll lay
bllow thee my lord throughout the world.
rse. [ Within] Madam!

I come, anon.—But if thou mean’st not
well, 15o
jeseech thee

—

rse. [ Within] Madam !

fi #
By and by, I come

ase thy suit, and leave me to my grief:
Drrow will I send.
[ft. So thrive my soul—

•

A thousand times good night

!

{Exit, above.
n. A thousand times the worse, to want
:hy light.

goes toward love, as schoolboys from their
)ooks,

>ve from love, toward school with heavy
ooks. [Aetiring.

Re-enter Juliet, above.

\
Hist ! Romeo, hist ! O, for a falconer’s

oice,

e this tassel-gentle back again ! 160
ge is hoarse, and may not speak aloud;
ould I tear the cave where Echo lies,

ake her airy tongue more hoarse than mine,
epetition of my Romeo’s name.

If*
It is my soul that calls upon my name

:

ilver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by night,
>ftest music to attending ears

!

Romeo

!

Scene III. Friar Latirenee's cell.

Enter Friar Laurence, with a basket.

Fri. L. The grey-eyed morn snjiles on the
frowning night,

Chequering the eastern clouds with streaks of
light,

And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels
From forth day’s path and Titan’s fiery wheels:
Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye,
The day to cheer and night’s dank dew to dry,
I must up-fill this osier cage of ours
With baleful weeds and precious-juiced flowers.
The earth that’s nature’s mother is her tomb;
What is her burying grave that is her womb, 10
And from her womb children of divers kind
We sucking on her natural bosom find.
Many for many virtues excellent,
None but for some and yet all different.
O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities

:

For nought so vile that on the earth doth live
But to the earth some special good doth give,
Nor aught so good but strain’d from that fair use
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse : 20
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied

;

And yice sometimes by adlion dignified.
Within the infant rind of this small flower
Poison hath residence and medicine power

:

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each
|

part

;

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.
I wo such opposed kings encamp them still

In man as well as herbs, grace and rude will;
And where the worser is predominant,
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 30

: * My dear?
At what o’clock to-morrow

send to thee ?

*
e

At the hour of nine. 169
I will not fail : ’tis twenty years till then.

j

forgot why I did call thee back.
• Let me stand here till thou remember it.

; I shall forget, to have thee still stand
ere,

ibering how I love thy company.
. And I ’ll still stay, to have thee still forget,
ing any other home but thi£
’Tis almost morning ; I would have thee

>ne:

t no further than a wanton’s bird;
ts it hop a little from her hand,
poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 180
th a silk thread plucks it back again,
lg-jealous of his liberty.

I would I were thy bird.

.
Sweet, so would I

:

lould kill thee with much cherishing.
Jght, good night! parting is such sweet
rrow,

Jiall say good night till it be morrow.
{Exit above.

oleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in
/ breast

!

3e
J’
e s^eeP and peace, so sweet to rest

!

vill I to my ghostly father’s cell, 189
P t0 c-ave, and my dear hap to tell. {Exit.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Good morrow, father.
A. Benedicite !

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me?
Young son, it argues a distemper’d head
So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed

:

Care keeps his watch in every old man’s eye,
And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ;

But where unbruised youth with unstuff’d brain
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth

reign

:

Therefore thy earliness doth me assure
Thou art up-roused by some distemperature

; 40
Or if not so, then here I hit it right,
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.
Rom. That last is true; the sweeter rest was

mine.
Fri. L. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosa-

line?

t Fom ' With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no;
I have forgot that name, and that name’s woe.
Fn.L. That’s my good son: but where hast

thou been, then?
Rom. I’ll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again.

I have been feasting with mine enemy,
Where on a sudden one hath wounded me, 50
Ibat s by me wounded : both our remedies
Within thy help and holy physic lies :

I bear no hatred, blessed man, for, lo,My intercession likewise steads my foe.
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Fri. L. Be plain, good son, and homely in

thy drift

;

Riddling confession finds hut riddling shrift.

Rom. Then plainly know my heart’s dear love

is set*

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet

:

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 59

And all combined, save what thou must combine

By holy marriage : when and where and how

We met, we woo’d and made exchange of vow,

I ’ll tell thee as we pass ;
but this I pray,

That thou consent to marry us to-day.

Fri. L. Holy Saint Francis, what a change is

Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear.

So soon forsaken ? young men’s love then lies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.

Jesu Maria, what a deal of brine

Hath wash’d thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline . 70

How much salt water thrown away in waste,

To season love, that of it doth not taste !

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears,

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears

;

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit

Of an old tear that is not wash’d off yet

:

If e’er thou wast thyself and these woes thine,

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline

:

And art thou changed ? pronounce this sentence

then, , .
79

Women may fall, when there’s no strengthm men.

Rom. Thou chid’st me oft for loving Rosaline.

Fri. L. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.

Rom. And bad’st me bury love.

Fri l. Not m a grave,

To lay one in, another out to have.

Rom. I pray thee, chide not: she whom I love

Doth grace for grace and love for love allow

;

The other did not so.

Fri L. O, she knew well.

Thy love did read by rote and could not spell.

But come, young waverer, come, go with me,

In one respetf: I ’ll thy assistant be ; 9°

For this alliance may so happy prove,

To turn your households’ rancour to pure love.

Rom. O, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste.

Fri. L. Wisely and slow ;
they stumble that

run fast.
{.Exeunt.

of his heart cleft with the blind bow-boy’s It-
’ - ’ * 1

Oi nis ncai t ucu wim mv- -—„ / ,

'

shaft: and is he a man to encounter Tybalt; 1

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt?

Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell it.

O, he is the courageous captain of complem<s»

He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps t£

distance, and proportion: rests me his mu
rest, one, two, and the third in your bosom

:|

very butcher of a silk button, a duellist, ? <
f . *.1 irorv Virtue**

UULUIICI Ul A surw uuuun, u ~

a gentleman of the very Frst house, oillist; a genucuiiui ui

first and second cause : ah, the immortal pass

the punto reverso ! the hai

!

Ben. The what ?

Mer. The pox of such antic, lisping, affe

fantasticoes ;
these new tuners of accents !

Jesu, a very good blade ! a very tall ma
very good whore 1

’ Why, is not this a lar.

able thing, grandsire, that we should be

afflicted with these strange flies, these fas

mongers, these perdona-mi’s, who stand so 1

on the new form, that they cannot sit at eas

the old bench? O, their bones, their bones

Scene IV. A street.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be?

Came he not home to-night?

Ben. Not to his father’s ; I spoke with his man.

Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench,

that Rosaline,

Torments him so, that he will sure run mad.

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet,

Hath sent a letter to his father’s house.

Mer. A challenge, on my life.

Ben. Romeo will answer it.

Mer. Any man that can write may answer a

letter.
10

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter s master,

how he dares, being dared.
, ,

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo ! he is already dead ;

stabbed with a white wench’s black eye; shot

thorough the ear with a love-song ; the very pm

Enter Romeo.

Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Rc

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried her

O flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified ! Now

for the numbers that Petrarch flowed in : Lai

his lady was but a kitchen-wench ;
marry

had abetter love to be-rhyme her ; Dido a do

Cleopatra a gipsy; Helen and Hero hilding

harlots; Thisbe a grey eye or so
;
but not I

purpose. Signior Romeo, bon jour . thei

French salutation to your French slop. You

us the counterfeit fairly last night.

Rom. Good morrow to you both. What

terfeit did I.give you? I

Mer. The slip, sir, the slip ;
can you no

ceive? „ .

Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my busme

great ;
and in such a case as mine a mar

strain courtesy.

Mer. That’s as much as to say, such a c

yours constrains a man to bow in the hams.

Rom. Meaning, to court’sy.

Mer. Thou hast most kindly hit it.

Rom. A most courteous exposition.

Mer. Nay, I am the very pink of courtC!

Rom. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.

Rom. Why, then is my pump well flowe

Mer. Well said: follow me this jest n<

thou hast worn out thy pump, that when the

sole of it is worn, the jest may remain alt

wearing sole singular.
.

Rom. O single-soled jest, solely smgu

the singleness
! , _ «

Mer. Come between us, good Benvoli

wits faint. . ,

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spi

I ’ll cry a match.
Mer. Nay, ifthy wits run the wild-goose

I have done, for thou hast more of the wile

in one of thy wits than, I am sure, I have

whole five : was I with you there for the g

Rom. Thou wast never with me lor an

when thou was not there for the g°ose *

Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for tna

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not.
j
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rr. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting ; it is

st sharp sauce.

'm. And is it hot well served in to a sweet

723

rr. 0, here’s a wit of cheveril, that stretches
an inch narrow to an ell broad !

m. I stretch it out for that word ‘broad;’
1 added to the goose, proves thee far and
a broad goose. gT

•r. Why, is not this better now than groan-
>r love? now art thou sociable, now art thou
;o; now art thou what thou art, by art as
is by nature : for this drivelling love is like
at natural, that runs lolling up and down to
lis bauble in a hole.

'i. Stop there, stop there.
r. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale
st the hair. IOo
1. Thou wouldst else have made thy tale

r. O, thou art deceived
; I would have made

rt : for I was come to the whole depth of my
and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument
iger.

n. Here’s goodly gear

!

Enter Nurse and Peter.
.**. A sail, a sail!

. Two, two ; a shirt and a smock.
*se. Peter! no
<?r. Anon

!

rse. My fan, Peter.
'. Good Peter, to hide her face ; for her fan ’s
rer face.

'se. God ye good morrow, gentlemen.
*. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman.
'se. Is it good den?
'• *Tis no less, I tell you, for the bawdy
f the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 119
se. Out upon you ! what a man are you !

1. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made
iiself to mar.

By my troth, it is well said; ‘for him-
mar, quotha’? Gentlemen, can any of you
: where I may find the young Romeo ?

t. I can tell you ; but young Romeo will
-r when you have found him than he was
fou sought him : I am the youngest of that
for fault of a worse.
se. You say well. 230
I* Yea, is the worst well? very well took,

; wisely, wisely.
se. If you be he, sir, I desire some confid-
lth you.
She will indite him to some supper.
A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho !

What hast thou found?
No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a

pie, that is something stale and hoar ere it

. ... ,
[Sings. 140

An old hare hoar,
And an old hare hoar,

Is very good meat in lent

:

But a hare that is hoar
Is too much for a score,

When it hoars ere it be spent.
,
will you come to your father’s? we’ll to
thither.

I will follow you.

.
Mer. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, [sing-

ing] ‘lady, lady, lady.’ I5I
[Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio.

Nurse. Marry, farewell! I pray you, sir,
what saucy merchant was this, that was so full
of his ropery ?

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear
himself talk, and will speak more in a minute
than he will stand to in a month.
Nurse. An a’ speak any thing against me,

1 11 take him down, an a’ were lustier than he
is, and twenty such Jacks; and if I cannot, I’ll
find those that shall. Scurvy knave ! I am none

.
flirt^ills ’ ^ am none of his skains-mates.

And thou must stand by too, and suffer every
knave to use me at his pleasure?

J saw no man use you at his pleasure ;

if I had, my weapon should quickly have been
out, I warrant you : I dare draw as soon as an-
other man, if I see occasion in a good quarrel
and the law on my side. x^g
Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that

every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave !

Pray you, sir, a word : and as I told you, my
young lady bade me inquire you out ; what she
bade me say, I will keep to myself: but first'let
me tell ye, if ye should lead her into a fool’s
paradise, as they say, it were a very gross kind
of behaviour, as they say : for the gentlewoman
ls young ; and, therefore, if you should deal
double with her, truly it were an ill thing to
be offered to any gentlewoman, and very weak
dealing. l8l
Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and

mistress. I protest unto thee—
Ntirse. Good heart, and, i’ faith, I will tell

her as much ; Lord, Lord, she will be a joyful
woman.
Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou

dost not mark me.
Nurse. I will tell her, sir, that you do pro-

test ; which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer.
Rom. Bid her devise jgj

Some means to come to shrift this afternoon

;

And there she shall at Friar Laurence’ cell
Be shrived and married. Here is for thy pains.Nurse. No, truly, sir; not a penny.
Rom. Go to

; I say you shall.

Nurse. This afternoon, sir? well, she shall
be there.

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey
wall:

Within this hour my man shall be with thee, 200
And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair;
Which to the high top-gallant ofmy joy
Must be my convoy in the secret night.
Farewell; be trusty, and I’ll quit thy pains:
Farewell; commend me to thy mistress.
Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee ! Hark

you, sir.

Rom. What say’st thou, my dear nurse?
Nurse. Is your man secret? Did you ne’er

hear say,
Two may keep counsel, putting one away?
Rom. I warrant thee, my man’s as true

as steel 2IO
Nurse. Well, sir; my mistress is the sweetest

u-
Lord, Lord! when ’twas a little prating

thing;—O, there is a nobleman in town, one

46-—

2



Paris, that would fain lay knife aboard ;
but she,

good soul, had as lief see a toad, a very toad,

as see him. I anger her sometimes and tell her

that Paris is the properer man ;
but, I 11 warrant

vou, when I say so, she looks as pale as any clout

in the versal world. Doth not rosemary and

Romeo begin both with a letter? 220

Rom. Ay, nurse; what of that? both with

2X1

Nurse. Ah, mocker! that’s the dog’s name : R
is for the— No ; I know it begins with some other

letter and she hath the prettiest sententious of

it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you

good to hear it.

Rom. Commend me to thy lady.

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. [Exit Romeo. J

Peter! 23°

Pet. Anon!
, , _ ,

Nurse. Peter, take my fan, and go before, an

d

apace. [Exeunt.

Scene V. Capulefs orchard.

Enter Juliet.

Jul, The clock struck nine when I did send

the nurse

;

In half an hour she promised to return.

Perchance she cannot meet him : that s not so.

O, she is lame ! love’s heralds should be thoughts,

Which ten times faster glide than the sun’s beams,

Driving back shadows over louring hills

:

Therefore do nimble-pinion’d doves draw love,

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings.

Now is the sun upon the highmost hill

Of this day’s journey, and from nine till twelve 10

Is three long hours, yet she is not come

Had she affections and warm youthful blood.

She would be as swift in motion as a ball

;

My words would bandy her to my sweet love,

And his to me

;

t But old folks, many feign as they were dead

;

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.

O God, she comes !

Enter Nurse and Peter.

O honey nurse, what news?

Hast thou met with him? Send thy man away.

Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit Peter.

Ju l. Now, good sweet nurse,—O Lord, why
look’ st thou sad? 21

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily

;

If good, thou shamest the music of sweet news

By playing it to me with so sour a face.

Nurse. I am a-weary, give me leave awhile

:

Fie, how my bones ache ! what a jaunt have

I had ! , r
Jul. I would thou hadst my bones, and 1

thy news.
Nay, come, I pray thee, speak; good, good

nurse, speak.

Nurse. Jesu, what haste? can you not stay

awhile?
Do you not see that I am out of breath? 3°

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou

hast breath
To say to me that thou art out of breath?

The excuse that thou dost make in this delay

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.

Is thy news good, or bad? answer to that;

Say either, and I’ll stay the circumstance;

Let me be satisfied, is’t good or bad?

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple ch

you know not how to choose a man : Romeo
not he ;

though his face be better than any ir

yet his leg excels all men’s; and for a hand

a foot, and a body, though they be not

talked on, yet they are past compare : he 1

the flower of courtesy, but, I’ll warrant hn

gentle as a lamb. Go thy ways, wench;

God. What, have you dined at home?

Jul. No, no : but all this did I know bel

What says he of our marriage? what of that

Nurse. Lord, how my head aches! w.

head have I ! •
. ]

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.

My back o’ t’ other side,—O, my back

ba.clc !

Beshrew your heart for sending me about,

To catch my death with jaunting up and dc

Jul. V faith, I am sorry that thou art not

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what

my love ?

Nurse. Your love says, like an honest g

man, and a courteous, and a kind, and a

some, and, I warrant, a virtuous,—Where 1

another?

Jul. Where is my mother! why, :

within ;

Where should she be? How oddly thou rq

‘ Your love says, like an honest gentleman,

Where is your mother?’

Nurse. O God’s lady dear

!

Are you so hot? marry, come up, I trow;

Is this the poultice for my aching bones?

Henceforward do your messages yourself.

Jul. Here’s such a coil! come, what

Romeo?
Nurse. Have you got leave to go to

to-day?

Jul. I have.
.

Nurse. Then hie you hence to Friar

rence’ cell;

There stays a husband to make you a wife

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cl

They’ll be in scarlet straight at any news.

Hie you to church ; I must another way,

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love

Must climb a bird’s nest soon when it is da:

I am the drudge and toil in your delight,

But you shall bear the burden soon at nigh

Go ; I ’ll to dinner ;
hie you to the cell.

Jul, Hie to high fortune! Honest

farewell. [Exeun

Scene VI. Friar Laurencds cell.

Enter Friar Laurence and Rcmec

Fri. L. So smile the heavens upo

holy a6t, .

That after hours with sorrow chide us not

Rom. Amen, amen ! but come what son

0

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy

That one short minute gives me in her sigi

Do thou but close our hands with holy wor

Then love-devouring death do what he aa

It is enough I may but call her muie -

Fri. L. These violent delights have

ends
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I in their triumph die, like fire and powder, 10

ich as they kiss consume : the sweetest honey
mthsome in his own deliciousness

in the taste confounds the appetite :

refore love moderately ; long love doth so

;

swift arrives as tardy as too slow.

Enter Juliet.

e comes the lady : O, so light a foot

ne’er wear out the everlasting flint

:

ver may bestride the gossamer
t idles in the wanton summer air,

yet not fall ; so light is vanity. 20
hL Good even to my ghostly confessor.

n. L. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter,
for us both.

ul. As much to him, else is his thanks too
much.

om. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy
leap’d like mine and that thy skill be more
>lazon it, then sweeten with thy breath
neighbour air, and let rich music’s tongue
>ld the imagined happiness that both
nve in either by this dear encounter.
tl. Conceit, more rich in matter than in
words, 30

;s of his substance, not of ornament

:

{ are but beggars that can count their worth

;

nay true love is grown to such excess
mot sum up sum of half my wealth.
7. L. Come, come with me, and we will
make short work

;

by your leaves, you shall not stay alone
toly church incorporate two in one.

[Exeunt.

ACT III.

Scene I. A public place.

\iter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, and
Servants.

'i. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let’s retire:
Jay is hot, the Capulets abroad,
if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl

;

now, these hot days, is the mad blood
stirring.

r. Thou art like one of those fellows that
he enters the confines of a tavern claps me

vord upon the table and says ‘ God send me
;ed of thee !

’ and by the operation of the
d cup draws it- on the drawer, when indeed
is no need. 10
t. Am I like such a fellow?
r. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in
aood as any in Italy, and as soon moved
moody, and as soon moody to be moved.
1. And what to?
r. Nay, an there were two such, we should
none shortly, for one would kill the other.
! why, thou wilt quarrel with a man that
a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard,
hou hast : thou wilt quarrel with a man for
ing nuts, having no other reason but be-
thou hast hazel eyes: what eye but such

re would spy out such a quarrel? Thy
is as full of quarrels as an egg is full of
and yet thy head hath been beaten as
as an egg for quarrelling : thou hast quar-

relled with a man for coughing in the street,
because he hath wakened thy dog that hath lain
asleep in the sun : didst thou not fall out with a
tailor for wearing his new doublet before Easter?
with another, for tying his new shoes with old
riband? and yet thou wilt tutor me from quar-
relling !

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art,

any man should buy the fee-simple of my life for
an hour and a quarter.
Mer. The fee-simple ! O simple !

Ben. By my head, here come the Capulets.
Mer. By my heel, I care not. 39

Enter Tybalt and others.

Tyb. Follow me close, for I will speak to them.
Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you.
Mer.. And but one word with one of us? cou-

ple it with something
; make it a word and a blow.

#
Tyb. You shall find me apt enough to that,

sir, an you will give me occasion.
Mer. Could you not take some occasion with-

out giving?
Tyb. Mercutio, thou consort’st with Romeo,

—

Mer. Consort ! what, dost thou make us min-
strels? an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear
nothing but discords: here’s my fiddlestick; here’s
that shall make you dance. ’Zounds, consort

!

Ben. We talk here in the public haunt of men :

Either withdraw unto some private place,
And reason coldly of your grievances.
Or else depart

; here all eyes gaze on us.
Mer. Men’s eyes were made to look, and let

them gaze

;

I will not budge for no man’s pleasure, I.

Enter Romeo.
Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir: here comes
my man.

Mer. But I ’ll be hang’d, sir, if he wear your
livery

: 60
Marry, go before to field, he’ll be your follower;
Your worship in that sense may call him ‘man.’

Tyb. Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford
No better term than this,—thou art a villain.
Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love

thee
Doth much excuse the appertaining rage
To such a greeting : villain am I none

;

Therefore farewell
; I see thou know’st me not.

Tyb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries
That thou hast done me ; therefore turn and draw.
Rom. I do protest, I never injured thee, 71

But love thee better than thou canst devise,
Till thou shalt know the reason of my love :

And so, good Capulet,—which name I tender
As dearly as my own,—be satisfied.

Mer. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission

!

Alla stoccata carries it away. [Draws.
Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk?

Tyb. What wouldst thou have with me ? 79Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of
your nine lives ; that I mean to make bold withal,
and, as you shall use me hereafter, dry-beat the
rest of the eight. Will you pluck your sword out
of his pilcher by the ears ? make haste, leSt mine
be about your ears ere it be out.

Tyb. I am for you.
_

[Drawing.
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up.
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I Mer. Come, sir, your passado. {Theyfight.
\ Rom. Draw, Benvolio ;

beat down their wea-

pons.
. ,

I
Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage ! 90

1 Tybalt, Mercutio, the prince expressly hath

|

Forbidden bandying in Verona streets:

. Hold, Tybalt
!
good Mercutio

!

{Tybalt under Romeo's arm stabs Mercutio,

• andflies with hisfollowers.

Mer. I am hurt.

I

A plague o’ both your houses ! I am sped.

|
Is he gone, and hath nothing?

Ben. What, art thou hurt?

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry,

’tis enough.
!
Where is rny page? Go, villain, fetch a surgeon.

{Exit Page.

Rom. Courage, man ;
the hurt cannot be much.

! Mer. No, ’tis not so deep as a well, nor so

! wide as a church-door ;
but ’tis enough, ’twill

i serve : ask for me to-morrow, and you shall find

I me a grave man. I am peppered, I warrant, for

j

this world. A plague o’ both your houses

!

|
’Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch

|

a man to death! a braggart, a rogue, a villain,

I that fights by the book of arithmetic ! Why the

I devil came you between us? I was hurt under

i your arm.
I Rom. I thought all for the best.

#
109

|

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio,

1 Or I shall faint. A plague o’ both your houses !

! They have made worms’ meat of me : I have it,

1 And soundly too : your houses !

{Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio.

Rom. This gentleman, the prince’s near ally,

|
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt

i In my behalf ; my reputation stain’d

i With Tybalt’s slander,—Tybalt, that an hour

I Hath been my kinsman! O sweet Juliet,

!

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate

{

And in my temper soften’d valour’s steel ! 120

Re-enter Benvolio.

Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio’sdead !

! That gallant spirit hath aspired the clouds,

i Which too untimely here did scorn the earth,

j

' Rom. This day’s black fate on more days doth

depend

;

: This but begins the woe others must end.

,

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back

again.

|

Rom. Alive, in triumph ! and Mercutio slam !

1 Away to heaven, respedtive lenity,

|

And fire-eyed fury be my condudt now

!

Re-enter Tybalt.

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again, 130

That late thou gavest me ; for Mercutio’s soul

Is but a little way above our heads,

Staying for thine to keep him company

:

Either thcv.. or I, or both, must go with him.

|

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort

him here,
i Shalt with him hence.

j
Bom This shall determine that.

{Theyfight; Tybaltfalls.

j

Ben. Romeo away, be gone
! _

The citizens aie up, and 'lybalt slain.

Stand not amazed: the prince will doom tl

death,

If thou art taken: hence, be gone, away!
tj

Rom. O, I am fortune’s fool

!

Ben. Why dost thou si fi

{Exit Rot.
jj

Enter Citizens, &c.

First Cit. Which way ran he that kill’d ft

cutio?

Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he?
4

Ben. There lies that Tybalt.

First at. Up, sir, go with :

I charge thee in the prince’s name, obey.

Enter Prince, attended

;

Montague, CapuiJ
their Wives, and others.

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of
^

fray ?
j

Ben. O noble prince, I can discover all

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl :

'

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,

That slew thy kinsman, brave ftlercutio.

La. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin! O my brotl

child

!

O prince ! O cousin ! husband ! O, the b;

is spilt

Of my dear kinsman ! Prince, as thou art tr;

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague.

O cousin, cousin
! j|

Prin . Benvolio, who began this bloody fi

Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo’s h

did slay;
#

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethinl 1

How nice the quarrel was, and urged withal

Your high displeasure : all this uttered

With gentle breath, calm look, knees hun

bow’d,
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen

Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio’s breast,

Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point,

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand bea

Cold death aside, and with the other sends

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity

Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud,

‘Hold, friends! friends, part!’ and, swifter 1

his tongue, ....
His agile arm beats down their fatal points,

And ’twixt them rushes ;
underneath whose :

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled

;

But by and by comes back to Romeo,

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge,

And to’t they,go like lightning, for, ere I

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt &

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly.

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.

La. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montag

Affe&ion makes him false ;
he speaks not tru

Some twenty of them fought in this black str

And all those twenty could but kill one life.

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, mustgi

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live.
_

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew ftlercutic

Who now the price of his dear blood doth ow

Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercu

friend;

His fault concludes but what the law should
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life of Tybalt.

rin. And for that offence

lediately we do exile him hence

:

ve an interest in your hate’s proceeding,
blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleed-
ing;

I ’ll amerce you with so strong a fine

t you shall all repent the loss of mine

:

II be deaf to pleading and excuses;
tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses

:

refore use none : let Romeo hence in haste,

,
when he ’s found, that hour is his last. 200

- hence this body and attend our will

:

cy but murders, pardoning those that kill.

\Exeunt.

Scene II. Capulet's orchard.

Enter Juliet.

d. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds,
ards Phoebus’ lodging : such a waggoner
’haethon would whip you to the west,
bring in cloudy night immediately,
ad thy close curtain, love-performing night,
it runaway’s eyes may wink, and Romeo
) to these arms, untalk’d of and unseen.
;rs can see to do their amorous rites

leir own beauties ; or, if love be blind,

st agrees with night. Come, civil night, 10
1 sober-suited matron, all in black,
learn me how to lose a winning match,
d for a pair of stainless maidenhoods

:

i my unmann’d blood, bating in my cheeks,
thy black mantle

;
till strange love, grown

bold,

k true love adled simple modesty.
2, night ; come, Romeo ; come; thou day in
night ;

hou wilt lie upon the wings of night
er than new snow on a raven’s back.

2, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow’d
night, 20
me my Romeo ; and, when he shall die,
him and cut him out in little stars,

he will make the face of heaven so fine

:
all the world will be in love with night
pay no worship to the garish sun.
have bought the mansion of a love,
tot possess’d it, and, though I am sold,
et enjoy’d : so tedious is this day
the night before some festival

1 impatient child that hath new robes 30
may not wear them. O, here comes my
nurse,

she brings news; and every tongue that
speaks

lomeo’s name speaks heavenly eloquence.

Enter Nurse, with cords.

nurse, what news ? What hast thou there ?

the cords
Romeo bid thee fetch ?

r̂ e. Ay, ay, the cords.

[ Throws them down.
'

*

Ay me ! what news ? why dost thou
.vring thy hands?
rse. Ah, well-a-day ! he ’s dead, he ’s dead,
ie’s dead

!

We are undone, lady, we are undone !

Alack the day ! he ’s gone, he ’s kill’d, he ’s dead

!

Jul. Can heaven be so envious ?

Nurse. Romeo can, 40
Though heaven cannot : O Romeo, Romeo !

Who ever would have thought it? Romeo

!

Jul. What devil art thou, that dost torment
me thus?

This torture should be roar’d in dismal hell.
Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but ‘ I,*

And that bare vowel ‘ I ’ shall poison more
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice

:

I am not I, if there be such an I

;

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer *
1.*

If he be slain, say ‘ I ’
; or if not, no

: 50
Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe.
Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine

eyes,—
God save the mark !—here on his manly breast

:

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse

;

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub’d in blood,
All in gore-blood ; I swounded at the sight.

Jul. O, break, my heart! poor bankrupt,
break at once

!

To prison, eyes, ne’er look on liberty

!

Vile earth, to earth resign
; end motion here

;

And thou and Romeo press one heavy bier ! 60
Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I

had

!

O courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman !

That ever I should live to see thee dead

!

Jul. What storm is this that blows so con-
trary?

Is Romeo slaughter’d, and is Tybalt dead ?

My dear-loved cousin, and my dearer lord?
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom

!

For who is living, if those two are gone?
Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished

;

Romeo that kill’d him, he is banished. 70
Jul. O God ! did Romeo’s hand shed Tybalt’s

blood?
Nurse. It did, it did; alas the day, it did !

- Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flowering
face !

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave?
Beautiful tyrant ! fiend angelical

!

Dove-feather’d raven ! wolvish-ravening lamb

!

Despised substance of divinest show !

Just opposite to what thou justly seem’st,
A damned saint, an honourable villain !

O nature, what hadst thou to do in hell, 80
When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh?
Was ever book containing such vile matter
So fairly bound ? O, that deceit should dwell
In such a gorgeous palace

!

Nurse. There ’s no trust.
No faith, no honesty in men

; all perjured.
All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.
Ah, where ’s my man ? give me some aqua vitse :

These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me
old.

Shame come to Romeo !

Jul. Blister’d be thy tongue 90
For such a wish ! he was not born to shame

:

Upon his brow shame* is ashamed to sit;
For ’tis a throne where honour may be crown’d
Sole monarch of the universal earth.
O, what a beast was I to chide at him

!



Nurse. Will you speak well of him that kill’d

your cousin?

Jul. Shall I speak ill of him that is my hus-

band?
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy

name,
When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it?

But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cou-

sin ? #

ioo

That villain cousin would have kill’dmy husband

:

Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring

;

Your tributary drops belong to woe.

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy.

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain ;

And Tybalt ’s dead, that would have slain my
husband

:

All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then?

Some word there was, worser than Tybalt’s death,

That murder’d me : I would forget it fain

;

But, O, it presses to my memory, no
Like damned guilty deeds to sinners’ minds

:

‘Tybalt is dead, and Romeo—banished;’

That ‘banished/ that one word ‘banished/

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt’s death

Was woe enough, if it had ended there

:

Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship

And needly will be rank’d with other griefs,

Why follow’d not, when she said ‘Tybalt’s dead,’

Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 119

Which modern lamentation might have moved ?

But with a rear-ward following Tybalt’s death,

Romeo is banished/ to speak that word,

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet,

11 cl ci in oil rlporl ‘Rnmpn banished!All slain, all dead. ‘Romeo is banished !

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound,
In that word’s death; no words can that woe

sound.
Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ?

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt’s

corse

:

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither.

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears: mine
shall be spent,

#
13°

When theirs are dry, for Romeo’s banishment.

Take up those cords: poor ropes, you are be-

guiled,

Both you and I ; for Romeo is exiled

:

He made you for a highway to my bed

;

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed.
Come, cords, come, nurse ; I ’ll to my wedding-

bed;
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead

!

Nurse. Hie to your chamber : I ’ll find Romeo
To comfort you : I wot well where he is.

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night : 140

I’ll to him; he is hid at Laurence’ cell.

Jtil. O, find him !
give this ring to my true

knight.

And bid him come to take his last farewell.

{Exeunt.

Scene III. Friar Laurence s cell.

Enter Friar Laurence.

Fri. L. Romeo, come forth; come forth, thou

fearful man

:

Affliction is enamour’d of thy parts,

And thou art wedded to calamity.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. Father, what news? what is the priik

doom ? [

What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hank
That I yet know not?

Fri. L. Too familiar

Is my dear son with such sour company:
I bring thee tidings of the prince’s doom.

Rom. What less than dooms-day is the prii

doom?
Fri. L. A gentler judgement vanish’d

his lips,

Not body’s death, but body’s banishment.

Rom. Ha, banishment ! be merciful,

‘death;’

For exile hath more terror in his look,

Much more than death ; do not say ‘banishm

Fri. L. Hence from Verona art thou banisl

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide.

Rom. There is no world withoutVerona v
But purgatory, torture, hell itself-

Hence-banished is banish’d from the world,

And world’s exile is death : then banished,

Is death mis-term’d: calling death banishme.

Thou cutt’st my head off with a golden axe,

And smilest upon the stroke that murders m<

Fri. L. O deadly sin! O rude unthanl

ness!
Thy fault ourlaw calls death ;

but the kind pri

Taking thy part, hath rush’d aside the law,

And turn’d that black word death to banishm

This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not.

Rom. ’Tis torture, and not mercy: heave

here,

Where Juliet lives ;
and every cat and dog

And little mouse, every unworthy thing,

Live here in heaven and may look on her;

But Romeo may not : more validity,
_

More honourable state, more courtship lives

In carrion-flies than Romeo : they may seize

On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand

And steal immortal blessing from her lips,

Who, even in pure and vestal modesty,

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin;

But Romeo may not ;
he is banished

:

Flies may do this, but I from this must fly:

They are free men, but I am banished.

And say’st thou yet that exile is not death?

Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-gro

knife,

No sudden mean of death, though ne’er so mi

But ‘banished’ to kill me?—‘banished’?

O friar, the damned use that word in hell

;

Howlings attend it : how hast thou the heart,

Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess’d, ,

To mangle me with that word ‘ banished’?

Fri. L . Thou fond mad man, hear me
speak a word.

Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banishm

Fri. L. I’ll give thee armour to keep off

word

;

Adversity’s sweet milk, philosophy,

To comfort thee, though thou art banished.

Rom. Yet ‘banished’? Hang up philosop

Unless philosophy can make a Juliet,

Displant a town, reverse a prince’s doom,

It helps not, it prevails not : talk no more.
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i. Li O, then I see that madmen have no ears.

m. How should they, when that wise men
have no eyes ?

i. L» Let me dispute with thee of thy estate.
m. Thou canst not speak of that thou dost
not feel

:

thou as young as I, Juliet thy love,
)ur but married, Tybalt murdered,
g like me and like me banished,
mightst thou speak, then mightst thou

tear thy hair,

all upon the ground, as I do now,
ig the measure of an unmade grave. 70

[•Knocking •within.
L. Arise; one knocks

;
good Romeo, hide

:hyself.

n. Not I ; unless the breath of heart-sick

729

groans,

ike, infold me from the search of eyes.
[Knocking-.

L. Hark, how they knock ! Who ’s there ?

omeo, arise

;

wilt be taken. Stay awhile ! Stand up

;

[Knocking.
) my study. By and by ! God’s will,

simpleness is this 1 I come, I come !

[Knocking.
:nocks so hard? whence come you? what’s
our will?

se. [ Within] Let me come in, and you
hall know my errand

;

from Lady Juliet.

A. Welcome, then. 80

Enter Nurse.

se. O holy friar, O, tell me, holy friar,
is my lady’s lord, where’s Romeo?
L. There on the ground, with his own
ars made drunk.
se. O, he is even in my mistress’ case,
her case ! O woful sympathy

!

predicament ! Even so lies she,
ringand weeping, weeping and blubbering,
ip, stand up ; stand, an you be a man

:

let’s sake, for her sake, rise and stand

;

lould you fall into so deep an O ? 90
. Nurse

!

e- Ah sir! ah sir! Well, death’s the end
all.

Spakest thou of Juliet? how is it with
r?

ie not think me an old murderer,
have stain’d the childhood of our joy
ood removed but little from her own?
'S she? and how doth she? and what says
ceal’d lady to our cancell’d love ?

?. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps
d weeps

;

v falls on her bed ; and then starts up, 100
bait calls ; and then on Romeo cries,
n down falls again.

As if that name,
m the deadly level of a gun,

j
^er ’ as ^lat name ’

s cursed hand
d her kinsman. O, tell me, friar, tell me,
vile part of this anatomy
/ name lodge ? tell me, that I may sack
uul mansion. [Drazoing his szvord.

Hold thy desperate hand

:

Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art:
Thy tears are womanish

; thy wild a&s denote
The unreasonable fury of a beast: IIZ
Unseemly woman in a seeming man !

Or ill-beseeming beast in seeming both

!

Thou hast amazed me : by my holy order,
I thought thy disposition better temper’d.’
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyself?
And slay thy lady too that lives in thee.
By doing damned hate upon thyself?
Why rail’st thou on thy birth, the heaven, and

earth?
Since birth, and heaven, and earth, all three do

meet 120
In thee at once

; which thou at once wouldstlose.
Fie, fie, thou shamest thy shape, thy love, thy

wit

;

Which, like a usurer, abound’st in all,
And usest none in that true use indeed
Which should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit

:

Thy noble shape is but a form of wax,
Digressing from the valour of a man ;

Thy dear love sworn but hollow perjury,
Killing that love which thou hast vow’d to cherish

;

Thy wit, that ornament to shape and love, 130
Mis-shapen in the condudl of them both.
Like powder in a skilless soldier’s flask,
Is set a-flre by, thine own ignorance,
And thou dismember’d with thine own defence.
What, rouse thee, man ! thy Juliet is alive,
For whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead

;

There art thou happy: Tybalt would kill thee/
But thou slew’st Tybalt

; there art thou happy too

:

1 he law that threaten’d death becomes thy friend
And turns it to exile; there art thou happy; j 4oA pack of blessings lights upon thy back

;

Happiness courts thee in her best array ;

But, like a misbehaved and sullen wench,
Thou pout’st upon thy fortune and thy love :

Take heed, take heed, for such die miserable.
Go, get thee to thy love, as was decreed,
Ascend her chamber, hence and comfort her:
But look thou stay not till the watch be set,
For then thou canst not pass to Mantua

;

Where thou shalt live, till we can find a’time 150
1 o blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends
Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back

’

With twenty hundred thousand times more joy
lhan thou went’st forth in lamentation.
Go before, nurse : commend me to thy lady

;

And bid her hasten all the house to bed,
Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto :

Romeo is coming.
Nurse. O Lord, I could have stay’d here all

the night
To hear good counsel : O, what learning is ! 160My lord, I’ll tell my lady you will come.
Rom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to

chide.

Nurse. Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you
sir :

’

Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late.

Rom How well my comfort is revived b^thisi
Lri.L. Go hence; good night; and here

stands all your state

:

Either be gone before the watch be set,
Or by the break of day disguised from hence:
Sojourn in Mantua; I’ll find out your man,
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And he shall signify from time to time 170

Every good hap to you that chances here
: _

Give me thy hand ;
’tis late : farewell ;

good night.

Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on me,

It were a grief, so brief to part with thee

:

Farewell. IExeunt.

I must be gone and live, or stay and die.
,

,

Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know i ;

It is some meteor that the sun exhales,

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer,
|

And light thee on thy way to Mantua :
a

Scene IV. A room in Capulefs house.

AHU HgUl UliCC yji 1 HJ-jr vvo-jr w
Therefore stay yet ; thou need st not to be gel
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Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris.

Cap. Things have fall’n out-, sir, so unluckily,

That we have had no time to move our daughter

:

Look you, she loved her kinsman Tybalt dearly,

And so did I :—Well, we were born to die.

’Tis very late, she’ll not come down to-night:

I promise you, but for your company,

I would have been a-bed an hour ago.

Par. These times of woe afford no time to

woo.
Madam, good night : commend me to your

daughter.

La. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to-

morrow ;

To-night she is mew’d up to her heaviness.

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender

Of my child’s love : I think she will be ruled

In all respedts by me ;
nay, more, I doubt it not,

Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed

;

Acquaint her here of my son Paris’ love ;

And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next-

But, soft! what day is this ?

par.
Monday, my lord.

Cap. Monday! ha, ha! Well, Wednesday is

too soon,

O’ Thursday let it be : o’ Thursday, tell her, 20

She shall be married to this noble earl.

Will you be ready? do you like this haste?

We’ll keep no great ado,—a friend or two

;

For, hark you, Tybalt being slain so late,

It may be thought we held him carelessly.

Being our kinsman, if we revel much :

Therefore we’ll have some half a dozen friends,

And there an end. But what say you to Thurs-

day?
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were

to-morrow.
Cap. Well, get you gone : o’ Thursday be it,

then. 3°

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed,

Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day.

Farewell, my lord. Light to my chamber, ho

!

Afore me ! it is so very very late,

That we may call it early by and by.

Good night. [Exeunt.

UC1 CiUA C ota_y w

Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to de

I am content, so thou wilt have it so.

I ’ll say yon grey is not the morning’s eye,

’Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow;

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do bea'.

The vaulty heaven so high above our heads

:

I have more care to stay than will to go: i

Come, death, and welcome
!
Juliet wills it s<

How is’t, my soul? let’s talk; itds not day.i

Jul. It is, it is : hie hence, be gone, awa

It is the lark that sings so out of tune,

Straining harsh discords and unpleasing shaij

Some say the lark makes sweet division

;

This doth not so, for she divideth us

:

Some say the lark and loathed toad change

O, now I would they had changed voices toe

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affra;

Hunting thee hence with hunt’s-up to the ds

O, now be gone ;
more light and light it gro

Rom. More light and light; more dark

dark our woes

!

Scene V. Capulefs orchard.

Enter Romeo and Juliet above, at the

window.

Enter Nurse, to the chamber.

Nurse. Madam

!

Jtil. Nurse?
_ .

I

Nurse. Your lady mother is coming to

chamber

:

The day is broke ; be wary, look about. [Ex

Jul. Then, window, let day in, and le

out. ;
V
1

Rom. Farewell, farewell! one kiss, an<

descend. [Hegoetha

Jul. Art thou gone so? love, lord, ay,

band, friend

!

I must hear from thee every day in the hou

For in a minute there are many days

:

O, by this count I shall be much in years

Ere I again behold my Romeo

!

Rom. Farewell!

I will omit no opportunity .

That may convey my greetings, love, to the

Jul. O, think’st thou we shall ever

again?
Rom. I doubt it not; and all these woes

serve

For sweet discourses in our time to come.

Jul. O God, I have an ill-divining soul

Methinks I see thee, now thou art below,

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb

:

Either my eyesight fails, or thou look’st pal

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so dc

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu, adiei

Jul. Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day

;

It was the nightingale, and not the lark,

That pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear

;

Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate-tree

:

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.

Rom. It was the lark, the hetald of the morn,

No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks

Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east

:

Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day

Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops. 10

Jul. O fortune, fortune! all men call

fickle:

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him

That is renown’d for faith? Be fickle, forti

For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him k

But send him back.

La. Cap. [ Within ]
Ho, daughter! areyc

Jul. Who is’t that calls?* is it my ladym
Is she not down so late, or up so early?

What unaccustom’d cause procures her hit!
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Enter Lady Capulet.

Cap. Why, how now, Juliet

!

Madam, I am not well.
Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin’s
leath? 70
wilt thou wash him from his grave with
ears?

thou couldst, thou couldst not make him
ive

;

fore, have done : some grief shows much of
3ve

;

uch of grief shows still some want of wit.
Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss.

Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not
tie friend

you weep for.

Feeling1 so the loss,

ot choose but ever weep the friend.
Cap. Well, girl, thou weep’st not so much
>r his death,
t the villain lives which slaughter’d him. 80
What villain, madam ?

Cap.
' *

That same villain, Romeo.
[Aside] Villain and he be many miles

;under.

—

rdon him ! I do, with all my heart;
t no man like he doth grieve my heart.
Cap. That is, because the traitor murderer
res.

Ay, madam, from the reach of these mv
tnds:

none but I might venge my cousin’s death !

'lap. We will have vengeance for it, fear
ou not

:

eep no more. I ’ll send to one in Man-
a,

that same banish’d runagate doth live,
ve him such an unaccustom’d dram, 91
; shall soon keep Tybalt company:
n, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied.

Indeed, I never shall be satisfied
omeo, till I behold him—dead—

•

oor heart so for a kinsman vex’d

:

,
if you could find out but a man
a poison, I would temper it ;

omeo should, upon receipt thereof,
:ep in quiet. O, how my heart abhors 100
him named, and cannot come to him,
k the love I bore my cousin
s body that hath slaughter’d him !

'ap. Find thou the means, and I’ll find
:h a man.
I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl.
\nd joy comes well in such a needy time

:

e they, I beseech your ladyship?
''.ap. Well, well, thou hast a careful
her, child

;

), to put thee from thy heaviness,
rted out a sudden day of joy, no
u expedFst not nor I look’d not for.
Madam, in happy time, what day is that?
<ip. Marry, my child, early next Thurs-
morn,

ant, young and noble gentleman,
nty Paris, at Saint Peter’s Church,
^pily make thee there a joyful bride.
Mow, by Saint Peter’s Church and Peter

He shall not make me there a joyful bride.
I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo.
I pray you, tell my lord and father, madam, 12

1

I will not marry yet ; and, when 1 do, I swear,
It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate,
Rather than Paris. These are news indeed

!

La. Cap. Here comes your father; tell him
so yourself,

And see how he will take it at your hands.

Enter Capulet and Nurse.

Cap. When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle
dew

;

But for the sunset of my brother’s son
It rains downright.
How now ! a conduit, girl? what, still in tears?
Evermore showering? In one little body 131
Thou counterfeit’ st a bark, a sea, a wind;
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea,
Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body is.

Sailing in this salt flood; the winds, thy sighs;
’

Who, raging with thy tears, and they with them.
Without a sudden calm, will overset
Thy tempest-tossed body. How now, wife !

Have you deliver’d to her our decree ?

La. Cap. Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives
you thanks. I4o

I would the fool were married to her grave !

Cap. Soft! take me with you, take me with
you, wife.

How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks?
Is she not proud? doth she not count her blest,
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom?

Jul. Not proud, you have; but thankful, that
you have

:

Proud can I never be of what I hate

;

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love.
Cap. How now, hew now, chop-logic! What

is this? 150
Proud, and ‘I thank you,’ and * I thank you

not ;

’

And yet ‘
not proud,’ mistress minion, you,

Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds,
But fettle your fine joints ’gainst Thursday next,
To go with Paris to Saint Peter’s Church,
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither.
Out, you green-sickness carrion! out, you bag-

gage !

You tallow-face

!

Let. Cap. Fie, fie ! what, are you mad?
Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees,

Hear me with patience but to speak a word . 160
Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient

wretch

!

I tell thee what
:
get thee to church U Thursday,

Or never after look me in the face

:

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me

;

My fingers itch. Wife, we scarce thought us
blest

That God had lent us but this only child

;

But now I see this one is one too much,
And that we have a curse in having her :

Out on her, hilding

!

Njirse. God in heaven- bless her

!

You are to blame, -my lord,, to rate her so. 170
Cap. And why, my lady wisdom? hold your
tongue.



Good prudence ;
smatter with your gossips, go.

Nurse. I speak no treason.

Cap. O, God ye g°d-den -

Nurse. May not one speak?

Cap. Peace, you mumbling tool

!

Utter your gravity o’er a gossip’s bowl;

For here we need it not.

La. Cap. You are too hot.

Cap. fOod’s bread ! it makes me mad

:

fDay, night, hour, tide, time, work, play,

Alone, in company, still my care hath been 179

To have her match’d; and having now provided

A gentleman of noble parentage,
.

Of fair demesnes, youthful, and nobly tram d,

Stuff’d, as they say, with honourable parts,

Proportion’d as one’s thought would wish a man ;

And then to have a wretched puling fool,

A whining mammet, in her fortune’s tender,

To answer ‘ I’ll not wed; I cannot love,^

I am too young ; I pray you, pardon me.

But, an you will not wed, I ’ll pardon you
: #

Graze where you will, you shall not house with

me: 190

Look to’t, think on’t, I do not use to jest.

Thursday is near ;
lay hand on heart, advise :

An you be mine, I ’ll give you to my friend ,

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die in the

streets

For, by my soul, I’ll ne’er acknowledge thee.

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good :

Trust to’t, bethink you ;
I’ll not be forsworn.

[Exit.

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds,

That sees into the bottom of my grief?

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ! 200

Delay this marriage for a month, a week

;

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed.

In that dim monument where Tybalt lies.

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I’ll not speak a

word: .

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. [Exit.

Jul. O God !—O nurse, how shall this be pre-

vented?
.

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven

;

How shall that faith return again to earth,

Unless that husband send it me from heaven

By leaving earth? comfort me, counsel me. 210

Alack, alack, that heaven should practise strata-

gems
Upon so soft a subject as myself

!

What say’st thou? hast thou not a word ofjoy?

Some comfort, nurse.

Nurse. Faith, here it is

Romeo is banish’d ;
and all the world to nothing,

That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you

;

Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth.

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,

I think it best you married with the county.

O, he’s a lovely gentleman !
220

Romeo’s a dishclout to him : an eagle, madam,
' Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye

As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart,

I think you are happy in this second match,

For it excels your first : or if it did not,

Your first is dead; or ’twere as good he were.,

As living here and you no use of him.

Jul. Speakest thou from thy heart?

Nurse. And from my soul too

;

Or else beshrew them both.

<v„/ Amen

!

tfLe. t
What!

Jul. Well, thou hast comforted me mai

lous much.
Go in ;

and tell my lady I am gone, , .

Having displeased my father, to Laurence c 1

To make confession and to be absolved. 1

Nurse. Marry, I will ;
and this is wisely au

Jul. Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fi>
j

Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn,

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongu

Which she hath praised him with above comit

So many thousand times? Go, counsellor; g

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twa

I ’ll to the friar, to know his remedy
: J

If all else fail, myself have power to die. [t

ACT IV.

Scene I. Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar Laurence and Paris,

Fri. L. On Thursday, sir? the time is

short. , , .

Par. My father Capulet will have it so

;

And I am nothing slow to slack his haste.

Fri. L. You say you do not know the 1;

mind: .... .

Uneven is the course, I like it not.

Par. Immoderately she weeps for lyi

And therefore have I little talk’d of love

;

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears.

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous
,

That she doth give her sorrow so mucn swa}

And in his wisdom hastes our marriage,

To stop the inundation of her tears ;

Which, too much minded by herself alone,

May be put from her by society

:

Now do you know the reason of this haste.

Fri. L. [Aside] I would I knew not w

should be slow’d. >$j

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my c

Enter Juliet.

Par. Happily met, my lady and my wife

Jul. That may be, sir, when I may be a

Par. That may be must be, love, on Inui

next.

Jul

:

What must be shall be.

Fri. L. That’s a certain

Par. Come you to make confession to this fa

Jul. To answer that, I should confess to

Par. Do not deny to him that you love 1

Jul I will confess to you that I love nir.

Par. So will ye, I am sure, that you lov

Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price,

Being spoke behind your back, than to your

Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abusedj

JuT^The tears have got small yidtory by

For it was bad enough before their spite.

Par. Thou wrong’st it, more than tears

that report.
.

Jul That is no slander, sir, which is a

And what I spake, I spake it to my face.

Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast

der’d it.
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\ It may be so, for it is not mine own.

ou at leisure, holy father, now

;

all I come to you at evening mass ?

. L. My leisure serves me, pensive daugh-
:er, now.
rd, we must entreat the time alone. 40
-. God shield I should disturb devotion !

,
on Thursday early will I rouse ye

:

ten, adieu ; and keep this holy kiss. [Exit.
'. O, shut the door! and when thou hast
lone so,

_

weep with me
;
past hope, past cure, past

lelp!

. L. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief;

ins me past the compass of my wits :

thou must, and nothing may prorogue it,

mrsday next be married to this county.

. Tell me not, friar, that thou hear’st of this,

i thou tell me how I may prevent it
: 51

:hy wisdom, thou canst give no help,

du but call my resolution wise,

ith this knife I’ll help it presently,

oin’d my heart and Romeo’s, thou our
ands

;

re this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d,

>e the label to another deed,
true heart with treacherous revolt

o another, this shall slay them both

:

fore, out of thy long-experienced time, 60
le some present counsel, or, behold,
my extremes and me this bloody knife
)lay the umpire, arbitrating that
the commission of thy years and art

to no issue of true honour bring,

so long to speak ; I long to die,

t thou speak’st speak not of remedy.
L. Hold, daughter : I do spy a kind of
ope,

craves as desperate an execution
t is desperate which we would prevent. 70
ler than to marry County Paris,

last the strength of will to slay thyself,

s it likely thou wilt undertake

g like death to chide away this shame,
opest with death himself to scape from it

;

f thou darest, I’ll give thee remedy.
O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,

off" the battlements of yonder tower

;

k in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk
serpents are ; chain me with roaring bears

;

t me nightly in a charnel-house, 81
>ver’d quite with dead men’s rattling bones,
eeky shanks and yellow chapless skulls

;

me go into a new-made grave
de me with a dead man in his shroud

;

• that, to hear them told, have made me
emble

;

will do it without fear or doubt,
an unstain’d wife to my sweet love.

L. Hold, then; go home, be merry, give
Dnsent

Try Paris: Wednesday is to-morrow: 90
•row night look that thou lie alone

;

- thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber

:

iou this vial, being then in bed,
is distilled liquor drink thou off

;

presently through all thy veins shall run
and drowsy humour, for no pulse
eep his native progress, but surcease :

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou livest

;

The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade
To paly ashes, thy eyes’ windows fall, 100
Like death, when he shuts up the day of life

; j

Each part, deprived of supple government,
Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear like death : ;

And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk death
(

Thou shalt continue two and forty hours.
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.

Now, when the bridegroom in the morning comes
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead

: jj

Then, as the manner of our country is,

In thy best robes uncover’d on the bier no
Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie.

In the mean time, against thou shalt awake,
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift.

And hither shall he come : and he and I

Will watch thy waking, and that very night
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua.
And this shall free thee from this present shame ;

If no inconstant toy, nor womanish fear,

Abate thy valour in the adting it. 120
Jul. Give me, give me ! O, tell not me of fear

!

Fri. L. Hold; get you gone, be strong and
prosperous

In this resolve : I’ll send a friar with speed
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord.

Jul. Love give me strength ! and strength shall

help afford.

Farewell, dear father ! ['Exeunt

.

o .
i

Scene II. Hall in Capulet’s house.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and
two Servingmen.

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ.

[Exit First Servant.
Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks.

Sec. Serv. You shall have none ill, sir ; for I’ll

try if they can lick their fingers.

Cap. How canst thou try them so?
Sec. Serv. Marry, sir, ’tis an ill cook that

cannot lick his own fingers: therefore he that
cannot lick his fingers goes not with me.

Cap. Go, be gone. [Exit Sec. Servant.
We shall be much unfurnish’d for this time. 10
What, is my daughter gone to Friar Laurence?
Nurse. Ay, forsooth.
Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good on

her:
A peevish self-will’d harlotry it is.

Nurse. See where she comes from shrift with
merry look.

Enter Juliet.

Cap. How now, my headstrong ! where have !

you been gadding?
Jul. Where I have learn’d me to repent the sin

Of disobedient opposition
To you and your l)ehests, and am enjoin’d
By holy Laurence to fall prostrate here, 20
And beg your pardon

:
pardon, I beseech you

!

Henceforward I am ever ruled by you.
Cap. Send for the county; go tell him of this:

I ’ll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning.
Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence’ cell

;

And gave him what becomed love I might,
Not stepping o’er the bounds of modesty.



Cap. Why, I am glad on ’t ;
this is well : stand up

:

This is as ’t should be. Let me see the county

;

Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither. 30

Now, afore God ! this reverend holy friar,

All our whole city is much bound to him.

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet,

To help me sort such needful ornaments

As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ?

La. Cap. No, not till Thursday; there is time

enough.
Cap. Go, nurse, go with her: we 11 to church

to-morrow. {Exeunt Juliet and Nurse.

La. Cap. We shall be short in our provision

:

’Tis now near night.

Cap. Tush, I will stir about,

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife :

Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her ; 41

I ’ll not to bed to-night ;
let me alone

;

I ’ll play the housewife for this once. What, ho .

They are all forth. Well, I will walk myself

To County Paris, to prepare him up

Against to-morrow : my heart is wondrous light,

Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim’d.

[Exeunt

.

Scene III. Juliets chamber.

Enter Juliet and Nurse.

Jul. Ay, those attires are best: but, gentle

nurse,

I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night;

For I have need of many orisons

To move the heavens to smile upon my state,
.

Which, well thou know’st, is cross and full of sin.

Shall I not, then, be stifled in the vault,

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breatl l;

And there die strangled ere my Romeo core)

Or, if I live, is it not very like,

The horrible conceit of deathand night,

|Together with the terror of the place,—

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle.

Where, for these many hundred years, the

Of all my buried ancestors are pack’d:

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in eart

Lies festering in his shroud ;
where, as the]

At some hours in the night spirits resort ;—
Alack, alack, is it not like that I,

So early waking, what with loathsome smel

And shrieks like mandrakes’ torn out of the t

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad
O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught,

Environed with all these hideous fears?.

And madly play with my forefathers’ joints

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his sh

And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s

As with a club, dash out my desperate brail

O, look ! methinks I see my cousin’s ghost

Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body

Upon a rapier’s point : stay, Tybalt, stay

!

Romeo, I come ! this do I drink to thee.

{Shefalls tipon her bed
,
within the cur

Scene IV. Hall hi Capulet's house ,

Enter Lady Capulet.

La. Cap. What, are you busy, ho? need you

my help?

Jul. No, madam ;
we have cull d such neces-

saries

As are behoveful for our state to-morrow

:

So please you, let me now be left alone,

And let the nurse this night sit up with you; 10

For, I am sure, you have your hands full all,

In this so sudden business.

La. Cap. Goodnight:

Get thee to bed, and rest ;
for thou hast need.

{Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Jul. Farewell! God knows when we shall

meet again.
, ,

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,

That almost freezes up the heat of life :

I ’ll call them back again to comfort me

:

Nurse ! What should she do here?

My dismal scene I needs must adt alone.

Come, vial. 20

What if this mixture do not work at all ?

Shall I be married then to-morrow morning?

No, no : this shall forbid it : lie thou there.

{Laying down her dagger.

What if it be a poison, which the friar

Subtly hath minister’d to have me dead,

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonour’d,

Because he married me before to Romeo ?

I fear it is : and yet, methinks, it should not,

For he hath still been tried a holy man.

How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 3°

I wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me? there’s a fearful point!

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and

more spices, nurse.

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces 1

pastry.

Enter Capulet.

Cap. Come, stir, stir, stir ! the second cocl

crow’d, > J

The curfew-bell hath rung, ’tis three o clocl|

Look to the baked meats, good Angelica

:

Spare not for cost.

Nurse

%

Go, you cot-quean, go,

Get you to bed ;
faith, you’ll be sick to-rnoi

For this night’s watching. I

Cap. No, not a whit : what ! I have water

now
All night for lesser cause, and ne’er been si

La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-h

your time

;

But I will watch you from such watching n

{Exeunt Lady Capulet and J\

Cap. A jealous-hood, a jealous-hood

!

Enter three orfour Servingmen, with spits

and baskets.
Now, f

What’s there?

First Serv. Things for the cook, sir;

know not what.

Cap. Make haste, make haste. {Exit

Serv.'] Sirrah, fetch drier logs:

Call Peter, he will show thee where they a

Sec. Serv. I have a head, sir, that will ni

logs,

And never trouble Peter for the matter.

Cap . Mass, and well said ; a merry whoresr

Thou shalt be logger-head. Good faith, ti

The county will be here with music straign
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0 he said he would : I hear him near.

[Music within.
e ! Wife ! What, ho ! What, nurse, I say 1

Re-enter Nurse,

aken Juliet, go and trim her up ;

d and chat with Paris : hie, make haste,
: haste ; the bridegroom he is come already:
: haste, I say. [Exeunt.

Scene V. Juliet's chamber.

Enter Nurse.

rse. Mistress ! what, mistress ! Juliet ! fast,

1 warrant her, she :

lamb ! why, lady ! fie, you slug-a-bed !

love, I say ! madam ! sweet-heart ! why,
bride

!

,
not a word? you take your pennyworths

now;
for a week ; for the next night, I warrant,
bounty Paris hath set up his rest,

you shall rest but little. God forgive me,
’, and amen, how sound is she asleep

!

t needs wake her. Madam, madam, madam!
:t the county take you in your bed

; io
fright you up, i’ faith. Will it not be ?

[Undraws the ctirtains.

,
dress’d ! and in your clothes ! and down

tgain

!

t needs wake you : Lady ! lady ! lady

!

alas ! Help, help ! my lady’s dead

!

11-a-day, that ever I was born !

aqua vitae, ho ! My lord ! my lady

!

Enter Lady Capulet.
Cap. What noise is here ?

rse. O lamentable day

!

Cap. What is the matter ?

''se. Look, look ! O heavy day

!

Cap. Ome, Ome! My child, my only life,

e, look up, or I will die with thee ! 20
help! Call help.

Enter Capulet.

For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord
s come.
'se. She’s dead, deceased, she’s dead;
.lack the day

!

Cap. Alack the day, she ’s dead, she ’s dead,
he ’s dead !

. Ha! let me see her: out, alas! she’s
:old

:>

lood is settled, and her joints are stiff;

nd these lips have long been separated

:

lies on her like an untimely frost
the sweetest flower of all the field.

'se. O lamentable day !

Cap. O woful time
! 30

. Death, that hath ta’en her hence to make
ne wail,

p my tongue, and will not let me speak.

Friar Laurence and Paris, with Musi-
cians.

L. Come, is the bride ready to go to church?
. Ready to go, but never to return.
! the night before thy wedding-day
Death lain with thy wife. There she lies,

Flower as she was, deflowered by him.
Death is my son-in-law, Death is my heir ;

My daughter he hath wedded : I will die,

And leave him all
;

life, living, all is Death’s. 40
Par. Have I thought long to see this morning’s

face,

And doth it give me such a sight as this?
La. Cap. Accursed, unhappy, wretched, hate-

ful day

!

Most miserable hour that e’er time saw
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage !

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child.
But one thing to rejoice and solace in,

And cruel death hath catch’d it from my sight

!

Nurse. O woe ! O woful, woful, woful day !

Most lamentable day, most woful day, 50
That ever, ever, I did yet behold

!

O day ! O day ! O day ! O hateful day

!

Never was seen so black a day as this :

O woful day, O woful day !

Par.
'

Beguiled, divorced, wronged, spited,
slain !

Most detestable death, by thee beguiled,
By cruel cruel thee quite overthrown !

O love ! O life ! not life, but love in death !

Cap. Despised, distressed, hated, martyr’d,
kill’d !

Uncomfortable time, why earnest thou now 60
To murder, murder our solemnity?
O child ! O child ! my soul, and not my child

!

Dead art thou ! Alack ! my child is dead ;

And with my child my joys are buried.
Fn. L. Peace, ho, for shame ! confusion’s cure

lives not
In these confusions. Heaven and yourself
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all,

And all the better is it for the maid

:

Your part in her you could not keep from death,
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 70
The most you sought was her promotion ;

For ’twas your heaven she should be advanced:
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanced
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself?

O, in this love, you love your child so ill,

That you run mad, seeing that she is well

:

She’s not well married that lives married long;
But she’s best married that dies married young.
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is, 80
In all her best array bear her to church

:

For though fond nature bids us all lament,
Yet nature’s tears are reason’s merriment.

Cap. All things that we ordained festival.

Turn from their office to black funeral;
Our instruments to melancholy bells,

Our wedding cheer to a sad burial feast,
Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change,
Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse,
And all things change them to the contrary. 90

Fri. L. Sir, go you in ; and, madam, go with
him;

And go, Sir Paris ; every one prepare
To follow this fair corse unto her grave

:

The heavens do lour upon you for some ill

;

Move them no more by crossing their high will.

[Exeunt Capulet
,
Lady Capulet

,

Paris
,
and Friar.

First Mus. Faith, we may put up our pipes,
and be gone.



Nurse

.

Honest good fellows, ah, put up, putup

;

For, well you know, this is a pitiful case. [Exit.

First Mus. Ay, by my troth, the case may
be amended. 101

E?iter Peter.

Pet. Musicians, O, musicians, * Heart’s ease,

Heart’s ease O, an you will have me live, play

‘ Heart’s ease.’

First Mus. Why ‘ Heart’s ease ’?

Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself

plays ‘ My heart is full of woe O, play me some

merry dump, to comfort me.

First Mus. Not a dump we; ’tis no time to

play now. 110

Pet. You will not, then?

FirstMus. No.

Pet. I will then give it you soundly.

First Mus. What will you give us ?

Pet. No money, on my faith, but the gleek ;
I

will give you the minstrel.

First Mus. Then will I give you the serving-

creature.
.

Pet. Then will I lay the serving-creatures

dagger on your pate. I will carry no crotchets

:

I ’ll re you, I ’ll fa you ;
do you note me ? 121

First Mus. An you re us and fa us, you note us.

Sec. Mus. Pray you, put up your dagger, and

put out your wit.
.

Pet. Then have at you. with my wit ! 1 will

dry-beat you with an iron wit, and put up my iron

dagger. Answer me like men

:

‘ When griping grief the heart doth wound.

And doleful dumps the mind oppress,

Then music with her silver sound’— 130

why ‘silver sound’? why ‘ music with her silver

sound’? What say you, Simon Catling

?

First Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a

sweet sound.
Pet. Pretty ! What say you, Hugh Rebeck ?

Sec. Mus. I say ‘silver sound,’ because musi-

cians sound for silver.

Pet. Pretty too ! What say you, James Sound-

post? z 39

Third Mus. Faith, I know not what to say.

Pet. O, I cry you mercy
;
you are the singer

:

I will say for you. It is ‘ music with her silver

sound,’ because musicians have no gold for sound-

ing:
‘Then music with her silver sound

With speedy help doth lend redress.’ [Exit.

First Mus. What a pestilent knave is this

same
! , _ .

Sec. Mus. Hang him, Jack ! Come, we 11 in

here ;
tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner.

[Exeunt.

Strange dream, that gives a dead man lea

think !— . .

And breathed such life with kisses in my lip

That I revived, and was an emperor. I

Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possess’d,

When but love’s shadows are so rich in joy

Enter Balthasar, looted.

ACT V.

News from Verona !—How now, Balthasar

Dost thou not bring me letters from the fria)

How doth my lady? Is my father well?

How fares my Juliet? that I ask again;

For nothing can be ill, if she be well.

Bal. Then she is well, and nothing can 1

Her body sleeps in Capel’s monument,

And her immortal part with angels lives.

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault,

And presently took post to tell it you

:

O, pardon me for bringing these ill news,

Since you did leave it for my office, sir.

Rom. Is it even so? then I defy you, st.

Thou know’st my lodging
:
get me ink and]

And hire post-horses; I will hence to-night

Bal. I do beseech you, sir, have patienc

Your looks are pale and wild, and do impor

Some misadventure.
.

1

Rom. Tush, thou art deceivec

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do.

Hast thou no letters to me from the friar?

Bal. No, my good lord.

Rom. No matter
:
get thee

And hire those horses ; I ’ll be with thee str

[Exit Balth

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night.

Let’s see for means: O mischief, thou art

To enter in the thoughts of desperate men
1

I do remember an apothecary,-^*

And hereabouts he dwells,—which late I r..

In tatter’d weeds, with overwhelming brow

Culling of simples ;
meagre were his looks,

Sharp misery had worn him to the bones

:

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung,

An alligator stuff’d, and other skins

Of ill-shaped fishes; and about his shelves

A beggarly account of empty boxes,

Green earthen pots, bladders and musty se

Remnants of packthread and old cakes of r<

Were thinly scatter’d, to make up a show.

Noting this penury, to myself I said

‘An if a man did need a poison now,

Whose sale is present death in Mantua,
.

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him

O, this same thought did but forerun my n«

And this same needy man must sell it me.

As I remember, this should be the house.

Being holiday, the beggar’s shop is shut.

What, ho ! apothecary

!

Scene I. Mantua. A street.

Enter Romeo.

Rom. If I may trust the flattering truth of

sleep,

My dreams presage some joyful news at hand

:

My bosom’s lord sits lightly in his throne

;

And all this day an unaccustom’d spirit

Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts.

I dreamt my lady came and found me dead

—

Enter Apothecary.

Ap. Who calls so loud?

Rom. Come hither, man. I see that th

poor

:

Hold, there is forty ducats: let me have

A dram of poison, such soon-speeding gear

As will disperse itself through all the veins

That the life-weary taker may fall dead

And that the trunk may be discharged of t
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olently as hasty powder fired

hurry from the fatal cannon’s womb.
Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua’s

law
ith to any he that utters them.
<n. Art thou so bare and full of wretched-
ness,

ear’st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks,
and oppression starveth in thine eyes, 70
:mpt and beggary hangs upon thy back;
vorld is not thy friend nor the world’s law;
/orld affords no law to make thee rich ;

be not poor, but break it, and take this.

My poverty, but not my will, consents.
n. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will.
Put this in any liquid thing you will,

Irink it off; and, if you had the strength
snty men, it would dispatch you straight.
n. There is thy gold, worse poison to men’s
;ouIs, 80
more murders in this loathsome world,
these poor compounds that thou mayst not
ell.

:hee poison ; thou hast sold me none,
ell : buy food, and get thyself in flesh,
cordial and not poison, go with me

liet’s grave ; for there must I use thee.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. Friar Laurence's cell.

Enter Friar John.

J. Holy Franciscan friar ! brother, ho !

Enter Friar Laurence.

L. This same should be the voice of
'riar John.
ne from Mantua; what says Romeo?
lis mind be writ, give me his letter.

J. Going to find a bare-foot brother out,
our order, to associate me,

;i this city visiting the sick,
iding him, the searchers of the town,
ting that we both were in a house
the infectious pestilence did reign, 10
up the doors, and would not let us forth

;

my speed to Mantua there was stay’d.
L. Who bare my letter, then, to Romeo?
J. I could not send it,—here it is again,

—

t a messenger to bring it thee,
ful were they of infection.
L. Unhappy fortune! by my brother-
>od,

ter was not nice but full of charge
' import, and the neglecting it

» much danger. Friar John, go hence; 20
an iron crow, and bring it straight
y cell.

% Brother, I’ll go and bring it thee.

[Exit.
L. Now must I to the monument alone;
this three hours will fair Juliet wake

;

i beshrew me much that Romeo
ad no notice of these accidents

;

ill write again to Mantua,
-P her at my cell till Romeo come

;

ing corse, closed in a dead man’s tomb

!

[Exit.

Scene III. A churchyard; hi it a tomb
belonging to the Capulets.

Enter Paris, and his Page bearing /lowers
and a torch.

Par. Give me thy torch, boy: hence, and
stand aloof

:

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen.
Under yond yew-trees lay thee all along,
Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground

;

So shall no foot upon the churchyard tread,
Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves,
But thou shalt hear it : whistle then to me,

*

As signal that thou hear’st something approach.
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go.
Page. [Aside] I am almost afraid to stand

alone IO
Here in the churchyard; yet I will adventure.

[Retires.
Par. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal

bed I strew,

—

O. woe ! thy canopy is dust and stones ;

—

Which with sweet water nightly I will dew,
Or, wanting that, with tears distill’d by

moans

:

The obsequies that I for thee will keep
Nightly shall be to strew thy grave and weep.

, .
[The Page whistles.

I he boy gives warning something doth approach.
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night,
To cross my obsequies and true love’s rite? 20
What, with a torch ! muffle me, night, awhile.

[Retires.

Enter Romeo and Balthasar, with a torch,
mattock

, &>c.

Rom. Give me that mattock and the wrench-
ing iron.

Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning
See thou deliver it to my lord and father.
Give me the light : upon thy life, I charge thee,
Whate er thou hear’st or seest, stand all aloof,
And do not interrupt me in my course.
Why I descend into this bed of death.
Is partly to behold my lady’s face

; 2qBut chiefly to take thence from her dead fingerA precious ring, a ring that I must use
In dear employment : therefore hence, be gone :

But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry
In what I further shall intend to do.
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint
And strew this hungry churchyard with thylimbs

:

The time and my intents are savage-wild.
More fierce and more inexorable far
Than empty tigers or the^ roaring sea. 39Bal. I will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
Rom. So shalt thou show me friendship. Take

thou that

;

Live and be prosperous: and farewell, good
fellow.

Bal. [Aside] For all this same. I’ll hide me
hereabout

:

His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt.

etires.
Rom. Thou detestable maw, thou womb of

death,
Gorged with the dearest morsel of the earth.
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open,

47
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And, in despite, I ’ll cram thee with more food !

’ [Opens the tomb

.

Par. This is that banish’d haughty Mon-

That murder’d my love’s cousin, with which grief,

It is supposed, the fair creature died

,

And here is come to do some villanous shame

To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him.
\Comesforward.

Stop thy unhallow’d toil, vile Montague !

Can vengeance be pursued further than death.

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee :

Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die.

Rom. I must indeed; and therefore came 1

hither.

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man ,

Fly hence, and leave me : think upon these gone;

Let them affright thee. I beseech thee, youth,

Put not another sin upon my head,

By urging me to fury : O, be gone !

By heaven, I love thee better than myself;

For I come hither arm’d against myself

:

Stay not, be gone; live, and hereafter say,

A madman’s mercy bade thee run away.

Par. I do defy thy conjurations,

And apprehend thee for a felon here.

Rom. Wilt thou provoke me? then have at

thee, boy ! [ Theyfight 70

Pape. O Lord, they fight ! I will go call the

watch.
# ,

[Exit.

Par. O, I am slain! [Falls.] If thou be mer-

ciful,
. _ r ~..

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. [Dies.

Rom. In faith, I will. Let me peruse this

face. ,

Mercutio’s kinsman, noble County Paris

.

What said my man, when my betossed soul

Did not attend him as we rode? I think

He told me Paris should have married J uliet

:

Said he not so? or did I dream it so?

Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Ju^
et >

°°

To think it was so? O, give me thy hand,

One writ with me in sour misfortune s book

!

I’ll bury thee in a triumphant grave

;

A grave? O, no! a lantern, slaughter d youth,

For here lies Juliet, and her beauty makes

This vault a feasting presence full of light.

Death, lie thou there, by a dead man mterr d.

[Laying Pans in the tomb.

How oft when men are at the point of death

Have they been merry ! which their keepers call

A lightning before death : O, how may I 90

Call this a lightning? O my love ! my wife !

Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy breath,

Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty

:

Thou art not conquer’d ;
beauty’s ensign yet

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks,

And death’s pale flag is not advanced there.

Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet?

O, what more favour can I do to thee,
_

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain
— > 1 • . 1 a i-k. vi a tY» tt 9 tno

Depart again : here, here will I remain

With worms that are thy chamber-maids ; 0 ,

Will I set up my everlasting rest,

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars

From this world-wearied flesh. Eyes, look

last!

Arms, take your last embrace ! and, lips, 0
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous k

A dateless bargain to engrossing death

!

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guid

Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on

The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark

.

Here’s to my love! [Drinks.] O true ap

cary ! . . T 1.

Thy drugs are quick. Thus with a kiss I du

j. nan wuu ““““ -— - j
^

: To sunder his that was thine enemy ?

Forgive me, cousin ! Ah, dear Juliet,

Why art thou yet so fair? shall I believe

That unsubstantial death is amorous,

;

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps

i Thee here in dark to be his paramour?

j

For fear of that, I still will stay with thee

;

I And never from this palace of dim night

Enter
,
at the otherendof the churchyard

\

I

Laurence, with a lantern ,
crow, and sf

Fri. L. Saint Francis be my speed! he

to-night

Have my old feet stumbled at graves

!

there?
# j

Bal. Here’s one, a friend, and one that k

you well.

Fri. L. Bliss be upon you! Tell me,

my friend,
.

What torch is yond, that vainly lends his lig

To grubs and eyeless skulls? as I discern,

It burneth in the Capels’ monument. .

Bal. ' It doth so, holy sir; and there:

master,

One that you love.

Fri. L. Who is it?

Bal. Romeo.
Fri. L. How long hath he been there?

Bal,.
Full halfan horn

Fri. L. Go with me to the vault.

Bal. 1 dare no

My master knows not but I am gone hence

And fearfully did menace me with death,

If I did stay to look on his intents.

Fri. L. Stay, then; I ’ll go alone. Fear <

upon me

:

O, much I fear some ill unlucky thing.

Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree

I dreamt my master and another fought, I

And that my master slew him.

Fri.L. Romeo
j , ,
[Adm

Alack, alack, what blood is this, which staii

The stony entrance of this sepulchre?

What mean these masterless and gory swor

To lie discolour’d by this place of peace?
[Enters the

Romeo ! O, pale! Who else? what, Paris

And steep’d in blood? Ah, what an unkinc

Is guilty of this lamentable chance !

The lady stirs.
.

[Juliet

Jul. O comfortable friar ! where is my ic

I do remember well where I should be.

And there I am. Where is my Romeo?
[A oise w

Fri. L. I hear some noise. Lady, come

that nest . .

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep. ;

A greater power than we can contradict

Hath thwarted our intents. Come, come 21

Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead
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Paris too. Come, I ’ll dispose of thee
>ng a sisterhood of holy nuns :

' not to question, for the watch is coming;
te, go, good Juliet [Noise againJ, I dare no
longer stay. 159

il. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away.
[Exit Fri. L.

it’s here? a cup, closed in my true love’s
hand ?

on, I see, hath been his timeless end :

mrl! drunk all, and left no friendly drop
idp me after ? I will kiss thy lips

;

ly some poison yet doth hang on them,
lake me die with a restorative. [Kisses him.
lips are warm.
rst IVatch. [ Within] Lead, boy : which way ?

il. Yea, noise? then I’ll be brief. O happy
dagger

! [Snatching Romeo's dagger.
is thy sheath [Stabs herself] ; there rust,

and let me die. 170
[Falls on Romeo’s body

,
and dies.

Enter Watch, 'with the Page of Paris.

ge. This is the place; there, where the
torch doth burn.
rst Watch. The ground is bloody; search
about the churchyard

;

;ome of you, whoe’er you find attach,
il sight ! here lies the county slain

;

Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead,
here hath lain these two days buried,
ell the prince : run to the Capulets

:

i up the Montagues : some others search

:

ee the ground whereon these woes do lie

;

he true ground of all these piteous woes 180
annot without circumstance descry.

iter some of the Watch, with Balthasar.

•. Wcitch. Here’s Romeo’s man; we found
him in the churchyard.
'st Watch. Hold him in safety, till the
prince come hither.

inter others of the Watch, with Friar
Laurence.

ird Watch. Here is a friar, that trembles,
sighs, and weeps:
>ok this mattock and this spade from him,
was coming from this churchyard side.
st Watch. A great suspicion: stay the
friar too.

Enter the Prince and Attendants.

hce. What misadventure is so early up,
calls our person from our morning’s rest?

r Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others.

’• What should it be, that they so shriek
ibroad? lgo
Cap. The people in the street cry Romeo,
Juliet, and some Paris; and all run,
open outcry, toward our monument.
nee. What fear is this which startles in
>ur ears?
d Watch. Sovereign, here lies the County
°aris slain;

iomeo dead
; and Juliet, dead before,

and new kill'd.

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul
murder comes.

First Watch. Here is a friar, and slaughter’d
Romeo’s man ;

With instruments upon them, fit to open 200
These dead men’s tombs.
Cap. O heavens! O wife, look how our

daughter bleeds

!

This dagger hath mista’en,—for, lo, his house
Is empty on the back of Montague,

—

And it mis-sheathed in my daughter’s bosom !

La. Cap. O me! this sight of death is as
a bell,

That warns my old age to a sepulchre.

Enter Montague and others.

Prince. Come, Montague; for thou art early up,
To see thy son and heir more early down. 209Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to-night

;

Grief of my son’s exile hath stopp’d her breath

:

What further woe conspires against mine age ?

Prince. Look, and thou shalt see.
Mon. O thou untaught! what manners is

in this,

To press before thy father to a grave?
Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for

a while,
Till we can clear these ambiguities,
And know their spring, their head, their true

descent

;

And then will I be general of your woes, 219
And lead you even to death : meantime forbear,
And let mischance be slave to patience.
Bring forth the parties of suspicion.
Fri. L. Iam the greatest, able to do least.

Yet most suspedled, as the time and place
Doth make against me, of this direful murder

;

And here I stand, both to impeach and purge
Myself condemned and myself excused.
Prince. Then say at once what thou dost

know in this.

Fri. L. I will be brief, for my short date
of breath

Is not so long as is a tedious tale. 230
Romeo, there dead, was husband to that Juliet

;

And she, there dead, that Romeo’s faithful wife :

I married them ; and their stol’n marriage-day
Was Tybalt’s dooms-day, whose untimely death
Banish’d the new-made bridegroom from this

|

city,

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pined.
You, to remove that siege of grief from her,
Betroth’d and; would have married her perforce

j

To County Paris : then comes she to me, 239 j

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some mean
To, rid her from this second marriage,
Or in my cell there would she kill herself.
Then gave I her, so tutor’d by my art,
A sleeping potion ; which so took effedt
As I intended, for it wrought on her
The form of death : meantime I writ to Romeo,
That he should hither come as this dire night,
To help to take her from her borrow’d grave,
Being the time the potion’s force should cease.
But he which bore my letter, Friar John, 250,
Was stay’d by accident, and yesternight
Return’d my letter back. Then all alone
At the prefixed hour ofher waking,
Came I to take her from her kindred’s vault

;
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Meaning to keep her closely at my cell,

Till I conveniently could send to Romeo

:

But when I came, some minute ere the time

Of her awaking, here untimely lay

The noble Paris and true Romeo dead.

She wakes; and I entreated her come forth, 260

And bear this work of heaven with patience

:

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb

;

And she, too desperate, would not go with me,

But, as it seems, did violence on herself.

All this I know ;
and to the marriage

Her nurse is privy ; and, if aught in this

Miscarried by my fault, let my old life

Be sacrificed, some hour before his time,

Unto the rigour of severest law.

Prince. We still have known thee for a

holy man.
.

27°

Where’s Romeo’s man? what can he say in this?

Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet’s

death

;

And then in post he came from Mantua
To this same place, to this same monument.

This letter he early bid me give his father,.

And threaten’d me with death, going in the

vault,

If I departed not and left him there..

Prince. Give me the letter ;
I will look on it.

Where is the county’s page, that raised the

watch ?

Sirrah, what made your master in this place? 280

Page. He came with flowers to strew his

lady’s grave;

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did :

Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb

;

And by and by my master drew on him

;

And then I ran away to call the watch.

Prince. This letter doth make good the fri.l

words, 1

Their course of love, the tidings of her death :j

And here he writes that he did buy a poison
j

Of a poor ’pothecary, and therewithal

Came to this vault to die,, and lie with Juliet, ft

Where be these enemies? Capuletl Moil
gue

!

See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate, I

That heaven finds means to kill your joys v|

love.

And I for winking at your discords too

Have lost a brace of kinsmen : all are punish’i

Cap. O brother Montague, give me thy ha:

This is my daughter’s jointure, for no more

Can I demand.
Mon. But I can give thee more

:

For I will raise her statue in pure gold

;

That while Verona by that name is known,

There shall no figure at such rate be set

As that of true and faithful Juliet.

Cap. As rich shall Romeo’s by his lady s li

Poor sacrifices of our enmity

!

Prince. A glooming peace this morning v

it brings;

The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad thinj

Some shall be pardon’d, and some punished

For never was a story of more woe
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. {.Exeunt.



TIMON OF ATHENS
DRAMATIS PERSONAS.

Timon, of Athens.
Lucius,

]
Lucullus, > flattering lords.

5EMPRONIUS, J
Pentidius, one of Timon’s false friends.
\lcibiades, an Athenian captain.
\pemantus, a churlish philosopher.

,

Flavius, steward to Timon.
Poet, Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant.
\n old Athenian.
Flaminius,

]
1/UCilius, > servants to Timon.
jervilius, j

CAPHIS, 'j

Philotus, I

Lucius, r servants to Timon’s creditors.

Hortensius, I

And others, >

A Page. A Fool. Three Strangers.

Phrynia, i
.

TimandraJ mistresses t0 Alcibiades.

Cupid and Amazons in the mask.
Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Ban-

ditti, and Attendants.

Scene : A thens, and the neighbouring woods.

ACT I.

se I. Athens. A hall in Timon!s house.

er Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and
others

,
at several doors.

't. Good day, sir.

!;2- I am glad you’re well.
•t. I have not seen you long : how goes the
world?
in. It wears, sir, as it grows.
A

#

Ay, that’s well known

:

ffiat particular rarity? what strange,
-t manifold record not matches? See,
; of bounty ! all these spirits thy power
conjured to attend. I know the merchant.
n. I know them both

; th’ other’s a jeweller.
K O, ’tis a worthy lord.

t
Nay, that’s most fix’d.

A most incomparable man, breathed, as
t were, Ic
untirable and continuate goodness

:

isses.

k I have a jewel here

—

I" O, pray, let’s see’t : for the Lord Timon,
iir?

If he will touch the estimate : but, for
hat

—

t. [Reciting to himself] 1 When we for re-
:ompense have praised the vile,
ns the glory in that happy verse
i aptly sings the good.’
'• ’Tis a good form.

.
[Looking at thejewel.

'• And rich: here is a water, look ye.
.You are rapt, sir, in some work, some

dedication

: great lord.

A thing slipp’d idly from me. 20
iesy is as a gum, which oozes
whence ’tis nourish’d : the fire i’ the flint
not till it be struck ; our gentle flame
ces itself and like the current flies
x>und it chafes. What have you there?

Pain. A pidture, sir. When comes your book
forth ?

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, sir.
Let’s see your piece.
P

% #

’Tis a good piece.
Poet. So ’tis : this comes off well and excellent.
Pain. Indifferent.
Poet.

*
Admirable : how this grace 30

Speaks his own standing ! what a mental power
This eye shoots forth ! how big imagination
Moves in this lip! to the dumbness of the gesture
One might interpret.

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life.

Here is a touch; is ’t good?
Poet' I will say of it,

It tutors nature : artificial strife

Lives in these touches, livelier than life.

Enter certain Senators, andpass over.

Pain. How this lord is follow’d !

Poet. The senators of Athens : happy man !

Pain. Look, more
! 4 x

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood
of visitors.

I have, in this rough work, shaped out a man,
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug
With amplest entertainment : my free drift
Halts not particularly, but moves itself
In a wide sea of wax : no levell’d malice
Infedts one comma in the course I hold

;

But flies an eagle flight, bold and forth on,
Leaving no tradl behind. 5Q
Pain. How shall I understand you?
Poet. I will unbolt to you.

You see how all conditions, how all minds,
As well of glib and slippery creatures as
Of grave and austere quality, tender down
Their services to Lord Timon : his large fortune
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance
All sorts of hearts

;
yea, from the glass-faced flat-

terer

To Apemantus, that few things loves better
Than to abhor himself : even he drops down 60
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The knee before him and returns in peace

Most rich in Timon’s nod.

Pain. I saw them speak together.

Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant

hill
, , ,

Feign’d Fortune to be throned : the base o the

mount
Is rank’d with all deserts, all kind of natures,

That labour on the bosom of this sphere

To propagate their states : amongst them all,

Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix’d,

One do I personate of Lord Timon’s frame,

Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her

;

Whose present grace to present slaves and serv-

ants
^

7 1

Translates his rivals.

Pain. ’Tis conceived to scope.

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks,

With one man beckon’d from the rest below,

Bowing his head against the steepy mount

To climb his happiness, would be well express d

In our condition.

Poet. Nay, sir, but hear me on.

All those which were his fellows but of late.

Some better than his value' on the moment 79

Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance,

Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear,

Make sacred even his stirrup, and through him
Drink the free air.

Pain. Ay, marry, what of these ?

Poet. When Fortune in her shift and change

of mood*
Spurns down her late beloved, all his dependants

Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s top

Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down,

Not one accompanying his declining foot.

Pain. ’Tis common

:

A thousand moral paintings I can show 90

That shall demonstrate these quick blows of

Fortune’s
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well

To show Lord Timon that mean eyes have seen

The foot above the head.

Trumpets sound. Enter Lord Timon, address-

ing himself courteously to every suitor; a

MessengerfromVentidius talking with him ;

Lucilius and other servantsfollowing.

Tim. Imprison’d is he, say you?

Mess. Ay, my good lord: five talents is his

debt,
. .

!
His means most short, his creditors most strait:

Your honourable letter he desires

To those have shut him up ;
which failing,

Periods his comfort.
#

Tim. Noble Ventidius ! Well;

I am not of that feather to shake off 100

My friend when he must need me. I do know
him

A gentleman that well deserves a help

:

Which he shall have : I’ll pay the debt, and free

him.
Mess. Your lordship ever binds him.

Tim. Commend me to him: I will send his

ransom

;

And being enfranchised, bid him come to me.

’Tis not enough to help the feeble up,

But to support him after. Fare'you well.

Mess. All happiness to your honour !
{Exit.

Enter an old Athenian.

Old A th. Lord Timon, hear me speak.

Tim. Freely, good father.

Old A th. Thou hast a servant named Lucil

Tim. I have so: what of him?
Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the ;

before thee.

Tim. Attends he here, or no? Lucilius!

Luc. Here, at your lordship’s service. -
..

Old A th. This fellow here, Lord Timon,

thy creature,

By night frequents my house.
.

I am a man
_

That from my first have been inclined to thri:

And my estate deserves an heir more raised

Than one which holds a trencher.
'

1f

'

Tim. Well
;
what further?

Old A th. One only daughter have I, no

else,

On whom I may confer what I have got : a
The maid is fair, 0’ the youngest for a bride,

And I have bred her at my dearest cost
. J

In qualities of the best. This man of thine

Attempts her love : I prithee, noble lord, m

J oin with me to forbid him her resort

;

Myself have spoke in vain.

Tim. The man is honest.

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon:
His honesty rewards him in itself

;

It must not bear my daughter. '*

Tim. Does she love 1

Old A th. She is young and apt
: 4

Our own precedent passions do instruct us

What levity’s in youth. j
Tim. {To Lucilius\ Love you the maid?

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts <

Old Ath. If in her marriage my consen

missing,
_

I call the gods to witness, I will choose w
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the worh

And dispossess her all.
.

>

Tim. How shall she be endo’

If she be mated with an equal husband? J
Old Ath. Three talents on the present

future, all.

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath servec

long: ,. ,

To build his fortune I will strain a little,

For ’tis a bond in men. Give him thy daugr.

What you bestow, in him I’ll counterpoise,

And make him weigh with her.
..Jr

Old A th. Most noble lo:

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. *

Tim. My hand to thee ;
mine honour or

promise.

Luc. Humbly I thank your lordship: n

may
That state or fortune fall into my keeping,

Which is not owed to you ! M
{Exeunt Lucilius and Old Atfie*

Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live

lordship!’ „ ,
.

Tim. I thank you; you shall hear fron

anon : c .

Go not away. What have you there, my in

Pain. A piece of painting, which I do bes

Your lordship to accept.
t

Tim. Painting is welcome.

The painting is almost the natural man

;
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ince dishonour traffics with man’s nature,
but outside : these pencill’d figures are
such as they give out. I like your work ;

/ou shall find I like it: wait attendance 161
ou hear further from me.
ln. ' The gods preserve ye !

n. Well fare you, gentleman
:
give me your

hand

;

tust needs dine together. Sir, your jewel
suffer’d under praise.

v. What, my lord ! dispraise?
n. A mere satiety of commendations,
lould pay you for’t as ’tis extoll’d,

aid unclew me quite.

’j.
t

My lord, ’tis rated
ose which sell would give: but you well
enow,
s of like value differing in the owners 170
rized by their masters : believe ’t, dear lord,

lend the jewel by the wearing it.

1. Well mock’d.
No, my good lord; he speaks the com-

non tongue,
1 all men speak with him.
l. Look, who comes here: will you be
hid?

Enter Apemantus.
». We’ll bear, with your lordship.

He ’ll spare none,
r. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus 1

m. Till I be gentle, stay thou for thy
pod morrow

;

thou art Timon’s dog, and these knaves
onest. t8o
Why dost thou call them knaves? thou

now’st them not.

m. Are they not Athenians?
Yes.

xn. Then I repent not.

. You know me, Apemantus?
n. Thou know’st I do : I call’d thee by
me.

. Thou art proud, Apemantus.
n. Of nothing so much as that I am not
mon. 1go
. Whither art going?
n. To knock out an honest Athenian’s

That’s a deed thou ’It die for.

n. Right, if doing nothing be death by

. How likest thou this pidture, Apeman-

n. The best, for the innocence.
• Wrought he not well that painted it? 200
k. He wrought better that made the
; and yet he’s but a filthy piece of work.

You’re a dog.
k. Thy mother’s of my generation : what’s
[ be a dog ?

Wilt dine with me, Apemantus?
't. No ; I eat not lords.

An thou shouldst, thou ’Idst anger ladies.

O, they eat lords
; so they come by

allies. .210
That’s a lascivious apprehension.

t. So thou apprehendest it: take it for
)ur.

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Ape-
mantus?
Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing, which

will not cost a man a doit.

Tim. What dost thou think ’tis worth?
Apem. Not worth my thinking. How now,

poet
! 220

Poet. How now, philosopher !

Apem. Thou liest.

Poet. Art not one ?

Apem. Yes.
Poet. Then I lie not.
Apem. Art not a poet?
Poet. Yes.
Apem. Then thou liest : look in thy last work,

where thou hast feigned him a worthy fellow.
Poet. That’s not feigned; he is so. 230
Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay

thee for thy labour : he that loves to be flattered
is worthy o’ the flatterer. Heavens, that I were
a lord

!

Tim. What wouldst do then, Apemantus?
Apem. E’en as Apemantus does now ; hate a

lord with my heart.
Tim. What, thyself?
Apem. Ay.
Tim. Wherefore? 240
Apem. fThat I had no angry wit to be a lord.

Art not thou a merchant ?

Mer. Ay, Apemantus.
Apem. Traffic confound thee, if the gods will

not

!

Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it.

Ape7n. Traffic’s thy god; and thy god con-
found thee

!

Trumpet sounds. Enter a Messenger.
Tim. What trumpet ’s that ?

Mess. ’Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty horse,
All of companionship. 251
Tim. Pray, entertain them; give them guide

to us.
_

[.Exeunt some A ttendants.
You must needs dine with me

:
go not you hence

Till I have thank’d you: when dinner’s done,
Show me this piece. I am joyful of your sights.

Enter Alcibiades, with the rest.

Most welcome, sir

!

Apem. So, so, there !

Aches contract and starve your supple joints !

That there should be small love ’mongst these
sweet knaves,

And all this courtesy ! The strain of man’s bred
out

Into baboon and monkey. 260
A Icib. Sir, you have saved my longing, and I

feed
Most hungerly on your sight.

Pirn- Right welcome, sir

!

Ere we depart, we’ll share a bounteous time
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in.

[•Exeunt all except Apemantzts.

Enter two Lords.

First Lord. What time o’ day is ’t, Apemantus?
Apem. Time to be honest.
First Lord. That time serves still.

Apem,. The more accursed thou, that still

omitt’st it.



Sec. Lord. Thou art going to Lord Timon’s

feast? V°
Apem. Ay, to see meat fill knaves and wine

heat fools. „ _ . ..

Sec. Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well.

Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me farewell twice.

Sec. Lord. Why, Apemantus?
Apem. Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for

I mean to give thee none.

First Lord. Hang thyself!

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding

:

make thy requests to thy friend.

Sec. Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or 1 11

spurn thee hence !
2& 1

Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels o the

ass.
[Exit.

First Lord. He’s opposite to humanity.

Come, shall we in,

And taste Lord Timon’s bounty? he outgoes

The very heart of kindness.

Sec. Lord. He pours it out; Plutus, the god

of gold,
Is but his steward : no meed, but he repays

Sevenfold above itself; no gift to him,

But breeds the giver a return exceeding 290

All use of quittance.

First Lord. The noblest mind he carries

That ever govern’d man.
Sec. Lord. Long may he live in fortunes!

Shall we in?

First Lord. I ’ll keep you company.
{Exeunt

.

Scene II. A banqueting-room in Timon's
house.

Hautboys playing loud music. A great banquet

served, in; Flavius and others attending

;

then enter Lord Timon, Alcibiades, Lords,

. Senators, and Ventidius. Then comes
,
drop-

ping after all
,
Apemantus, discontentedly,

like himself.

Ven. Most honour’d Timon,

It hath pleased the gods to remember my father’s

age,

And call him to long peace.

He is gone happy, and has left me rich

:

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound

To your free heart, I do return those talents,

Doubled with thanks and service, from whose help

I derived liberty.

Tim. O, by no means,

Honest Ventidius
;
you mistake my love ;

I gave it freely ever ;
and there ’s none 10

Can truly say he gives, if he receives

:

If our betters play at that game, we must not dare

To imitate them ;
faults that are rich are fair.

Ven. A noble spirit

!

Tim. Nay, my lords,
_

[They all stand ceremoniously looking

on Timon.

Ceremony was but devised at first

To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,

Recanting goodness, sorry ere ’tis shown

;

But where there is true friendship, there needs

none.
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes

Than my fortunes to me. {They sit. 20

First Lord. My lord, we always have

fess’d it.

Apem. Ho, ho, confess’d it ! bang’d it, 1

you not?
Tim. O, Apemantus, you are welcome.

Apem. Nj

You shall not make me welcome

:

I come to have thee thrust me out of doors.

Tim. Fie, thou ’rt a churl; ye’ve got a hur

there
Does not become a man ;

’tis much to blame.

They say, my lords, ‘ira furor brevis est;’

yond man is ever angry. Go, let him ha’

table by himself, for he does neither affedt <

pany, nor is he fit for’t, indeed.

Apem. Let me stay at thine apperil, Tin

I come to observe ; I give thee warning on’t.

Tim. I take no heed of thee; thou’r

Athenian, therefore welcome : I myself w
have no power

;
prithee, let my meat make

silent.

Apem. I scorn thy meat ; twould choke

for I should ne’er flatter thee. O you gods,i

a number of men eat Timon, and he sees ’em

It grieves me to see so many dip their me

.one man’s blood; and all the madness is

cheers them up too.

I wonder men dare trust themselves with me

Methinks they should invite them without kni

Good for their meat, and safer for their lives.

There’s much example for’t; the fellow that

next him now, parts bread with him, pledges

breath of him in a divided draught, is the reai

man to kill him : ’t has been proved. If I

a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals;

Lest they should spy my windpipe’s dange

notes

:

Great men should drink with harness on

throats.

Tim. My lord, in heart ;
and let the h<

go round. J
Sec. Lord. Let it flow this way, my good

Apem. Flow this way! A brave fellow

keeps his tides well. Those healths will r

thee and thy state look ill, Timon. Here s

which is too weak to be a sinner, honest w
which ne’er left man i’ the mire :

This and my food are equals ;
there ’s no ode

Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gc

Apemantus’ grace.

Immortal gods, I crave no pelf;

I pray for no man but myself:

Grant I may never prove so fond,

To trust man on his oath or bond;

Or a harlot, for her weeping

;

Or a dog, that seems a-sleeping

;

Or a keeper with my freedom

;

Or my friends, if I should need ’em.

Amen. So fall to ’t:

Rich men sin, and I eat root.

{Eats and dr

Much good fdich thy good heart, Apemantu

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart s n

field now.
A Icib. My heart is ever at your service

lord. . , , e

Tim. You had rather be at a breakfa,

enemies than a dinner of friends.
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'ib. So they were bleecling-new, my lord,

’s no meat like ’em : I could wish my best
l at such a feast.

?m. Would all those flatterers were thine
;es then, that then thou mightst kill ’em and
e to ’em

!

st Lord. Might we but have that happi-
my lord, that you would once use our

;, whereby we might express some part of
eals, we should think ourselves for ever
L 90

0, no doubt, my good friends, but the
hemselves have provided that I shall have
help from you: how had you been my

s else ? why have you that charitable title

housands, did not you chiefly belong to my
I have told more of you to myself than

tn with modesty speak in your own behalf

;

ius far I confirm you. O you gods, think
it need we have any friends, if we should
lave need of ’em? they were the most need-
eatures living, should we ne’er have use for
nd would most resemble sweet instruments
ip in cases that keep their sounds to them-
Why, I have often wished myself poorer,
might come nearer to you. We are born
benefits : and what better or properer can
l our own than the riches of our friends?
at a precious comfort ’tis, to have so many,
others, commanding one another’s fortunes !

,
e’en made away ere ’t can be born

!

:yes cannot hold out water, methinks: to
their faults, I drink to you.
w. Thou weepest to make them drink,

Lord. Joy had the like conception in our
yes

that instant like a babe sprung up.
n. Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe a
istard.

d Lord. I promise you, my lord, you
oved me much.
n. Much

! [Tucket, 'within.
What means that trump?

Enter a Servant.

How now? 120
Please you, my lord, there are certain

lost desirous of admittance.
Ladies ! what are their wills?
There comes with them a forerunner,

i, which bears that office, to signify their
JS.

I pray, let them be admitted

Music. Re-enter Cupid, with a mask of Ladies
as Amazons

, with lutes in their hands
, danc-

ing andplaymg.

Apein. Hoy-day, what a sweep of vanity comes
this way

!

They dance ! they are mad women.
Like madness is the glory of this life,

As this pomp shows to a little oil and root. 140We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves;
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men
Upon whose age we void it up again,
With poisonous spite and envy.
Who lives that’s not depraved or depraves?
Who dies, that bears not one spurn to their graves
Of their friends’ gift?
I should fear those that dance before me nowWould one day stamp upon me :

’t has been done

;

Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 150

The Lords rise from table
,
with much adoring

ofTimon ; and to show their loves
,
each singles

out an Amazon, and all dance
,
men with

women, a lofty strain or two to the hautboys
,and cease.

Tim.^ You have done our pleasures much grace,
fair ladies,

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment,
Which was not half so beautiful and kind

;

You have added worth unto ’t and lustre,
And entertain’d me with mine own device

;

I am to thank you for ’t.

First Lady. My lord, you take us even at the
best.

Apem. ’Faith, for the worst is filthy; and
would not hold taking, I doubt me.
Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends

™ you: 160
Please you to dispose yourselves.
All Ladies. Most thankfully, my lord.

IExeunt Cupid and Ladies.
Tim. Flavius,
Flav. My lord ?

Tim. The little casket bring me hither.
Flav. Yes, my lord. More jewels yet

!
[Aside.

There is no crossing him in ’s humour ;

Else I should tell him,—well, i’ faith, I should,
When all’s spent, he ’Id be cross’d then, an he

could.
’Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind.
That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind.

First Lord. Where be our men ?

Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness.
Sec. Lord. Our horses !

[Exit.
171

Enter Cupid.

Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all
his bounties taste ! The five best senses
ledge thee their patron

; and come freely
alate thy plenteous bosom : th’ ear, 13

1

couch and smell, pleased from thy table
e;

ily now come but to feast thine eyes.
They’re welcome all; let ’em have kind

mittance

:

nake their welcome
! [Exit Cupid.

Lord. You see, my lord, how ample
a re beloved.

Re-enter Flavius, with the casket.

Tim. O my friends,
I have one word to say to you : look you, my

good lord,

I must entreat you, honour me so much
As to advance this jewel ; accept it and wear it

Kind my lord.

First Lord. I am so far already in your gifts,

—

All. So are we all.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the
senate 180
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Newly alighted, and come to visit you.

Tun. They are fairly welcome.

Flav. I beseech your honour,

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near.

Tim. Near ! why then, another time I’ll hear

thee

:

I prithee, let’s be provided to show them enter-

tainment.

Flav.
[Aside] I scarce know how.

Enter a second Servant.

Sec. Serv. May it please your honour, Lord

Lucius,

Out of his free love, hath presented to you

Four milk-white horses, trapp’d in silver.

Tint. I shall accept them fairly ; let the presents

Be worthily entertain’d.

Enter a third Servant.

How now ! what news? 191

Third Serv. Please you, my lord, that honour-

able gentleman, Lord Lucullus,. entreats your

company to-morrow to hunt with him, and has sent

your honour two brace of greyhounds.

Tim. I’ll hunt with him ; and let them be re-

ceived,

Not without fair reward.

Flav. [Aside] What will this come to?

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts,

And all out of an empty coffer

:

Nor will he know his purse, or yield me this, 300

To show him what a beggar his heart is,

Being of no power to make his wishes good

:

His promises fly so beyond his state

That what he speaks is all in debt; he owes

For every word ; he is so kind that he now

Pays interest for’t ;
his land’s put to their books.

Well, would I were gently put out of office

Before I were forced out

!

Happier is he that has no friend to feed

Than such that do e’en enemies exceed. 210

I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit.

Tim. You do yourselves

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own
merits

:

Here, my lord, a trifle of our love.

Sec. Lord. With more than common thanks I

will receive it. _ ,
.

Third Lord. 0
,
he’s the very soul of bounty

!

Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave

Good words the other day of a bay courser

I rode on : it is yours, because you liked it.

Sec. Lord. O, I beseech you, pardon me, my
lord, in that. . .

Tim. You may take my word, my lord ;
1 know,

no man 220

Can justly praise but what he does affect

:

I weigh my friend’s affeCtion with mine own;

I’ll tell you true. I ’ll call to you.

All Lords. O, none so welcome.

Tim. I take all and your several visitations

So kind to heart, ’tis not enough to give
; #

Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends.

And ne’er be weary. Alcibiades,

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich

;

It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living

Is ’mongst the dead, and all the lands thou hast

Lie in a pitch’d field.

^

Alcib. Ay, defiled land, my lord. 231

First Lord. We are so virtuously bound

Tim. A:

Am I to you.
Sec. Lord. So infinitely endear d—
Tint. All to you. Lights, more lights

!

First Lord. The best of happi

Honourand fortunes, keepwith you, LordTii

Tim. Ready for his friends.

[Exeunt all but Apemantus and Ti

Apem. What a coil’s 1

Serving of becks and jutting-out of bums

!

I doubt whether their legs be worth the sum

That are given for ’em. Friendship ’s full of d

Methinks, false hearts should never have s

Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not st

I would be good to thee. j
Apern. No, I ’ll nothing : for if I should be b

too, there would be none left to rail upon

and then thou wouldstsin the faster. Thoug

so long, Timon, I fear me thou wilt give

thyself in paper shortly : what need these f<

pomps and vain-glories ?

Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail on sc

once, I am sworn not to give regard to

Farewell ;
and come with better music. b

Apem. So;
Thou wilt not hear me now ;

thou shalt not 1

I ’ll lock thy heaven from thee.

O, that men’s ears should be 1

To counsel deaf, but not to flattery ! b

ACT II.

Scene I. A Senator's house.

Enter Senator, with papers in his ham

Sen. And late, five thousand : to Varro a

Isidore

He owes nine thousand ;
besides my former

Which makes it five and twenty. Still in rr

Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ;
itwidn

If I want gold, steal but a beggar’s dog, _
And give it Timon, why, the dog coins golc

If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty ir

Better than he, why, give my horse to Tim

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straig

And able horses. No porter at his gate,

But rather one that smiles and still invites

All that pass by. It cannot hold; no reaso

Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho

!

Caphis, I say

!

Enter Caphis.

Caph. Here, sir ; what is your pleas

Sen. Get on your cloak, and haste you tc

Timon

;

Importune him for my moneys ;
be not cea

With slight denial, nor then silenced when-

‘ Commend me to your master’—and the cs

Plays in the right hand, thus : but tell him :

My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn

Out of mine own ;
his days and times are pi

And my reliances on his fradled dates

Have smit my credit : I love and honour hj

But must not break my back to heal his nn

Immediate are my needs, and my relief

Must not be toss’d and turn’d to me in wor|

But find supply immediate. Get you gone
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3°

t a most importunate aspedt,

ge of demand ; for, I do fear,

every feather sticks in his own wing,
Timon will be left a naked gull,

. flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone.
h. I go, sir.

‘ I go, sir 1
’—Take the bonds along with

ou,

ave the dates in compt.
h. I will, sir.

Go. [Exeunt.

II. The same. A hall in Timor?s house.

y Flavius, with many hills in his hand,

'ms. No care, no stop ! so senseless of ex-
snse,

e will neither know how to maintain it,

ase his flow of riot : takes no account
lings go from him, nor resumes no care
it is to continue : never mind
be so unwise, to be so kind,
hall be done ? he will not hear, till feel

:

be round with him, now he comes from
mting.

,
fie, fie

!

r Caphis, and the Servants ^/Isidore
and Varro.

a Good even, Varro t what,
ne for money ?

Serv. Is’t not your business too? io
. It is: and yours too, Isidore?
Serv. It is so.
. Would we were all discharged

!

Serv. I fear it.

. Here comes the lord.

r Timon, Alcibiades, and Lords, &>c.

So soon as dinner’s done, we’ll forth
ain,

ibiades. With me? what is your will?
My lord, here is a note of certain dues.
Dues ! Whence are you ?

Of Athens here, my lord.

Go to my steward.
. Please it your lordship, he hath put me off
succession of new days this month: 20
;ter is awaked by great occasion
upon his own, and humbly prays you
th your other noble parts you’ll suit

g him his right.

Mine honest friend,
e, but repair to me next morning.
Nay, good my lord,

—

Contain thyself, good friend.
Serv. One Varro’s servant, my good
d*—
Ferv. From Tsidore

;

tbly prays your speedy pa3-ment.
If you did know, my lord, my master’s

.nts

—

Serv. ’Twas due on forfeiture, my lord,
: weeks o0
it.

'

Serv. Your steward puts me off, my lord ;

ni sent expressly to your lordship.
Give me breath.

eech you, good my lords, keep on

;

I ’ll wait upon you instantly.

[Exeunt Alcibiades and Lords.
[To Flav.] Come hither: pray you,

How goes the world, that I am thus encounter’d
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds,
And the detention of long-since-due debts.
Against my honour?
Flay.

.
Please you, gentlemen, 40

The time is unagreeable to this business

:

Your importunacy cease till after dinner,
That I may make his lordship understand
Wherefore you are not paid.

Tim. Do so, my friends. See them well en-
tertain’d. [Exit.

Flatf. Pray, draw near. [Exit.

Eitter Apemantus and Fool.

Caph. Stay, stay, here comes the fool with
Apemantus: let’s ha’ some sport with ’em.
Var. Serv. Hang him, he ’ll abuse us.
Isid. Serv. A plague upon him, dog

! 50
Var. Serv. How dost, fool?
Apem. Dost dialogue with thy shadow?
Var. Serv. I speak not to thee.
Apem. No, ’tis to thyself. [To the Fool]

Come away.
Isid. Serv. There’s the fool hangs on your

back already.
Apem.

'

No, thou stand’st single, thou’rt not
on him yet.

Caph. Where ’s the fool now ?

Apem. He last asked the question. Poor
rogues, and usurers’ men ! bawds between gold
and want

!

All Serv. What are we, Apemantus?
Apem. Asses.
A ll Serv. Why ?

Apem. That you ask me what you are, and do
not know yourselves. Speak to ’em, fool.

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ?

All Serv. Gramercies, good fool: how does
your mistress ? 7Q

Fool. She ’s e’en setting on water to scald such
chickens as you are. Would we could see you at
Corinth

!

Apem. Good! gramercy.

Enter Page.

Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress’ page.
Page. [To the Fool] Why, how now, captain !

what do you in this wise company? How dost
thou, Apemantus?
Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth, that

I might answer thee profitably. 80
Page. Prithee, Apemantus, read me the su-

perscription of these letters : I know not which is

which.
Apem. Canst not read ?

Page. No.
Apem. There will little learning die then, that

day thou art hanged. This is to Lord Timon

;

this to Alcibiades. Go; thou wast born a bas-
tard, and thou’t die a bawd. 89
Page. Thou wast whelped a dog, and thou

shalt famish a dog’s death. Answer not ; I am
gone. [Exit.
Apem. E’en so thou outrunnest grace. Fool,

I will go with you to Lord Timon’s.
Fool. Will you leave me there ?
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Apem. If Timon stay at home. You three

serve three usurers ?

A ll Serv. Ay ; would they served us !

Apem. So would I,—as good a trick as ever

hangman served thief.
^

100

Fool. Are you three usurers’ men?
All Serv. Ay, fool.

Foal. I think no usurer but has a fool to his

servant : my mistress is one, and I am her fool.

When men come to borrow of your masters, they

approach sadly, and go away merry ; but they

enter my mistress’ house merrily, and go away

sadly: the reason of this?

Var. Serv. I could render one. 109

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee

a whore-master and a knave; which notwith-

standing, thou shalt be no less esteemed.

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool?

Fool A fool in good clothes, and something

like thee. Tis a spirit: sometime ’t appears like

a lord
;
sometime like a lawyer ;

sometime like

a philosopher, with two stones moe than’s arti-

ficial one: he is very often like a knight; and,

generally, in all shapes that man goes tip and

down in from fourscore to thirteen, this spirit

walks in.
,

121

Var. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool.

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man : as

much foolery as I have, so much wit thou lackest.

Apem. That answer might have become Ape-

mantus.
, T 1

All Serv. Aside, aside; here comes Lord li-

mon.

Flav. ’Tis all engaged, some forfeited and
*

And what remains will hardly stop the mou
Of present dues: the future comes apace:

What shall defend the interim ? and at lengt

How goes our reckoning ?
.

Tim. To Lacedaemon did my land extern

Flav. O my good lord, the world is
'

word

:

Were it all yours to give it in a breath,

How quickly were it gone !

Tim. You tell me true.

Flav. If you suspedl my husbandry or

hood,
Call me before the exadlest auditors

And set me on the proof. So the gods bles

When all our offices have been oppress’d

With riotous feeders, when our vaults have

With drunken spilth of wine, when every ro

Hath blazed with lights and bray’d with

strelsy,

I have retired me to a, wasteful cock.

And set mine eyes at flow.

Tim. Prithee, no more.

Flav. Heavens, have I said, the boui

this lord

!

How many prodigal bits have slaves and pe:

This night englutted ! Who is not Timon’s

What heart, head, sword, force, means,

Lord Timon’s?
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon

!

Ah, when the means are gone that buy this p

The breath is gone whereof this praise is m.

Feast-won, fast-lost ;
one cloud of winter she

These flies are couch’d.

Tim. Come, sermon me no fu

No villanous bounty yet hath pass’d my he

Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given.

Why dost thou weep? Canst thou the cons*

lack,
"

To think I shall lack friends? Secure thy

If I would broach the vessels of my love,

And try the argument of hearts by borrowi:

Men and men’s fortunes could I frankly us

As I can bid thee speak.

Flav. Assurance bless your thoi

Tim. And, in some sort, these wants of

are crown’d,
That I account them blessings ; for by thes

Shall I try friends
:
you shall perceive how

Mistake my fortunes; I am wealthy i

friends.

Within there ! Flaminius ! Servilius

!

Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and oth

Servants.

Re-enter Timon and Flavius.

Apem. Come with me, fool, come.

Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder bro-

ther and woman ;
sometime the philosopher. 131

[Exeunt Apemantus and Fool.

Flav. Pray you, walk near : I ’ll speak with

you anon. [Exeunt Servants.

Tim. You make me marvel: wherefore ere

this time
Had you not fully laid my state before me.

That I might so have rated my expense.

As I had leave of means?
Flav. You would not hear me,

At many leisures I proposed.

Tim. Go to :

Perchance some single vantages you took,

When my indisposition put you back

;

And that unaptness made your minister, 140

Thus to excuse yourself.

Flav. O my good lord,

At many times I brought in my accounts.

Laid them before you ;
you would throw them oft,

And say, you found them in mine honesty.

When, for some trifling present, you have bid me
Return so much, I have shook my head and weDt

;

Yea, ’gainst the authority of manners, pray’d you

To hold your hand more close : I did endure

Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have

Prompted you in the ebb of your estate 150

And your great flow of debts. My loved lord,

f Though you hear now, too late—yet now’s a

time

—

The greatest of your having lacks a half

To pay your present debts.

Tim. Let all my land be sold.

Servants. My lord? my lord?

Tim. I will dispatch you severally; j

Lord Lucius; to Lord Lucullus you: I 1

with his honour to-day: you, to Sempr

commend me to their loves, and, I am prou<

that my occasions have found time to use *

ward a supply of money : let the request l

talents.

Flam

.

As you have said, my lord.

Flav. [Aside] Lord Lucius and Luc

hum

!

Tim. Go you, sir, to the senators

—

Of whom, even to the state’s best health, I
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ved this hearing— bid ’em send o’ the

nstant

rsand talents to me.
v. I have been bold-r-

at I knew it the most general way

—

:m to use your signet and your name ; 210
-ey do shake their heads, and I am here
her in return.

1. Is’t true? can’t be?
v. They answer, in a joint and corporate
oice,

iow they are at fall, want treasure, cannot
hat they would; are sorry—you are hon-
urable,

—

t they could have wish’d—theyknow not

—

hing hath been amiss—a noble nature
:atch a wrench—would all were well

—
’tis

ity ;—

•

>, intending other serious matters,
listasteful looks and these hard fractions,

ertain half-caps and cold-moving nods
roze me into silence.

,. You gods, reward them

!

1, man, look cheerly. These old fellows
:heir ingratitude in them hereditary :

flood is caked, ’tis cold, it seldom flows;
:k of kindly warmth they are not kind

;

iture, as it grows again toward earth,
ion’d for the journey, dull and heavy.
SVra] Go to Ventidius. [To Flavi\ Pri-
lee, be not sad, 229
rt true and honest ; ingeniously I speak,
me belongs to thee. [To Ser.] Yentidius
tely

his father; by whose death he’s stepp’d
jreat estate : when he was poor,
m’d and in scarcity of friends,
d him with five talents

:
greet him from

e ; v
a suppose some good necessity
:s his friend, which craves to be remem-
:r’d

lose five talents [Exit Ser.\ [To Flav. ]

hat had, give’t these fellows
>m ’tis instant due. Ne’er speak, or think,
imon’s fortunes ’mong his friends can sink.
. I would I could not think it: that
ought is bounty’s foe ;

fee itself, it thinks all others so. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

ene I. A room in L ucullus house.

nius waiting. Enter a Servant to him.

I have told my lord of you ; he is coming
)wn to you.
t. I thank you, sir.

Enter Lucullus.

Here ’s my lord.

1. [Aside] One of Lord Timon’s men? a
varrant. Why, this hits right ; I dreamt
ver basin and ewer to-night. Flaminius,
Flaminius

;
you are very respectively wel-

ir. Fill me some wine. [Exit Servant.]

>w does that honourable, complete, free-
gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful

rd and master? ti

Flam. His health is well, sir.

_

Lucid. I am right glad that his health is well,
sir : and what hast thou there under thy cloak,
pretty Flaminius?
Flam. ’Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir;

which, in my lord’s behalf, I come to entreat your
honour to supply

; who, having great and instant
occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to your
lordship to furnish him, nothing doubting your
present assistance therein. 21
Lucul. La, la, la, la! ‘nothing doubting,’ says

he? Alas, good lord! a noble gentleman ’tis, if

he would not keep so good a house. Many a
time and often I ha’ dined with him, and told him
on’t, and come again to supper to him, of purpose
to have him spend less, and yet he would em-
brace no counsel, take no warning by my coming.
Every man has his fault, and honesty is his : I

ha’ told him on’t, but I could ne’er get him
from’t. 31

Re-enter Servant, with wine.

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine.
Lucul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always

wise. Here ’s to thee.

Flam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure.
Lucid. I have observed thee always for a

towardly prompt spirit—give thee thy due—and
one that knows what belongs to reason; and
canst use the time well, if the time use thee well

:

good parts in thee. [To Serv.] Get you gone,
sirrah [Exit Serv.]. Draw nearer, honest Flami-
nius.

.

Thy lord’s a bountiful gentleman: but thou
art wise ; and thou knowest well enough, although
thou comest to me, that this is no time to lend
money, especially upon bare friendship, without
security. Here’s three solidares for thee: good
boy, wink at me, and say thou sawest me not.
Fare thee well.

Flam. Is’t possible the world should so much
differ,

And we alive that lived? Fly, damned baseness,
To him that worships thee

! 51
[Throwing the money lack.

Lucid. Ha! now I see thou art a fool, and fit

for thy master. [Exit.
Flam. May these add to the number that may

scald thee

!

Let molten coin be thy damnation,
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself

!

Has friendship such a faint and milky heart.
It turns in less than two nights? O you gods,
I feel my master’s passion ! this slave,

Unto his honour, has my lord’s meat in him : 60
Why should it thrive and turn to nutriment.
When he is turn’d to poison?
O, may diseases only work upon’t

!

And, when he’s sick to death, let not that part of
nature

Which my lord paid for, be of any power
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! [Exit.

Scene II. A publicplace.

Enter Lucius, with three Strangers.

Luc., Who, the Lord Timon? he is my very
good friend, and an honourable gentleman.
First Stran. We know him for no less, though

we are but strangers to him. But I can tell you
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one thing, my lord, and which I hear from com-

mon rumours : now Lord Timon s happy hours

are done and past, and his estate shrinks from

him.
,

.

Luc. Fie, no, do not believe it ; he cannot

want for money. *°

Sec. Strati. But believe you this, my lord,

that, not long ago, one of his men was with the

Lord Lucullus to borrow so many talents, nay,

urged extremely for’t and showed what necessity

belonged to’t, and yet was denied.

Luc. How ! . ,

Sec. Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord.

Luc. What a strange case was that ! now,

before the gods, I am ashamed on’t. Denied

that honourable man ! there was very little hon-

our showed in’t. For my own part, I must needs

confess, I have received some small kindnesses

from him, as money, plate, jewels and such-like

trifles, nothing comparing to his
;

yet, had he

mistook him and sent to me, I should ne er have

denied his occasion so many talents.

Enter Servilius.

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder’s my lord; I

have sweat to see his honour. My honoured

lord— VTo Lucius.

Luc. Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare

thee well ; commend me to thy honourable virtu-

ous lord, my very exquisite friend.

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hath

sent— ,

Luc. Ha ! what has he sent? I am bo much
endeared to that lord ; he ’s ever sending : how

shall I thank him, thinkest thou? And what has

he sent now ?

Ser. Has only sent his present occasion now,

my lord ;
requesting your lordship to supply his

instant use with so many talents. 4*

Luc. I know his lordship is but merry with

me >

fHe cannot want fifty five hundred talents.

Ser. But in the mean time he wants less, my
lord.

If his occasion were not virtuous,

I should not urge it half so faithfully.

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius?

Ser. Upon my soul, ’tis true, sir.
#

Luc. What a wicked beast was I to disfurnish

myself against such a good time, when I might

ha’ shown myself honourable ! how unluckily it

happened, that I should purchase the day before

for a little part, and undo a great deal of honour

!

Servilius, now, before the gods, I am not able

to do,—the more beast, I say

I

was sending to

use Lord Timon myself, these gentlemen can

witness ;
but I would not, for the wealth ofAthens,

I had done’t now. Commend me bountifully to

his good lordship; and I hope his honour will

conceive the fairest of me, because I have no

power to be kind : and tell him this from me, I

count it one of my greatest afflictions, say,- that I

cannot pleasure such an honourable gentleman.

Good Servilius, will you befriend me so far, as to

use mine own words to him?

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall.

Luc I ’ll look you out a good turn, Servilius.

[Exit Servilius.

True, as you said, Timon is shrunk indeed

;

And he that ’s once denied will hardly speec

First Stran. Do you observe this, Host

Sec. Stran. Ay, too we

First Stran, Why, this is the world’s

and just of the same piece

Is every flatterer’s spirit. Who can call hir

His friend that dips in the same dish? for, i

My knowing, Timon has been this lord’s fat

And kept his credit with his purse,

Supported his estate ; nay, Timon’s money
Has paid his men their wages : he ne’er drii

But Timon’s silver treads upon his lip

;

And yet—O, see the monstrousness of man
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape !-

He does deny him, in respedt of his,

What charitable men afford to beggars.

Third Stran. Religion groans at it.

First Stran. For mine own

I never tasted Timon in my life,

Nor came any of his bounties over me,

To mark me for his friend
;
yet, I protest,

For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue

And honourable carriage,

Had his necessity made use of me,

I would have put my wealth into donation,

And the best half should have return’d to hi

So much I love his heart : but, I perceive,

Men must learn now with pity to dispense;

For policy sits above conscience. [Ex

Scene III. A room in Sempronius' h&

Enter Sempronius, and a Servant ofTim

Sem. Must he needs trouble me in ’t,—

—’bove all others?

He might have tried Lord Lucius or Lucull

And now Ventidius is wealthy too,

Whom he redeem’d from prison; all these

Owe their estates unto him.

Serv. My lord,

They have all been touch’d and found base i

for

They have all denied him.

Sem. How ! have they denied

Has 'Ventidius and Lucullus denied him ?

And does he send to me? Three? hum
!

.

It shows but little love or judgement in him

Must I be his last refuge? His friends

physicians,

fThrive, give him over: must I take the

upon me ? #

Has much disgraced me in’t ; I ’m angry a

That might have known my place : I see no

for’t,
e .

But his occasions might have woo d me nrsi

For, in my conscience, I was the first man

That e’er received gift from him

:

And does he think so backwardly of me nov

That I ’ll requite it last? No

:

So it may prove an argument of laughter

To the rest, and ’mongst lords I be thought

I ’Id rather than the worth of thrice the sun

Had sent to me first, but for my mind’s sak

I’d such a courage to do him good. Bu

return, . .

And with their faint reply this answer join;

Who bates mine honour shall not know my^
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Excellent! Your lordship’s a goodly
The devil knew not what he did when

de man politic ; he crossed himself by ’t

:

:annot think but, in the end, the villanies

i will set him clear. How fairly this lord
to appear foul ! takes virtuous copies to

4
be

l, like those that under hot ardent zeal
set whole realms on fire

:

h a nature is his politic love,

as my lord’s best hope
; now all are fled,

nly the gods : now his friends are dead,
that were ne’er acquainted with their wards
a bounteous year, must be employ’d
3 guard sure their master. 40
lis is all a liberal course allows

;

annot keep his wealth must keep his house.
[Exit.

IV. The same. A hall in Timoifs house.

two Servants ofVarro, and the Servant
jcius, meeting Titus, Hortensius, and
'Servants of Timon’s creditors

, waiting
oming out.

t Var. Serv. Well met; good morrow,
itus and Hortensius.
The like to you, kind Varro.

Lucius

!

do we meet together?
Serv. Ay, and I think
siness does command us all

; for mine
ey.

So is theirs and ours.

Enter Philotus,

Serv. And Sir Philotus too

!

Good day at once.
Serv. Welcome, good brother,
o you think the hour?

Labouring for nine.
Serv. So much ?

Is not my lord seen yet?
Serv. Not yet.
I wonder on’t ; he was wont to shine at

ven. IO
Serv. Ay, but the days are wax’d shorter
th him

:

1st consider that a prodigal course
:he sun’s; but notj like his, recoverable,
is deepest winter in Lord Timon’s purse ;

one may reach deep enough, and yet
tie.

I am of your fear for that.
I ’ll show you how to observe a strange

ent.

rd sends now for money.
Most true, he does.

And he wears jewels now of Timon’s gift,
di I wait for money. 20

It is against my heart.
Serv. Mark, how strange it shows,
n this should pay more than he owes

:

n as if your lord should wear rich jewels,
id for money for ’em.
I ’m weary of this charge, the gods can

tness

:

my lord hath spent of Timon’s wealth,
•v ingratitude, makes it worse than stealth.

First Var. Serv. Yes, mine’s three thousand
crowns: what’s yours?

Luc. Serv. Five thousand mine.
First Var. Serv. ’Tis much deep : and it

should seem by the sum, 30
Your master’s confidence was above mine;
Else, surely, his had equall’d.

Enter Flaminius.

Tit. One of Lord Timon’s men.
Luc. Serv. Flaminius ! Sir, a word

:
pray, is

my lord ready to come forth ?

Flam. No, indeed, he is not.
Tit. We attend his lordship; pray, signify so

much.
Flam. I need not tell him that ; he knows you

are too diligent. [Exit. 40

Enter Flavius in a cloak
, muffled.

Luc. Serv. Ha ! is not that his steward muf-
fled so?

He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him.
Tit. Do you hear, sir?
Sec. Var. Serv. By your leave, sir,

—

Flav. What do ye ask of me, my friend ?
Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir.

Flav. Ay,
If money were as certain as your waiting,
Twere sure enough.
Why then preferr’d you not your sums and bills,
When your false masters eat ofmy lord’s meat ? 50
1 hen they could smile and fawn upon his debts
And take down the interest into their gluttonous

maws.
You do yourselves but wrong to stir me up;
Let me pass quietly

:

Believe t, my lord and I have made an end

;

I have no more to reckon, he to spend.
Luc. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve.
Flav. If ’twill not serve, ’tis not so base as you

;

For you serve knaves. [Exit.
First Var. Serv. How ! what does his cash-

iered worship mutter ? 61
Sec. Var. Serv. No matter what; he’s poor,

and that s S*evenge enough. Who can speak
broader than he that has no house to put his head
in? such may rail against great buildings.

Enter Servilius.

Tit. 0 , here’s Servilius; now we shall know
some answer.

Ser. If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to
repair some other hour, I should derive much
from’t; for, take’t of my soul, my lord leans
wondrously to discontent: his comfortable tem-
per has forsook him ; he’s much out of health, and
keeps his chamber.
Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers are

not sick

:

And, if it be so far beyond his health,
Methinks he should the sooner pay his debts.
And make a clear way to the gods.

Ser. Good gods

!

Tit. We cannot take this for answer, sir.

Flam. [ Within ] Servilius, help! My lord!
my lord

!
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Enter Timon, in a rage; Flaminiusfollowing.

Tim What, are my doors opposed againstmy
passage ? ,

,

80

Have I been ever free, and must my house

Be mv retentive enemy, my gaol ?

The place which I have feasted, does it now,

Like all mankind, show me an iron heart

.

Luc. Serv. Put in now, Titus.

Tit. My lord, here is my bill.

Luc . Serv. Here’s mine.

Hor. And mine, my lord.

Both Var. Serv. And ours, my lord.

Phi. All our bills. 9°

Tim. Knock me down with ’em : cleave me to

the girdle.

Luc. Serv. Alas, my lord,—

Tim. Cut my heart in sums.

Tit. Mine, fifty talents.

Tim. Tell out my blood.

Luc. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that. What

yours?—and yours?

First Var. Serv. My lord,-

Sec. Var. Serv. My lord,—

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods tail

\ T Knit. 100

And none but tyrants use it cruelly.

It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy

Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood,

Hath stepp’d into the law, which is past dep

To those that, without heed, do plunge into
’

He is a man, setting his fate aside,

Of comely virtues

:

Nor did he soil the fa<5l with cowardice—

An honour in him which buys out his fault—

But with a noble fury and fair spirit,

Seeing his reputation touch’d to death.

He did oppose his foe : |

And with such sober and unnoted passion I

He did behave his anger, ere ’twas spent, I

As if he had but proved an argument.

First Sen. You undergo too strict a pars

Striving to make an ugly deed look fair
*

Striving 10 IIUiK-C Ctii ugiy .

Your words have took such pains as if thel

bour’d

upon you !
[Exit. 100

Hor. ’Faith, I perceive our masters may thrownor. f aim, x , ;
' ,,

their caps at their money : these debts may well

be called desperate ones, for a madman owes em.
[Exeunt.

Re-enter Timon and Flavius.

Tim. They have e’en put my breath from me,

the slaves.

Creditors? devils!

Flav. My dear lord,

—

Tun. What if it should be so ?

Flav. My lord,—
Tim. I ’ll have it so. My steward

!

Flav. Here, my lord.
. U0

Tim. So fitly? Go, bid all my friends again,

Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius

:

All, sirrah, all

:

I’ll once more feast the rascals.

Flav. O my lord,

You only speak from your distracted soul

;

There is not so much left, to furnish out

A moderate table.

Tim. Be’t not in thy care
;
go,

I charge thee, invite them all : let in the tide

Of knaves once more ;
my cook and 1 11 provide.

[Exetcnt.

Scene V. The same. The senate-house.

The Senate sitting.

First Sen. My lord, you have my voice to it

;

the fault’s

Bloody ;
’tis necessary he should die

:

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy.

Sec. Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise him.

Enter Alcibiades, with Attendants,

Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to the

senate

!

First Sen. Now, captain?

A Icib. I am an humble suitor to your virtues ;

For pity is the virtue of the law,

Dour a
To bring manslaughter into form and set <

relling
, . . . , ,

Upon the head of valour ;
which indeed

Is valour misbegot and came into the world

When seCts and factions were newly born

:

He’s truly valiant that can wisely suffer

The worst that man can breathe, and mak

wrongs ... ,.

His outsides, to wear them like his ran

carelessly,

And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart,

To bring it into danger.

If wrongs be evils and enforce us kill,

What folly ’tis to hazard life for ill 1

Alcib. My lord,—
First Sen. You cannot make gros:

look clear

:

To revenge is no valour, but to bear.

Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, p;

me,
If I speak like a captain.

Why do fond men expose themselves to bat

And not endure all threats? sleep upon t,

And let the foes quietly cut their throats,

Without repugnancy? If there be

Such valour in the bearing, what make we

Abroad? why then, women are more valianl

That stay at home, if bearing carry it,

And the ass more captain than the lion, the

Loaden with irons wiser than the judge,

If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords,

As you are great, be pitifully good

:

Who cannot condemn rashness m cold bloo

To kill, I grant, is sin’s extremest gust

;

But, in defence, by mercy, ’tis most just.

To be in anger is impiety

;

But who is man that is not angry ?

Weigh but the crime with this.
.

Sec. Sen. You breathe in vain..

Alcib. In vain! his service

At Lacedaemon and Byzantium

Were a sufficient briber for his life.

First Sen. What’s that?

Alcib. I say, my lords, he has done la

vice,

And slain in fight many of your enemies:

How full of valour did he bear himself

In the last conflift, and made plenteous vrc

Sec. Sen. He has made too much plent



x sworn rioter : he has a sin that often

is him, and takes his valour prisoner

:

:e were no foes, that were enough 70
2rcome him : in that beastly fury
s been known to commit outrages,
herish fadtions : ’tis inferr’d to us,

lys are foul and his drink dangerous.
:t Sen. He dies.

lb.
.
Hard fate 1 he might have died in war.

rds, if not for any parts in him

—

;h his right arm might purchase his own
ime
je in debt to none—yet, more to move you,
ny deserts to his, and join ’em both:
or I know your reverend ages love 80
ty, I ’ll pawn my victories, all

mours to you, upon his good returns,
his crime he owes the law his life,

let the war receive ’t in valiant gore

;

w is stridl, and war is nothing more.
t Sen. We are for law : he dies

; urge it

0 more,
ight of our displeasure : friend or brother,
feits his own blood that spills another.
b. Must it be so ? it must not be. My lords,

iseech you, know me. 90
Sen. How

!

b. Call me to your remembrances.
'dSeu, What!
b. I cannot think but your age has forgot
le;

d not else be, I should prove so base,

,
and be denied such common grace

:

»unds ache at you.
t Sen. Do you dare our anger?
few words, but spacious in efifedt

;

nish thee for ever.

h. Banish me

!

your dotage ; banish usury,
lakes the senate ugly. 100
t Sen. If, after two days* shine, Athens
Dntain thee,

our weightier judgement. And, not to
veil our spirit,

.11 be executed presently.

{Exeunt Senators,
b. Now the gods keep you old enough;
lat you may live

1 bone, that none may look on you !

•rse than mad : I have kept back their foes,
they have told their money and let out
:oin.upon large interest, I myself
aly in large hurts. All those for this ?

the balsam that the usuring senate no
nto captains’ wounds? Banishment

!

is not ill
; I hate not to be banish’d

;

:ause worthy my spleen and fury,
may strike at Athens. I ’ll cheer up
contented troops, and lay for hearts,
nour with most lands to be at odds

;

s should brook as little wrongs as gods.

{Exit.

VI. The same. A banqueting-room in
Timon’s house.

Tables set out

:

Servants attending,
r divers Lords, Senators and others

, at
al doors.

ILord. The good time of day to you, sir.

Sec. Lord. I also wish it to you. I think this
honourable lord did but try us this other day.
First Lord. Upon that were my thoughts

tiring,, when we encountered : I hope it is not so
low with him as he made it seem in the trial of
his several friends.

.

Sec. Lord. It should not be, by the persua-
sion of his new feasting. 9
First Lord. I should think so : he hath sent

me an earnest inviting, which many my near
occasions did urge me to put off; but he hath
conjured me beyond them, and I must needs ap-
pear.

Sec. Lord. In like manner was I in debt to my
importunate business, but he would not hear my
excuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of
me, that my provision was out.
First Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I

understand how all things go. 20
Sec. Lord. Every man here’s so. What would

he have borrowed of you ?

First Lord. A thousand pieces.
Sec. Lord. A thousand pieces !

First Lord. What of you?
Sec. Lord. He sent to me, sir,—Here he comes.

Enter Timon and Attendants.

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both
; and

how fare you ?

First Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of
your lordship. 30

Sec. Lord. The swallow follows not summer
more willing than we your lordship.
Tun. [A side] Nor more willingly leaves win-

ter; such summer-birds are men. Gentlemen,
our dinner will not recompense this long stay:
feast your ears with the music awhile, if they will
fare so harshly o’ the trumpet’s sound ; we shall
to ’t presently.

First Lord. I hope it remains not unkindly
with your lordship that I returned you an empty
messenger. 4I
Tim. O, sir, let it not trouble you.
Sec. Lord. My noble lord,

—

Tim. Ah, my good friend, what cheer?

(

Sec. Lord. My most honourable lord, I am
e’en sick of shame, that, when your lordship this
other day sent to me, I was so unfortunate a
beggar.
Tim. Think not on’t, sir.

Sec. Lord. If you had sent but two hours be-
fore,—
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remem-

brance. {The banquet brought in .] Come, bring
in all together.

Sec. Lord. All covered dishes

!

FirstLord. Royal cheer, I warrant you.
ThirdLord. Doubt not that, if money and the

season can yield it.

First Lord. How do you? What’s the news?
Third Lord. Alcibiades is banished : hear you

of it? 6l
Firstand Sec. Lord. Alcibiades banished

!

Thtrd Lord. ’Tis so, be sure of it.

First Lord. How ! how !

See. Lord. I pray you, upon what?
Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near?
ThirdLord. I’ll tell you more anon. Here’s

a noble feast toward.

4 *



Sec. Lord. This is the old man still.

ThirdLord. Will ’t hold? will ’t hold? 70
Sec. Lord. It does : but time will—and so

—

ThirdLord. I do conceive.

Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spur as

he would to the lip of his mistress: your diet

shall be in all places alike. Make not a city

feast of it, to let the meat cool ere we can agree
upon the first place : sit, sit. The gods require

our thanks.

First Lord. Let’s make no stay.

Sec. Lord. Lord Timon’s mad.
ThirdLord. I feel’t upon my bones.

Fo7irth Lord. One day he gives us diamc

next day stones. IEx

ACT IV.

Scene I. Without the 'walls ofA then \

E7iter Timon.
You great benefaCtors, sprinkle our society with

thankfulness. For your own gifts, make your-
selves praised : but reserve still to give, lest your
deities be despised. Lend to each man enough,
that one need not lend to another; for, were your
godheads to borrow of men, men would forsake

the gods. Make the meat be beloved more than
the man that gives it. Let no assembly of twenty
be without a score of villains : if there sit twelve

women at the table, let a dozen of them be—as

they are. f The rest of your fees, O gods—the

senators ofAthens, together with the common lag

of people—what is amiss in them, you gods, make
suitable for destruction. For these my present

friends, as they are to me nothing, so in nothing
bless them, and to nothing are they welcome.

Uncover, dogs, and lap.

{The dishes are uticovered and seen to lefull
ofwarm water.

Some speak. What does his lordship mean ?

Some other. I know not.

Tim. May you a better feast never behold,

You knot of mouth-friends ! smoke and luke-warm
water

Is your perfection. This is Timon’s last ; 100
Who, stuck and spangled with your flatteries,

Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces

Your reeking villany.

[ Throwing the water in theirfaces.
Live loathed and long,

Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites,

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,

You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time’s flies,

Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks

!

Of man and beast the infinite malady
Crust you quite o’er ! What, dost thou go ?

Soft ! take thy physic first—thou too—and thou ;

—

Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none, iti

[ Throws the dishes at them ,
and drives
them out.

What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast,

Whereat a villain’s not a welcome guest.

Burn, house ! sink, Athens ! henceforth hated be
Of Timon man and all humanity ! [Exit

.

Tim. Let me look back upon thee. O >

wall,

That girdlest in those wolves, dive in the ea
And fence not Athens 1 Matrons, turn incc

ent !
*

Obedience fail in children ! slaves and fools,

Pluck the grave wrinkled senate from the be

And minister in their steads ! to general filtl

Convert o’ the instant, green virginity.

Do ’t in your parents’ eyes ! bankrupts, hold
Rather than render back, out with your kni

And cut your trusters’ throats ! bound serv

steal

!

Large-handed robbers your grave masters a
And pill by law. Maid, to thy master’s bee

Thy mistress is o’ the brothel ! Son of sixtt

Pluck the lined crutch from thy old limping
With it beat out his brains ! Piety, and fea

Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth,

Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourly
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades

Degrees, observances, customs, and laws,

Decline to your confounding contraries.

And let confusion live ! Plagues, incident to

Your potent and infectious fevers heap
%

On Athens, ripe for stroke ! Thou cold scia

Cripple our senators, that their limbs may 1

As lamely as their manners ! Lust and libe

Creep in the minds and marrows of our you
That ’gainst the stream of virtue they may s

And drown themselves in riot ! Itches, bla

Sow all the Athenian bosoms ; and their crc

Be general leprosy ! Breath infeCt breath,

That their society, as their friendship, mayf
Be merely poison ! Nothing I ’ll bear from
But nakedness, thou detestable town

!

Take thou that too, with multiplying bans!
Timon will to the woods ; where he shall fir

The unkindest beast more kinder than man
The gods confound—hear me, you good god:

The Athenians both within and out that wa
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may £
To the whole race of mankind, high and lol

Amen. [I

Re-enter the Lords, Senators, &>c.

First Lord. How now, my lords

!

Sec. Lord. Know you the quality of Lord
Timon’s fury?
Third Lord. Push ! did you see my cap?
Fourth Lord. I have lost my gown. 120
First Lord. He’s but a mad lord, and nought

but humour sways him. He gave me a jewel th’

other day, and now he has beat it out of my hat

:

did you see my jewel?
Third Lord. Did you see my cap?
Sec. Lord. Here ’tis.

Fourth Lord. Here lies my gown.

Scene II. Athens. A room in Timon's k

Enter Flavius, with two or three Serval

First Serv. Hear you, master steward, w)
our master?

Are we undone? cast off? nothing remainir|

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what should
|

to you?
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods,

«

j

I am as poor as you.
First Serv. Such a house broke !

So noble a master fall’n ! All gone ! and n<*l

One friend to take his fortune by the arm,
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1 go along with him !

ec. Serv. As we do turn our backs
m our companion thrown into his grave,

lis familiars to his buried fortunes io

k all away, leave their false vows with him,
2 empty purses pick’d ; and his poor self,

edicated beggar to the air,

h his disease of all-shunn’d poverty,
ks, like contempt, alone. More of our fellows.

Enter other Servants.

lav. All broken implements of a ruin’d house.
kird Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon’s
livery

;

t see I by our faces ; we are fellows still,

ring alike in sorrow : leak’d is our bark,
we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck, 20
ring the surges threat : we must all part
this sea of air.

r
av. Good fellows all,

latest of my wealth I’ll share amongst you.
:rever we shall meet, for Timon’s sake, ’

s yet be fellows ; let ’s shake our heads,
and say,

were a knell unto our master’s fortunes,
have seen better days.’ Let each take some ;

,
put out all your hands. Not one word
more

:

;
part we rich in sorrow, parting poor.
[Servants embrace, andpart several ways.
e fierce wretchedness that glory brings us ! 30
would not wish to be from wealth exempt,

; riches point to misery and contempt?
would be so mock’d with glory? or to live

n a dream of friendship?
ave his pomp and all what state compounds
mly painted, like his varnish’d friends?
honest lord, brought low by his own heart,
me by goodness

!
.
Strange, unusual blood,

1 man’s worst sin is, he does too much good !

then, dares to be half so kind again ? 40
tounty, that makes gods, does still mar men.
.earest lord, bless’d, to be most accursed,
only to be wretched, thy great fortunes
nade thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord !

flung in rage from this ingrateful seat
pnstrous friends, nor has he with him to
ty his life, or that which can command it.

>llow and inquire him out

:

/er serve his mind with my best will ;

it I have gold, I’ll be his steward still. 50
[Exit.

e III. Woods andcave, near the sea-shore.

Enter Timon,from the cave.

n. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the
sarth

n humidity ; below thy sister’s orb
: the air! Twinn’d brothers of one womb,
e procreation, residence, and birth,
2 is dividant, touch them with several
'ortunes

;

reatcr scorns the lesser : not nature,
horn all sores lay siege, can bear great
'ortune,

y contempt of nature.
me this beggar, and deny ’t that lord

;

si'iator shall bear contempt hereditary, 10

The beggar native honour.
It is the pasture lards the rotiler’s sides,
The want that makes him lean. Who dares,

who dares,
In purity of manhood stand upright,
And say ‘ This man’s a flatterer’? if one be,
So are they all ; for every grise of fortune
Is smooth’d by that below: the learned pate
Ducks to the golden fool : all is oblique

;

There’s nothing level in our cursed natures,
But diredt villany. Therefore, be abhorr’d 20
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men

!

His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains:
Destruction fang mankind! Earth, yield me

roots 1
[Digging.Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate

With thy most operant poison ! What is here?
Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gods,
I am no idle votarist : roots, you dear heavens !

Thus much of this will make black white, foul
fair,

Wrong right, base noble, old young, coward
valiant.

Ha, you gods! why this? what this, you gods?
Why, this 30

Will lug your priests and servants from your
sides,

Pluck stout men’s pillows from below their heads

:

This yellow slave
Will knit and break religions, bless the accursed,
Make the hoar leprosy adored, place thieves
And give them title, knee and approbation
With senators on the bench : this is it

That makes the wappen’d widow wed again

;

She, whom the spital-house and ulcerous sores
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and

spices 40
To the April day again. Come, damned earth,
Thou common whore ofmankind, that put’st odds
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee
Do thy right nature. [March afar off.] Ha !

a drum? Thou’rt quick,
But yet I’ll bury thee : thou ’It go, strong thief,
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand.
Nay, stay thou out for earnest.

[Keeping some gold.

Enter Alcibiades, with drum and fife, in
warlike manner

;

Phrynia and Timandra.
Alcib. What art thou there? speak.
Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw

thy heart.
For showing me again the eyes of man

! 50
Alcib. What is thy name ? Is man so hateful

to thee.
That art thyself a man ?

Tim. I am Misanthropos, and hate mankind.
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog,
That I might love thee something.
A Icib. I know thee well

;

But in thy fortunes am unlearn’d and strange.
Tim. I know thee too ; and more than that I

know thee,
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum

;

With man’s blood paint the ground, gules, gules

:

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel ; 60
Then what should war be? This fell whore

of thine
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword,

48—

1
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For all her cherubin look.

Phry. Thy lips rot off!

Tim. I will .not kiss thee ; then the rot returns

To thine own lips again.

Alcib. How came the noble Timon to this

change?
Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light

to give

:

But then renew I could not, like the moon

;

There were no suns to borrow of.

Alcib. Noble Timon,
What friendship may I do thee ?

Tim. None, but to 70

Maintain my opinion.

Alcib. What is it, Timon?
Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform

none : if thou wilt not promise, the gods plague

thee, for thou art a man! if thou dost perform,

confound thee, for thou art a man

!

Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy

miseries.

Tim. Thou saw’st them, when I had pros-

perity.

Alcib. I see them now; then was a blessed

time.

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of

harlots.

Timan. Is this the Athenian minion, whom
the world 80

Voiced so regardfully?

Tipi. Art thou Timandra?
Timan. Yes.
Tim. Be a whore still; they love thee not

that use thee;

Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust.

Make use of thy salt hours: season the slaves

For tubs and baths; bring down rose-cheeked

youth
To the tub-fast and the diet.

Timan. Hang thee, monster

!

Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra; for

his wits
Are drown’d and lost in his calamities.

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon,
The want whereof doth daily make revolt

In my penurious band ; I have heard,

grieved,

How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth,

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour

states,

But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them,

—

Tim. I prithee, beat thy drum, and get

thee gone.
Alcib. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear

Timon.
.

•

'

'

Tim. How dost thou pity him whom thou

dost trouble?

I had rather be alone.

Alcib. Why, fare thee well

:

Here is some gold for thee.

Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 100

Alcib. When I have laid proud Athens on

a heap,

—

Tim. Warr’st thou ’gainst Athens?

Alcib. Ay, Timon, and have -cause.

Tim. The gods confound them all in thy

conquest; .

And thee after, when thou hast conquer’d

!

Alcib. Why me, Timon?

90

and

Tim. That, by killing of villa.

Thou wast bom to conquer my country.

Put up thy gold
:
go on,—here’s gold,—go 01

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove

.

Will o’er some high-viced city hang his poisoi

In the sick air : let not thy sword skip one

;

Pity not honour’d age for his white beard

;

He is an usurer: strike me the counter

matron

;

It is her habit only that is honest,

.

Herself’s a bawd : let not the virgin’s cheek

Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those

paps,
That through the window-bars bore at men’s e

Are not within the leaf of pity writ,

But set them down horrible traitors : spare

the babe,

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust t

mercy

;

Think it a bastard, whom the oracle

Hath doubtfully pronounced thy throat shall

And mince it sans remorse : swear against obje

Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes

;

Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids,

babes,
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleedii

Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay

soldiers

:

Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent,

Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone.

Alcib. Hast thou gold yet? I’ll take the

thou givest me,
Not all thy counsel.

Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, hea\

curse upon thee

!

Phr. and Timan. Give us some gold,

Timon : hast thou more ?

Tim. • Enough to make a whore forswear

trade,

f And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up,

sluts,

Your aprons mountant
:
you are not oathable

Although, I know, you’ll swear, terribly swe

Into strong shudders and to heavenly agues

The immortal gods that hear you,—spare
oaths,

I ’ll trust to your conditions : be whores still

And he whose pious breath seeks to convert

Be strong in whore, allure him, burn him up

Let your close fire predominate his smoke,

And be no turncoats: yet may your pains

months,
Be quite contrary: and thatch your poor

roofs

With burthens of the dead;—some that

hang’d,

No matter :—wear them, betray with them : w
still

;

Paint till a horse may mire upon your face.

A pox of wrinkles !

Phr. and Timan. Well, more gold:

then?
, . _ Q.

Believe ’t, that we’ll do any thing for gold.

Tim. Consumptions sow
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp s

And mar men’s spurring. Crack the law

voice,

That he may never more false title plead.

Nor sound his quillets shrilly : hoar the flan
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"1

it scolds against the quality of flesh,
l not believes himself : down with the nose,
vn with it flat ; take the bridge quite away
lim that, his particular to foresee,
ills from the general weal : make curl’d-pate
ruffians bald

; 260
l let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war
ive some pain from you

:
plague all ;

t your activity may defeat and quell
source of all ereaion. There’s more gold

:

you damn others, and let this damn you,
ditches grave you all

!

hr. and Timan. More counsel with more
money, bounteous Timon.

im. More whore, more mischief first ; I have
given you earnest.

led. Strike up the drum towards Athens
Farewell, Timon

:

thrive well, I ’ll visit thee again. i 7o
wi. If I hope well, I’ll never see thee more
Icib. I never did thee harm.
im. Yes, thou spokest well of me.

Call’st thou that harm?
'.m. Men daily find it. Get thee away, and
take

beagles with thee.

k#. We but offend him. Strike

!

\Drum beats. Exeunt A Icibiades,
Phrynia

, and Timandra.
m. That nature, being sick of man’s un-
kindness,

ild yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou,
{Digging.

se womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast,
as, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle,
reof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puff’d,
:nders the black toad and adder blue, 181
gilded newt and eyeless venom’d worm,
all the abhorred births below crisp heaven
reon Hyperion’s quickening fire doth shine ;
1 him, who all thy human sons doth hate,
l forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root

!

ar thy fertile and conceptious womb,
t no more bring out ingrateful man

!

reat with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears;
1 with new monsters, whom thy upward face
to the marbled mansion all above 191
r presented !—O, a root,—dear thanks !—
ip thy marrows, vines,

,
and plough-torn leas

;

eof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts
morsels unCtuous, greases his pure mind,
from it all consideration slips !

Enter Apemantus.
man? plague, plague

!

’m. I was directed hither: men report
dost affedl my manners, and dost use them.
'i. ’Tis, then, because thou dost not keep
*?°g’ . *°o
1 1 would imitate : consumption catch thee !

'm. This is in thee a nature but infedted

;

r unmanly melancholy sprung
change of fortune. Why this spade ? this
ilace?

lave-like habit? and these looks of care?
atterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft

;

ndr diseased perfumes, and have forgot
-ver Timon was. Shame not these woods,
ttmg on the cunning of a carper.

Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 210
By that which has undone thee : hinge thy knee,
And let his very breath, whom thou ’It observe,
Blow off thy cap

;
praise his most vicious strain,

And call it excellent : thou wast told thus ;

Thou gavest thine ears like tapsters that bid
welcome

To knaves and all approachers : ’tis most just
That thou turn rascal

; hadst thou wealth again,
Rascals should have ’t. Ho not assume my like-

ness.

Tun. Were I like thee, I ’Id throw away my-
self.

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, being
like thyself; 220

Amadman so long, now a fool. What, think’st
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain,
Will put thy shirt on warm? will these moss’d

trees.

That have outlived the eagle, page thy heels,
And skip where thou point’st out? will the cold

brook,
Candied with Ice, caudle thy morning taste,
To cure thy o’er-night’s surfeit? Call the creatures
Whose naked natures live in all the spite
Of wreakful heaven, whose bare unhoused trunks,
1 o the conflicting elements exposed, 230
Answer mere nature

; bid them flatter thee;
O, thou shalt find

—

Tim. A fool of thee : depart.
1 love thee better now than e’er I did.

Tim. I hate thee worse.
Apern. Why?

t n
Thou flatter’st misery.

AJ>em. I flatter not; but say thou art a caitiff.
Y im. Why dost thou seek me out ?

Apem. To vex thee.
1 im. Always a villain’s office or a fool’s.

Dost please thyself in’t?
Apern. Ay.

t/-
What! a knave too?

Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on
I o castigate thy pride, ’twere well : but thou 240
lJost it enforcedly

; thou’ldst courtier be again,
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery

nnu
lVes ^ncerta^n pomp, is crown’d before

:

The one is filling still, never complete ;The other, at high wish : best state, contentless,
Hath a distraCted and most wretched being.
Worse than the worst, content.
Thou shouldst desire to die, being miserable.

Pun. Not by his breath that is more miserable
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune’s tender arm 250
With favour never clasp’d

; but bred a dog.
Hadst thou, like us from our first swath, pro-

ceeded
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords
To such as may the passive drugs of it

Freely command, thou wouldst have plunged
thyself 0

In general riot; melted down thy youth
In different beds of lust; and never learn’d
The icy precepts of respect, but follow’d
The sugar’d game before thee. But myself.
Who had the world as my confectionary, 260
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes and hearts of i

men
At duty, more than I could frame employment,

jthat numberless upon me stuck as leaves
|



Do on the oak, have with one winter’s brush

Fell from their boughs and left me open, bare

For every storm that blows; I, to bear this,

That never knew but better, is some burden :

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time

Hath made thee hard in’t. Why shouldst thou

hate men? .
2^9

They never flatter’d thee : what hast thou given?

If thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor rag,

Must be thy subjeft, who in spite put stuff

To some she beggar and compounded thee

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence, be gone !

If thou hadst not been born the worst of men.

Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer.

Apem

.

Art thou proud yet?

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee.

Apem. I, that I was

No prodigal.

Tim. I, that I am one now

:

the world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power?

Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of

i tffL* tilctu x am
#

Were all the wealth I have shut up in thee,

I ’Id give thee leave to hang it. Get. thee,
jx iu give mce itttn, i.w **«**& gone.

^
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 2S1

Thus would I eat it. [Eating- a root.

Apem. Here ;
I will mend thy feast.

[Offering him a root.

Tim. First mend my company, take away

thyself.
. , ,

Apem. So I shall mend mine own, by the

lack of thine.
.

Tim. ’Tis not well mended so, it is but botch d

;

If not, I would it were.

Apem. What wouldst thou have to Athens?

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou

wilt.

Tell them there I have gold ;
look, so I have.

Apem. Here is no use for gold.

Tim. The best and truest ; 290

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm.

Apem. Where liest o’ nights, Timon?

Tim. Under that’s above me.

Where* feed’st thou o’ days, Apemantus?

Apem. Where my stomach finds meat; or,

rather, where I eat it.

Tim. Would poison were obedient and knew

my mind

!

Apem. Where wouldst thou send it?

Tim. To sauce thy dishes. 299

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never

knewest, but the extremity of both ends : when

thou wast in thy gilt and thy perfume, they

mocked thee for too much curiosity ;
in thy rags

thou knowest none, but art despised for the con-

trary. There ’s a medlar for thee, eat it.

Tim. On what I hate I feed not.

Apem. Dost hate a medlar?

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee.

Apern. An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner,

thou shouldst have loved thyself better now.

What man didst thou ever know unthrift that

was beloved after his means?
Tim. Who, without those means thou talkest

of, didst thou ever know beloved?

Apem. Myself.

Tim. I understand thee; thou hadst some

means to keep a dog.

Apem. What things in the world canst thou

nearest compare to thy flatterers? 3*9

Tim. Women nearest ; but men, men are the

things themselves. What wouldst thou do with

Tim. Wouldst thou have thyself fall ....

confusion of men, and remain a beast with

beasts?
Apem. Ay, Timon.
Tim. A beastly ambition, which the 51

grant thee t’ attain to ! If thou wert the lion

fox would beguile thee : if thou wert the k

the fox would eat thee : if thou wert the fox.

lion would suspedt thee, when peradventure

wert accused by the ass : if thou wert the ass.

dulness would torment thee, and. still thou li\

but as a breakfast to the wolf : if thou wert

wolf, thy greediness would afflidl thee, an<

thou shouldst hazard thy life for thy dinner:

thou the unicorn, pride and wrath would conf<

thee and make thine own self the conquest 01

fury : wert thou a bear, thou wouldst be kille

the horse : wert thou a horse, thou would;

seized by the leopard : wert thou a leopard,

wert german to the lion and the spots of thy 1

red were jurors on thy life : all thy safety

remotion and thy defence absence. What 1

couldst thou be, that were not subject

beast? and what a beast art thou already,

seest not thy loss in transformation

!

Apem. If thou couldst please me with sj

ing to me, thou mightst have hit upon it here

commonwealth of Athens is become a fore

beasts.

Tim. How has the ass broke the wall,

thou art out of the city?

Apent. Yonder comes a poet and a pai

the plague of company light upon thee ! I wil

to catch it and give way : when I know not

else to do, I ’ll see thee again.

Tim. When there is nothing living but

thou shalt be welcome. I had rather be a

gar’s dog than Apemantus.
Apern. Thou art the cap of all the fools .

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough t(

upon

!

Apem. A plague on thee! thou art toe

to curse.

Tim. All villains that do stand by the.i

Apem. ’ There is no leprosy but what \

speak’st.

Tim. If I name thee.

I’ll beat thee, but I should infe& my hands.

Apern. I would my tongue could rot then

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog

Choler does kill me that thou art alive;

I swound to see thee.

Apern. Would thou wouldst bur

Tim. ini'”
Thou tedious rogue Mam sorry I shall lose

A stone by thee. [Throws a stone at

Apern. Beast

!

Tim. Slave

!

Apem. Toad!
Tim. Rogue, rogue, rr

I am sick of this false world, and will love n<

But even the mere necessities upon’t.

Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave

;

Lie where the light foam of the sea may be;

Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph
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at death in me at others’ lives may laugh.
< the gold] 0 thou sweet king-killer, and dear
divorce

fixt natural son and sire ! thou bright defiler

Hymen’s purest bed ! thou valiant Mars

!

ju ever young, fresh, loved and delicate wooer,
ose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow
it lies on Dian’s lap ! thou visible god,
it solder’st close impossibilities,

i makest them kiss ! that speak’st with every
tongue,

every purpose ! O thou touch of hearts
! 390

nk, thy slave man rebels, and by thy virtue
them into confounding odds, that beasts

y have<the world in empire !

'.pern. Would ’twere so

!

not till I am dead. I ’ll say thou’st gold

:

>u wilt be throng’d to shortly.

'int. Throng’d to

!

pern.
<

Ay.
'im. Thy back, I prithee.
pern. Live, and love thy misery.
'im. Long live so, and so die. [Exit Ape-
mantus. ] I am quit.

J things like men ! Eat, Timon, and abhor
them.

Enter Banditti.

irst Ban. Where should he have this gold?
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his
finder : the mere want of gold, and the fall-

*rom of his friends, drove him into this melan-
y.

•c. Ban. It is noised he hath a mass of trea-

hird Ban. Let us make the assay upon him :

care not for ’t, he will supply us easily ; if

Dvetously reserve it, how shall ’s get it?

c. Ban. True; for he bears it not about
him, ’tis hid.

rst Ban. Is not this he? 410
mditti. Where?
c. Ban. ’Tis his description.
\ird Ban. He ; I know him.
mditti. Save thee, Timon.
m. Now, thieves?
mditti. Soldiers, not thieves.
m. Both too ; and women’s sons.
mditti. We are not thieves, but men that
much do want.
m. Your greatest want is, you want much
of meat.
should you want ? Behold, the earth hath
roots

; .
420

in this mile break forth a hundred springs ;

oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips

;

bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush
her full mess before you. Want! why
want?
nt Ban. We cannot live on grass, on ber-

! ries, water,
sasts and birds and fishes.
m. Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds,
and fishes

;

must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con
you are thieves profess’d, that you work not
>lier shapes : for there is boundless theft 430
rated professions. Rascal thieves,

Here ’s gold. Go, suck the subtle blood o’ the
grape,

Till the high fever seethe your blood to froth,
And so ’scape hanging : trust not the physician ;

His antidotes are poison, and he slays
Moe than you rob; take wealth and lives to-

gether ;

Do villany, do, since you protest to do’t,
Like workmen. I ’ll example you with thievery

:

The sun’s a thief, and with his great attraction
Robs the vast sea ; the moon’s an arrant thief, 440
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun

:

The sea’s a thief, whose liquid surge resolves
The moon into salt tears: the earth’s a thief.
That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen
From general excrement; each thing’s a thief:
The. laws, your curb and whip, in their rough

power
Have uncheck’d theft. Love not yourselves:

away,
Rob one another. There’s more gold. Cut

throats

:

All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go,
Break open shops

; nothing can you steal, 450
But thieves do lose it : steal no less for this
I give you ; and gold confound you howsoe’er

!

Amen.
Third Ban. Has almost charmed me from my

profession, by persuading me to it.

First Bail. ’Tis in the malice of mankind that
he thus advises us ; not to have us thrive in our
mystery.

Sec. Ban. I’ll believe him as an enemy, and
give over my trade. 460
First Ban. Let us first see peace in Athens

:

there is no time so miserable but a man may be
true. [.Exeunt Banditti.

Enter Flavius.

Flav. O you gods !

Is yond despised and ruinous man my lord ?

Full of decay and failing? O monument
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow’d 1

What an alteration of honour
Has desperate want made

!

What viler thing upon the earth than friends 470Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends

!

How rarely does it meet with this time’s guise.
When man was wish’d to love his enemies

!

Grant I may ever love, and rather woo
Those that would mischief me than those that

do

!

Has caught me in his eye : I will present
My honest grief unto him; and, as my lord,
Still serve him with my life. My dearest master

!

Tim. Away ! what art thou?
Flav. Have you forgot me, sir?
Tim. Why dost ask that? I have forgot all

men
; 480

Then, if thou grant’st thou’rt a man, I have
forgot thee.

Flav. An honest poor servant of yours.
Tim. Then I know thee not

:

I never had honest man about me, I ; all
I kept were knaves, to serve in meat to villains.
Flav The gods are witness,

Ne’er.did poor steward wear a truer grief
For his undone lord than mine eyes for you.



760 TIMON OF ATHENS. [Act

Tun. What, dost thou weep? Come nearer.

Then I love thee,
. ,

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim st 490

Flinty mankind ;
whose eyes do never give

.

But thorough lust and laughter. Pity’s sleeping:

Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with

weeping ! . ,

Flav. I beg of you to know me, good my lord.

To accept my grief and whilst this poor wealth

lusts

To entertain me as your steward still.

Tim. Had I a steward

So true, so just, and now so comfortable?

It almost turns my dangerous nature mild.

Let me behold thy face. Surely, this man 500

Was born of woman.
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness,

You perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim

One honest man—mistake me not—but one *

ACT V.

Scene I. The woods. Before Timon's ca

E?iter Poet and Painter ;
Timon watching t

from his cave.

yj 11c mem— *

No more, I pray,—and he’s a steward.

.

How fain would I have hated all mankind .now lain WOUlU J. nave •

And thou redeem’st thyself : but all, save thee,

I fell with curses.

Methinks thou art more honest now than wise ;

For, by oppressing and betraying me,
e

5 10

Thou mightst have sooner got another service

:

For many so arrive at second masters.

Upon their first lord’s neck. But tell me true—

For I must ever doubt, though ne’er so sure—

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous,

If not a usuring kindness, and, as rich men deal

gifts, , ,
Expecting in return twenty for one"

.

Flav. No, my most worthy master ; in whose

breast

Doubt and suspedt, alas, are placed too late

:

You should have fear’d false times when you did

feast : .
5^®

Suspedt still comes where an estate is least.

That which I show, heaven knows, is merely

Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind,

Care of your food and living ;
and, believe it,

My most honour’d lord,

For any benefit that points to me,

Either in hope or present, I ’Id exchange

For this one wish, that you had power and wealth

To requite me, by making rich yourself.

Tim. Look thee, ’tis so ! Thou singly honest

man, .
53°

Here, take : the gods out of my misery
.

Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich and

But thus condition’d : thou shalt build from men ,

Hate all, curse all, show charity to none.

But let the famish’d flesh slide from the bone,

Ere thou relieve the beggar ;
give to dogs

What thou deny’ st to men ; let prisons swallow

Debts wither ’em to nothing ; be men like blasted

And may diseases lick up their false bloods

!

And so farewell and thrive.

Flav. O, let me stay, 540

And comfort you, my master.

Tim. If thou hatest curses,

Stay not ;
fly, whilst thou art blest and free :

Ne’er see thou man, and let me ne’er see thee.

[Exit Flavius. Timon retires to his care.

Pain. As I took note of the place, it ca:

be far where he abides.

Poet. What’s to be thought of him? does

rumour hold for true, that he s so full .of gold

Pain. Certain : Alcibiades reports it ; Phr

and Timandra had gold of him: he likewise

riched poor straggling soldiers with great q

tity : ’tis said he gave unto his steward a mij

sum.
Poet. Then this breaking of his has been

a try for his friends.

Pain. Nothing else
:
you shall see him a

;

in Athens again, and flourish with the hig.

Therefore ’tis not amiss we tender our love

him, in this supposed distress of his : it will s

honestly in us ; and is very likely to load

purposes with what they travail for, if it be a

and true report that goes of his having.

Poet. What have you now to present unto

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitat

only I will promise him an excellent piece.

Poet. I must serve him so too, tell him c

intent that’s coming toward him.

Pain. Good as the best. Promising 15

very air o’ the time : it opens the eyes of ex]

ation : performance is ever the duller for his

and, but in the plainer and simpler kind of

pie, the deed of saying is quite out of use.

promise is most courtly and fashionable :
perf

ance is a kind of will or testament which ar

a great sickness in his judgement that makes

[ Timon comesfrom his cave
,
beh

Tim. [Aside] Excellent workman! thou'

not paint a man so bad as is thyself.

Poet. I am thinking what I shall say I

provided for him : it must be a personatin

himself ; a satire against the softness of prospe

with a discovery of the infinite flatteries that

low youth and opulency.

Tim. [Aside] Must thou needs stand 1

villain in thine own work? wilt thou whip 1

own faults in other men ? Do so, I have gol

thee.

Poet. Nay, let ’s seek him

:

Then do we sin against our own estate, *_

When we may profit meet, and come too late

Pain. True ;

'

When the day serves, before black-corner dn

Find what thou wandst by free and offer’d li

Come.
t

Tim. [Aside] I’ll meet you at the turn. \

a god’s gold,

That he is worshipp’d in a baser temple

Than where swine feed !

’Tis thou that rigg’st the bark and plough s

foam,
Settlest admired reverence in a slave :

To thee be worship ! and thy saints for aye

Be crown’d with plagues that thee alone obe

Fit I meet them. [Comingforu

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon !

Pain. Our late noble mal

Tim. Have I once lived to see two honest ij



CNE I.J TIMON OF ATHENS.

60
’
oet

.

Sir,

ring often of your open bounty tasted,
iring you were retired, your friends fall’n off,
ose thankless natures—O abhorred spirits !—
; all the whips of heaven are large enough •

at ! to you,
ose star-like nobleness gave life and influence
-heir whole being ! I am rapt and cannot cover
monstrous bulk of this ingratitude
h any size of words.
im. Let it go naked, men may see ’t the better

:

that are honest, by being what you are, 71
:e them best seen and known.
***•

, . . He and myself
e travail d in the great shower of your gifts
sweetly felt it.

___ Ay> you are honest men.
nn. We are hither come to offer you our
service.

'm. Most honest men ! Why, how shall I
requite you ?

you eat roots, and drink cold water? no.
th-. What we can do, we’ll do, to do you
service.

in. Ye’re honest men: ye’ve heard that I
have gold

;

sure you have: speak truth; ye’re honest
men.

go
in. So it is said, my noble lord; but therefore
: not my friend nor I.

n. Good honest men! Thou draw’st a
counterfeit

in all Athens: thou’rt, indeed, the best •

counterfeit^ most lively.
,n'

-cm .
So, so, my lord,

c
*

.

en so, sir, as I say. And, for thy
action, 3

thy verse swells with stuffso fine and smooth
thou art even natural in thine art.
or all this, my honest-natured friends,
t needs say you have a little fault : no

\
tis not monstrous in you, neither wish I

ike much pains to mend.

ff; ,41 Beseech your honour
ke it known to us.

7 ,
You’ll take it ill.

l- Most thankfully, my lord.

'
-p. , .

Will you, indeed ?u Houbt it not, worthy lord.

7 There’s never a one of you but trusts a
nave,

lightily deceives you.
'*

,
Ho we, my lord?

;m^y»
and y°u hear him cog, see him dis-

his gross patchery, love him, feed him,
n your bosom

:
yet remain assured 100

* s a made-up villain.

I know none such, my lord.

t i x ,
Nor I.

)ld

°ok y°U’
1 °Ve y°U WeI1

’ 1 ?11 £ive y°u

these villains from your companies

:

lem or stab them, drown them in a draught
na them by some course, and come tome!
2 you gold enough.
Name them, my lord, let’s know them.
Vou that way and you this, but two inmpany

;

761

Each man apart, all single and alone, j 1QVet an arch-villain keeps him company.U where thou art two villains shall not beCome not near him. If thou wouldst not’ resideBut where one villain is, then him abandon.
-Hence, pack! there’s gold; you came for gold

ye slaves :

6 ’

[To Painter} You have work’d for me; there’s
payment for you : hence !

[T° P
that

Y°U arC an alchemist
» make gold of

Out, rascal dogs
! [Beats them out

,
and then

retires to his cave.

Timon comesfrom his cave.
Tim. Thou sun that comfort’st, burn ! Speak,and be hang’d :

F ’

For each true word, a blister! and each false
as a cauterizing to the root o’ the tongue.

Consuming it with speaking >

rZt Se& v ,
Worthy Timon,-

1
Timmf

n°ne bUt SUCh aS y°U’ and you of

^
Timon

* ^ senators of Athens greet thee,

Tim. I thank them; and would send them
back the plague, -

Could I but catch it for them.
^

SeK ‘ O, forget
What we are sorry for ourselves in thee,
l be senators with one consent of love
Entreat thee back to Athens

; who have thoughtUn special dignities, which vacant lie
r or thy best use and wearing.

Sec. Sen. They confessToward thee forgetfulness too general, gross:

Wav theT
tH

,

pu
’?

llt
;.
body> yMch doth seldomb’lay the recanter, feeling in itselfA lack ofTimon’s aid hath sense withal iSOOf its own fail, restraining aid to Timon

;

Tnlhb
11 °-r

l
huS

’ t0 make their arrow’d render,Sgetier.
Wltk a recomPense more fruitfulthan their offence can weigh down by the dram •

As shIn
n
to
U
tb
h h

bi
P
f
and samsof !ove and wealthAs shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirsAnd write in thee the figures of their love,Ever to read them thine.

Tjm - You whch me in it;

Enter Flavius and two Senators.

^Timon^
^ Vain that y°U W°Uld Speak with

For he is set so only. to himself 12Q

?S ffi;n%y^i“ Which l00ks like

First Sen. Bring us to his cave :
J t is our part and promise to the Athenians
1 o speak with Timon.

Sen. At all times alikeMen are not still the same : ’twas time and griefs !

That framed him thus: time, with his fairer hand
Offering the fortunes of his former days,
1 he former man may make him. Bring us to himAnd chance it as it may.
Elav. Here caye>

Beace and content be here ! Lord Timon ! Timon !Look out and speak to friends: the Athenians,

SLT, °[l
hQir mo

u
s
,

t reverend senate, greet thee :opeak to them, noble I imon.



Surprise me to the very brink of tears

:

Lend me a fool’s heart and a woman s eyes, 160

And I ’ll beweep these comforts, worthy senators.

First Sen . Therefore, so please thee to return

with us
. . 1

And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take

The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks,

Allow’d with absolute power and thy good name

Live with authority: so soon we shall drive back

Of Alcibiades the approaches wild,

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up

His country’s peace.
„ . , • j

Sec. Sen. And shakes his threatening sword

Against the walls of Athens.

First Sen. herefore, Timon, 7

Tim. Well, sir, I will; therefore, I will, sir,

thus:

If Alcibiades kill my countrymen,

Let Alcibiades know this of Timon,

That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair

And take our goodly aged men by the beards,

Giving our holy virgins to the stain

Of contumelious, beastly, mad-bram d war,

Then let him know, and tell him Timon speaks it,

In pity of our aged and our youth,

I cannot choose but tell him, that I care not, 18

And let him take’t at worst; for their knives care

While you have throats to answer : for myself,

There’s not a whittle in the unruly camp

But I do prize it at my love before

The reverend’st throat in Athens. So I leave you

To the protection of the prosperous gods,

As thieves to keepers.

Flav Stay not, all s m vain.

Tim\ Why, I was writing of my epitaph

;

It will be seen to-morrow : my long sickness

Of health and living now begins to mend,
,ti[i

.

And nothing brings me all things.. Go, live sti ,

Be Alcibiades your plague, you his,

And last so long enough

!

First Sen. We speak in vain.

Tim. But yet I love my country, and am not

One that rejoices in the common wreck,

AS^S,bmit d°th PUt
“'That’s well spoke.

Tim. Commend me to my loving country-

Fi™tSw. These words become your lips as

they pass thorough them.

Sec. Sen. And enter in our ears like great

triumphers.

In their applauding gates.

Tim Commend me to them, 200

And tell them that, to ease them of their griefs,

Their fears of hostile strokes, their ache5 losses,

Their pangs of love, with other incident thioe

That nature’s fragile vessel doth sustain

In life’s uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do

I’ll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades’ wrath.

First Sen. I like this well ;
he will return again.

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my

close,
.

.

That mine own use invites me to cut down.

And shortly must I fell it : tell my friends, 210

I Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree

From high to low throughout, that whoso please

To stop affliction, let him take his haste,

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe,

And hang himself. I pray you, do my greet

Flav. Trouble him no further ;
thus you

shall find him.

Tun. Come not to me again : but say toAth

Timon hath made his everlasting mansion

Upon the beached verge of the salt flood;

Who once a day with his embossed froth

The turbulent surge shall cover : thither com

And let my grave-stone be your oracle.

Lips, let sour words go by and language end

What is amiss plague and infeCtion mend .

Graves only be men’s works and death their g

Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his re

[.Retires to his c

First Sen. His discontents are unremovea

Coupled to nature.

Sec. Sen. Our hope inhim is dead : let us rei

And strain what other means is left unto us

In our dear peril.
_ r „

First Sen. It requires swift foot. YE at

190

Scene II. Before the walls ofAthens<

Enter two Senators and a Messenger.

First Sen. Thou hast painfully discov

are his files

As full as thy report?
, , .

'

Mess. I have spoke the least

Besides, his expedition promises

Present approach. . ,

Sec. Sen. We stand much hazard, if they

not Timon.
. . .

Mess. I met a courier, one mine ancient lr

Whom, though in general part we were opp

fYet our old love made a particular force,

And made us speak like friends ; this mar

riding

From Alcibiades to Timon’s cave,

With letters of entreaty, which imported
.

His fellowship i’ the cause against your citj

In part for his sake moved.

First Sen. Here come our bro

Enter the Senators from Timon.

Third Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing c

expea.
The enemies’ drum is heard, and fearful see

Doth choke the air with dust: in, and prep 1

Ours is the fall, I fear ;
our foes the snare.

[Ea

Scene III. The woods. Timoris cave .

rude tomb seen.

Enter a Soldier, seeking Timon.

Sold. By all description this should be the

Who’s here ? speak, ho ! No answer ! W
this?

Timon is dead, who hath outstretch d his s

Some beast rear’d this; there does not live:;

Dead, sure ;
and this his grave. What s c

I cannot read ;
the charaaer I 11 take with

Our captain hath in every figure skill,

An aged interpreter, though young in day‘

Before proud Athens he’s set down by tlus

Whose fall the mark of his -ambition is. LE.
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Scene IV. Before the walls ofA thens.

umpets sound. Enter Alcibiades with his
Powers.

Icib. Sound to this coward and lascivious town
terrible approach. [A parley sounded.

Enter Senators on the walls.

now you have gone on and fill’d the time
1 all licentious measure, making your wills
scope ofjustice; till now myself and such
lept within the shadow of your power
e wander’d with our traversed arms and
breathed
sufferance vainly : now the time is flush,
n crouching marrow in the bearer strong
; of itself ‘No more now breathless wrong
: sit and pant in your great chairs of ease, n
pursy insolence shall break his wind
fear and horrid flight.

yst Sen.
'

Noble and young,
a thy first griefs were but a mere conceit,
hou hadst power or we had cause of fear,
ent to thee, to give thy rages balm,
ipe out our ingratitude with loves
e their quantity.
Sen.

*
So did we woo

;formed Timon to our city’s love
imble message and by promised means : 20
ere not all unkind, nor all deserve
:ommon stroke of war.
vt Sen.

'

These walls of ours
not eredted by their hands from whom
iave received your griefs

; nor are they such
these great towers, trophies and schools
should fall

rivate faults in them.
Sen. Nor are they living
were the motives that you first went out ;

2 that they wanted cunning, in excess
broke their hearts. March, noble lord,
ur city with thy banners spread

: 30
cimation, and a tithed death

—

revenges hunger for that food
1 nature loathes—take thou the destined
enth,

y the hazard of the spotted die
e the spotted.
>1 Sen. All have not offended

;

ose that were, it is not square to take
)se that, are, revenges : crimes, like lands,
>t inherited. Then, dear countryman,
in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage :

thy Athenian cradle and those kin 40
in the bluster of thy wrath must fall

hose that have offended ; like a shepherd,

Approach the fold and cull the infeaed forth,
But kill not all together.
Sec. Sen. What thou wilt,

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile
Than hew to ’t with thy sword.
First Sen. Set but thy foot

Against our rampired gates, and they shall ope

;

So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before.
To say thou ’It enter friendly.

Sec. Sen.
.

Throw thy glove,
Or any token of thine honour else, 50
That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress
And not as our confusion, all thy powers
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we
Have seal’d thy full desire.
A Icib. Then there’s my glove;

Descend, and open your uncharged ports :

Those enemies of Timon’s and mine own
Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof
Fall and no more : and, to atone your fears
With my more noble meaning, not a man
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream 60
Of regular justice in your city’s bounds,
But shall be render’d to your public laws
At heaviest answer.
Both. ’Tis most nobly spoken.
A Icib. Descend, and keep your words.

[ The Senators descend, and open the gates.

Enter Soldier.

Sold. My noble general, Timon is dead ;

Entomb’d upon the very hem o’ the sea ;

And on his grave-stone this insculpture, which
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression
Interprets for my poor ignorance.
A Icib. [Reads theepitaph] ‘ Here liesa wretched

corse, of wretched soul bereft
; 70

Seek not my name ; a plague consume you wicked
caitiffs left

!

Here lie I, Timon
; who, alive, all living men did

hate

:

Pass by and curse thy fill, but pass and stay not
here thy gait.’

These well express in thee thy latter spirits

:

Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human griefs,
Scorn’dst our brain’s flow and those our droplets

which
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead
Is noble Timon : of whose memory 80
Hereafter more. Bring me into your city,
And I will use the olive with my sword,
Make war breed peace, make peace stint war

make each
Prescribe to other as each other’s leech.
Let our drums strike. [Exeunt.
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ACT I.

Scene I. Rome. A street.

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain

Commoners.

Flav. Hence ! home, you idle creatures, get

you home

:

s this a holiday? what'! know you not,

leing mechanical, you ought not walk

Jpon a labouring day without the sign

)f your profession? Speak, what trade art thou?

First Com. Why, sir, a carpenter.

Mar. Where is thy leather apron and thy

rule?
, 1 o

Yhat dost thou with thy best apparel on?

bon, sir, what trade are you?

6Vc. Com. Truly, sir, in respedl of a fine work-

nan, I am but, as you would say, a cobbler. n
Mar. But what trade art thou? answer me

diredlly.

Sec. Com. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may
ise with a safe conscience ;

which is, indeed, sir,

i mender of bad soles.

Mar. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty

knave, what trade?

Sec. Com. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not

out with me: yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend

Y
Mar. What meanest thou by that? mend me,

thou saucy fellow !
21

Sec. Cojn. Why, sir, cobble you.

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou?
# .

Sec. Com. Truly, sir, all that I live by is with

the awl : I meddle with no tradesman’s matters,

nor women’s matters, but with awl. I am, in-

deed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes ;
when they are

in great daneer. T recover them. As proper men

as ever trod upon neat’s leather have gone

my handiwork. . ,

Flav. But wherefore art not m thy she

day ? , ,

Why dost thou lead these men about the str

Sec. Com. Truly, sir, to wear out their s

to get myself into more work. But, indeec

we make holiday, to see Csesar and to rejoi

his triumph.
. . t

Mar. Wherefore rejoice? What con

brings he home ?

What tributaries follow him to Rome,

To grace in captive bonds his chariot-wheel

You blocks, you stones, you worse than s

less things

!

O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome,

Knew you not Pompey? Many a time and

Have you climb’d up to walls and battlemei

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tc

Your infants in your arms, and there have s

The live-long day, with patient expectation

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Ro

And when you saw his chariot but appear,

Have you not made an universal shout,

That Tiber trembled underneath her banks,

To hear the replication of your sounds

Made in her concave shores?

And do you now put on your best attire?

And do you now cull out a holiday?

And do you now strew flowers in his way

That comes in triumph over Pompey s bloo<

Be gone ! .

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague

That needs must light on this ingratitude.

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, 1c

fault,

Assemble all the poor men of your sort

.
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,v them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears
the channel, till the lowest stream
ass the most exalted shores of all.

[Exeunt all the Commoners.
whether their basest metal be not moved

;

7 vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness,
ou down that way towards the Capitol

;

way will I : disrobe the images,
'U do find them deck’d with ceremonies. 70
zr. May we do so?
know it is the feast of Lupercal.
xv. It is no matter

; let no images
iing with Caesar’s trophies. I ’ll about,
drive away the vulgar from the streets :

) you too, where you perceive them thick,
e growing feathers pluck’d from Caesar’s
wing
nake him fly an ordinary pitch,
else would soar above the view of men 79
ceep us all in servile fearfulness. [Exeunt.

Scene II. A publicplace.

-ish. Enter Cesar; Antony, for the
rse; Calpurnia, Portia, Decius, Cicero,
jtus, Cassius, and Casca; a great crowd
nying, among them a Soothsayer.

. Calpurnia I

ca' Peace, ho ! Caesar speaks.
• __ ,

Calpurnia

!

Here, my lord.
• Stand you diredtly in Antonius’ way,
he doth run his course. Antonius

!

. Caesar, my lord ?

Forget not, in your speed, Antonius,
ch Calpurnia

; for our elders say,
irren, touched in this holy chase,
off their sterile curse.

I shall remember

:

Caesar says ‘do this/ it is perform’d. 10
Set on ; and leave no ceremony out.

. _ [Flotirish.
h. Caesar

!

Ha ! who calls ?

x. Bid every noise be still; peace yet
jam

!

Who is it in the press that calls on me ?
1 tongue, shriller than all the music,
aesar !

’ Speak ; Caesar is turn’d to hear.
1. Beware the ides of March.

What man is that?
A soothsayer bids you beware the ides

March. lg
Set him before me ; let me see his face.^

Fellow, come from the throng
; look upon

esar.

What say^t thou to me now? speak
ce again.
• Beware the ides of March.
He is a dreamer

; let us leave him
:
pass.

[Sennet. Exeunt all except
_ Brutus and Cassius.
Will you go see the order of the course?
Not I.

I pray you, do.
1 am not gamesome; I do lack some

luick spirit that is in Antony.
lot hinder, Cassius, your desires

; 30

I ’ll leave you.

t Sas’ Brutus, I do observe you now of late ;

I have not from your eyes that gentleness
And show of love as I was wont to have

;

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand
Over your friend that loves you.
Bru. Cassius

Be not deceived : if I have veil’d my look,
I *urn the trouble ofmy countenance
Merely upon myself. Vexed I am
Of late with passions of some difference, 40
Conceptions only proper to myself,
Which give some soil perhaps to my behaviours

;

But let not therefore my good friends be grieved

—

Among which number, Cassius, be you one—
Nor construe any further my neglebt,
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war,
Forgets the shows of love to other men.

Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your
passion

;

By means whereof this breast of mine hath buried
thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 50
1 ell me, good Brutus, can you see your face ?
Bru. No, Cassius ; for the eye sees not itself,

But by reflection, by some other things.
Cas. ’Tisjust:

And it is very much lamented, Brutus,
1 hat you have no such mirrors as will turn
Your hidden worthiness into your eye,
That you might see your shadow. I have heard,
Where many of the best respedt in Rome,
Except immortal Caesar, speaking of Brutus 60
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke.
Have wish d that noble Brutus had his eyes.
Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me,

Cassius,
That you would have me seek into myself
r or that which is not in me?

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to
hear;

And since you know you cannot see yourself
So well as by reflection, I, your glass,
Will modestly discover to yourself
That of yourself which you yet know not of. 70And be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus ;

Were I a common laugher, or did use
to stale with ordinary oaths my love
To every new protester; if you know
That I do fawn on men and hug them hard
And after scandal them, or if you know
That. I profess myself in banqueting
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

„ , TTI
[Flourish, and shout.

Bru. What means this shouting? I do fear
the people

Choose Caesar for their king.

rrfas-

T , . _
Ay, do you fear it? 80

1 nen must 1 think you would not have it so
Bru. I would not, Cassius; yet I love’ him

well.
But wherefore do you hold me here so long?
What is it that you would impart to me?
If it be aught toward the general good,
Set honour in one eye and death i’ the other.And I will look on both indifferently,
For let the gods so speed me as I love
I he name of honour more than I fear death. 89
C as. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,as well as 1 do know your outward favour.



Well, honour is the subject of my story.

I cannot tell what you and other men

Think of this life ;
but, for my single self,

I had as lief not be as live -to be

In awe of such a thing as I myselt.

I was born free as Caesar ;
so were you

We both have fed as well, and we can both

Endure the winter’s cold as well as he :

For once, upon a raw and gusty day,

The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores,

Caesar said to me ‘Darest thou, Cassius, now

Leap in with me into this angry flood.

And swim tc yonder point? Upon the word,

Accoutred as I was, I plunged in

And bade him follow ; so indeed he did.

The torrent roar’d, and we did buffet it

With lusty sinews, throwing it aside

And stemming it with hearts of controversy;

But ere we could arrive the point proposed,

Caesar cried ‘Help me, Cassius, or I sinkl

I, as iEneas, our great ancestor,
, ,

,

Did from the flames of Troy upon^ shoulder

The old Anchises bear, so from the waves ol

Tiber . .

Did I the tired Caesar. And this man

Is now become a god, and Cassius is

A wretched creature and must bend his body,

If Caesar carelessly but nod on hum

He had a fever when he was in Spain,

And when the fit was on him, I did mark 120

How he did shake : ’tis true, this god did shake

.

His coward lips did from their colour fly,

And that same eye whose bend doth awe the

world , , .

Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan .

Ay, and that tongue of his that bade the Romans

Mark him and write his speeches in their books,

Alas, it cried ‘ Give me some drink, Titmius,

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me

A man of such a feeble temper should

So get the start of the majestic world 130

And bear the palm alone. {Shout. Flourish.

Bru. Another general shout

!

I do believe that these applauses are

For some new honours that are heap d on Usesar.

Cos

.

Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow

world
Like a Colossus, and we petty men
Walk under his huge legs and peep about

To find ourselves dishonourable graves.

Men at some time are masters of their fates:

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 140

But in ourselves, that we are under:

Brutus and Caesar : what should be in that Caesar .

Why should that name be sounded more than

yours? . .

Write them together, yours is as fair a name

,

Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well

,

Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure with em,

Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar.

Now, in the names of all the gods at once.

Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 149

That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed .

Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods !

When went there by an age, since the great flood.

But it was famed with more than with one man

When could they say till now, that talk d of Rome,

That her wide walls encompass’d but one man t

Now is it Rome indeed and room enough,

When there is in it but one only man.

O, you and I have heard our fathers say,

There was a Brutus once that would have bro

The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome

As easily as a king. ,. . .

Bru. Thatyou do love me, I amnothing j eal

What you would work me to, I have some ai:

How I have thought of this and of these time

I shall recount hereafter ;
for this present,

I would not, so with love I might entreat yot

Be any further moved. What you have said

I will consider ;
what you have to say

I will with patience hear, and find a time

Both meet to hear and answer such high thi

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this;
|

Brutus had rather be a villager

Than to repute himself a son of Rome
Under these hard conditions as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

Cas. I am glad that my weak words

Have struck but thus much show or hre

Brutus. I
Bru. The games are done and Caesar 1

Cas. As they pass by, pluck Cascaby the sl<

And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you

What hath proceeded worthy note to-day.

Re-enter Caesar and his Train.

Bru. I will do so. But, look you, Cassius

The angry spot doth glow on Caesar s brow,

And all the rest look like a chidden train

:

Calpurnia’s cheek is pale; and Cicero

Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes

As we have seen him in the Capitol,

Being cross’d in conference by some senator

Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter 1

Cas. Antonius l

Ant. Caesar?

Cces. Let me have men about me that an

Sleek-headed men and such as sleep o mghl

Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry loo*

;

He thinks too much : such men are dangero

Ant. Fear him not, Caesar; he’snotdange

He is a noble Roman and well given.

Cces. Would he were fatter 1 But I fea

not * r
Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I should avoid

So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads mu

He is a great observer and he looks

Quite through the deeds ofmen ;
he loves no

As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music;

Seldom he smiles, and smiles in such a sort

As if he mock’d himself and scorn d his spir

That could be moved to smile at any thing.

Such men as he be never at heft’s fase

Whiles they behold a greater than themselvi

And therefore are they very dangerous.

I rather tell thee what is to be fear d
J

Than what I fear; for always I am Caesar. •

Come on my right hand, for this ear is dea

And tell me truly what thou think st of him

{Sennet. Exeunt Ccesar and a

'Train, out t

Casca. You pull’dme by the cloak ;
woui

^rw^A^Casca; tell us what hath ch

to-day, J
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: Caesar looks so sad.

isca. Why, you were with him, were you not ?

",u

.

I should not then ask Casca what had
chanced. 219

'-sea. Why, there was a crown offered him :

oeing offered him, he put it by with the back
s hand, thus; and then the people fell a-
ting.

11. What was the second noise for?
sea. Why, for that too.

s. They shouted thrice : what was the last
cry for?

sea. Why, for that too.

u. Was the crown offered him thrice ?

sea. Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by
:, every time gentler than other, and at
putting-by mine honest neighbours shouted.

r. Who offered him the crown?
tea. Why, Antony.
’i. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.
•ca. I can as well be hanged as tell the
er of it : it was mere foolery

; I did not mark
saw Mark Antony offer him a crown ;—yet
not a crown neither, ’twas one of these coro-
-and, as I told you, he put it by once : but,
that, to my thinking, he would fain have
Then he offered it to him again ; then he

by again : but, to my thinking, he was very
to lay his fingers off it. And then he offered
third time

; he put it the third time by : and
; he refused it, the rabblement hooted and
:d their chapped hands and threw up their
r night-caps and uttered such a deal of
lg breath because Caesar refused the crown
had almost choked Caesar

; for he swounded
11 down at it : and for mine own part, I

lot laugh, for fear of opening my lips and
:ng the bad air.

But, soft, I pray you : what, did Caesar
wound?
-a. He fell down in the market-place, and
1 at mouth, and was speechless.
. ’Tis very like : he hath the falling sickness.
No, Caesar hath it not

; but you and I

mest Casca, we have the falling sickness,
vz. I know not what you mean by that

;

am sure, Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag
did not clap him and hiss him, according
ileased and displeased them, as they use to
players in the theatre, I am no true man.
What said he when he came unto himself?

a. Marry, before he fell down, when he
red the common herd was glad he refused
wn, he plucked me ope his doublet and
them his throat to cut. An I had been a
any occupation, if I would not have taken
a word, I would I might go to hell among
ues.

.

And so he fell. When he came to
again, he said, If he had done or said any
miss, he desired their worships to think it

infirmity. Three or four wenches, where
cried ‘ Alas, good soul !

’ and forgave him
i their hearts: but there’s no heed to be
of them; if Caesar had stabbed their
s, they would have done no less.
And after that, he came, thus sad, away?
• Ay.

^
280

Hid Cicero say any thing ?

Ay, he spoke Greek.

Cas. To what effeCt?
Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, I’ll ne’er look

you i’ the face again : but those that understood
him smiled at one another and shook their heads

;

but, for mine own part, it was Greek to me. I
could tell you more news too: Marullus and
F lavius, for pulling scarfs off Caesar’s images, are
put to silence. Fare you well. There was more
foolery yet, if I could remember it. 291

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca?
Casca. No, I am promised forth.
Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow?
Casca. Ay, if I be alive and your mind hold

and your dinner worth the eating.
Cas. Good : I will expeCt you.
Casca. Do so. Farewell, both. [Exit.
Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be 1

He was quick mettle when he went to school. 300
Cas. So is he now in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise,
However he puts on this tardy form.
This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit,
Which gives men stomach to digest his words
With better appetite.

Bru. Andsoitis. For this time I will leave you:
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me,

,

I will come home to you ; or, if you will.
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 310

Cas. I will do so : till then, think of the world.

,TT _ ,
LExit Brutus.

Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet, I see,
Thy honourable metal may be wrought
From that it is disposed : therefore it is meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes

;

For who so firm that cannot be seduced?
Caesar doth bear me hard

; but he loves Brutus

:

If I were Brutus now and he were Cassius,
He should not humour me. I will this night,
In several hands, in at his windows throw, 320
As if they came from several citizens,

Writings all tending to the great opinion
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely
Caesar’s ambition shall be glanced at

:

And after this let Caesar seat him sure

;

For we will shake him, or worse days endure.
[Exit.

Scene III. The same. A street.

Thunder and lightning. Enter
, from opposite

sides, Casca, with hissworddrawn, and Cicero.
Cic. Good even, Casca: brought you Caesar

home?
Why are you breathless? and why stare you so?

Casca. Are not you moved, when all the sway
of earth

Shakes like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero,
I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds
Have rived the knotty oaks, and I have seen
The ambitious ocean swell and rage and foam,
To be exalted with the threatening clouds :

But never till to-night, never till now,
Did I go through a tempest dropping fire. 10
Either there is a civil strife in heaven,
Or else the world, too saucy with the gods,
Incenses them to send destruction.

Cic. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful ?

Casca.
'
A common slave—you know him well

by sight

—



Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn

Like twenty torches join’d, and yet his hand,

Not sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch d.

Besides—I ha’ not since put up my sword—

Against the Capitol I met a lion, 20

Who glared upon me, and went surly by,

Without annoying me : and there were drawn

Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women,

Transformed with their fear ;
who swore they saw

Men all in fire walk up and down the streets.

And yesterday the bird of night did sit

Even at noon-day upon the market-place,
.

Hooting and shrieking. When these prodigies

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say
}

‘ These are their reasons ;
they are natural ; 30

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.
#

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time

:

But men may construe things after their fashion,

Clean from the purpose of the things themselves.

Comes Caesar to the Capitol to-morrow?

Casca. He doth ;
for he did bid Antohius

Send word to you he would be there to-morrow.

Cic. Good night then, Casca: this disturbed

sky
Is not to walk in.

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [Exit Cicero. 40

Enter Cassius.

Cas. Who’s there?

Casca. A Roman.
Casca, by your voice.

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night

is this
! . , .

Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men.

Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so

Cas. Those that have known the earth so lull

of faults.

For my part, I have walk d about the streets,

Submitting me unto the perilous night,

And, thus unbraced, Casca, as you see,

Have bared my bosom to the thunder-stone

;

And when the cross blue lightning seem d to open

The breast of heaven, I did present myself 51

Even in the aim and very flash of it.

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt

the heavens ? , ,

.

It is the part of men to fear and tremble,

When the most mighty gods by tokens send

Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.

Cas. You are dull, Casca, and those sparks

of life

That should be in a Roman you do want,

Or else you use not. You look pale and gaze

And put on fear and cast yourself in wonder,
.

60

To see the strange impatience of the heavens

:

But if you would consider the true cause

Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts,

Why birds and beasts from quality and kind,

Why old men fool and children calculate,

Why all these things change from their ordinance

Their natures and preformed faculties

To monstrous quality,—why, you shall find
.

That heaven hath infused them with these spirits,

To make them instruments of fear and warning 70

Unto some monstrous state.

Now could I, Casca, name to thee a man
Most like this dreadful night,

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and r

As doth the lion in the Capitol,

A man no mightier than thyself or me
In personal adtion, yet prodigious grown

And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.

Casca. /Tis Csesar that you mean; is 1!

Cassius ?

Cas. Let it be who it is : for Romans no'

Have thews and limbs like to their ancestors

But, woe the while ! our fathers’ minds are (

And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spiri

Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish.

Casca. Indeed, they say the senators to-

row
Mean to establish Csesar as a king

;

And he shall wear his crown by sea and lan

In every place, save here in Italy. ,

Cas. I know where I will wear this.d;

then

;

Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius

:

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most st)

Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat

:

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass,

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iroi

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit

;

But life, being weary of these .worldly bars,

1 Never lacks power to dismiss itself.

If I know this, know all the world besides,

That part of tyranny that I do bear

I can shake off at pleasure. [Thunder

Casca.
%

So can I

:

So every bondman in his own hand bears

The power to cancel his captivity.

Cas. And why should Csesar be a tyrant

Poor man ! I know he would not be a wolf,

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Those that with haste will make a mighty f

Begin it with weak straws : what trash is E

What rubbish and what offal, when it serve

For the base matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Csesar ! But, O grief.

Where hast thou led me? I perhaps speak

Before a willing bondman ;
then I know

?

My answer must be made. But I am arm

And dangers are to me indifferent.

Casca. You speak to Casca, and to such

That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold, my hai

Be fadtious for redress of all these griefs,

And I will set this foot of mine as far

As who goes farthest.
.

Cas. There s a bargain mad

Now know you, Casca, I have moved alre2

Some certain of the noblest-minded Roman

To undergo with me an enterprise

Of honourable-dangerous consequence

;

And I do know, by this, they stay for me

In Pompey’s porch : for now, this fearful n

There is no stir or walking in the streets;

And the complexion of the element

In favour’s like the work we have m hand,

Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible.

Casca. Stand close awhile, for here coir

in haste.
, , . , v

Cas. ’Tis Cinna.; I do know him by hi'

He is a friend.

Enter Cinna.
' Cinna, where haste you so?!



To find out you. Who’s that? Metellus
Cimber?
\ No, it is Casca; one incorporate
ir attempts. Am I not stay’d for, Cinna?

I am glad on’t. What a fearful night is

this

!

’s two or three of us have seen strange
fights.

. Am I not stay’d for ? tell me.
'. Yes, you are.

>sius, if you could 140
in the noble Brutus to our party

—

. Be you content; good Cinna, take this

>aper,

3ok you lay it in the praetor’s chair,

2 Brutus may but find it ; and throw this

lis window ; set this qp with wax
old Brutus’ statue : all this done,
r to Pompey’s porch, where you shall find us.

:ius Brutus and Trebonius there?
All but Metellus Cimber; and he’s gone

:kyou at your house. Well, I will hie, 150
3 bestow these papers as you bade me.
That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre.

[Exit Cinna.
Casca, you and I will yet ere day
•utus at his house : three parts of him
; already, and the man entire

the next encounter yields him ours.

O, he sits high in all the people’s
earts

:

at which would appear offence in us,
untenance, like richest alchemy,
lange to virtue and to worthiness. 160
Him and his worth and our great need

fhim
.ve right well conceited. Let us go,
s after midnight ; and ere day
1 awake him and be sure of him. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

:ene I. Rome. Brutus's orchard.

Enter Brutus.

What, Lucius, ho

!

>t, by the progress of the stars,

less how near to day. Lucius, I say

!

I it were my fault to sleep so soundly.
Lucius, when? awake, I say! what,

acius

!

Enter Lucius.

Call’d you, my lord ?

Get me a taper in my study, Lucius

:

t is lighted, come and call me here.
I will, my lord. [Exit.

It must be by his death : and for my part,
no personal cause to spurn at him, 11
the general. He would be crown’d

:

iat might change his nature, there’s the
estion.

; bright day that brings forth the adder

;

at craves wary walking. Crown him ?

—

at;—
n, I grant, we put a sting in him,
his will he may do danger with,
ise of greatness is, when it disjoins

Remorse from power: and, to speak truth of
Csesar,

I have not known when his affedlions sway’d 20
More than his reason. But ’tis a common proof,
That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder,
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face

;

But when he once attains the upmost round,
He then unto the ladder turns his back,
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees
By which he did ascend. So Csesar may.
Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the

quarrel
Will bear no colour for the thing he is,

Fashion it thus
; that what he is, augmented,

Would run to these and these extremities:
And therefore think him as a serpent’s egg
Which,

.

hatch’d, would, as his kind, grow mis-
chievous,

And kill him in the shell.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc.. The taper burneth in your closet, sir.

Searching the window for a flint, I found
This paper, thus seal’d up ; and, I am sure,
It did not lie there when I went to bed.

[Gives him the letter.

Bru. Get you to bed again ; it is net day.
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March ? 40
Luc. I know not, sir.

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word.
Luc. I will, sir. [Exit.
Bru. The exhalations whizzing in the air

Give so much light that I may read by them.
[Opens the letter and reads.

‘ Brutus, thou sleep’st : awake, and see thyself.
Shall Rome, &c. Speak, strike,»redress

!

Brutus, thou sleep’st : awake !

’

Such instigations have been often dropp’d
Where I have took them up. 50
‘Shall Rome, &c.’ Thus must I piece it out:
Shall Rome stand under one man’s awe ? What,

Rome?
My ancestors did from the streets of Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was call’d a king.
‘ Speak, strike, redress !

’ Am I entreated
To speak and strike? O Rome, I make thee

promise

;

If the redress will follow, thou receivest
Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus

!

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days.
[Knocking within.

Bru. ’Tis good. Go to the gate ; somebody
knocks.

.
[Exit Lucius. 60

Since Cassius first did whet me against Caesar,
I have not slept.

Between the adting of a dreadful thing
And the first motion, all the interim is

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream

:

The Genius and the mortal instruments
Are then in council ; and the state of man,
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then
The nature of an insurrection.

Re-enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, ’tis your brother Cassius at the door,
Who doth desire to see you.
Bru. Is he alone? 7 *

49
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Luc. No, sir, there are moe with him.

Bru. Do you know them ?

Luc. No, sir ;
their hats are pluck’d about

their ears,

And half their faces buried in their cloaks,

That by no means I may discover them

By any mark of favour. ^ . .

Bru. Let ’em enter. [Exit Lucius.

They are the faction. O conspiracy,

Shamest thou to show thy dangerous brow by

night,

When evils are most free? O, then by day

Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 80

To mask thy monstrous visage? Seek none, con-

spiracy ;

Hide it in smiles and affability

:

For if thou path, thy native semblance on,

Not Erebus itself were dim enough

To hide thee from prevention.

Enter the conspirators,
Cassius, Casca, Decius,

Cinna, Metellus Cimber, and Trebonius.

Cas. I think we are too bold upon your rest

:

Good morrow, Brutus; do we trouble you?

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all

night.

Know I these men that come along with you?

Cas. Yes, every man of them, and no man
here

. ,
9°

But honours you ;
and every one doth wish

Yop had but that opinion of yourself

Which every noble Roman bears of you.

This is Trebonius.
Bru. He is welcome hither.

Cas. This, Decius Brutus.

Bru. He is welcome too.

Cas. This, Casca; this, Cinna; and this, Me-
tellus Cimber.

Bru. They are all welcome.
What watchful cares do interpose themselves

Betwixt your ©yes and night?

Cas

.

Shall I entreat a word? ioo

[.Brutus and Cassius whisper.

Dec. Here lies the east; doth not the day

break here?
Casca. No.
Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth; and yon gray

lines

That fret the clouds are messengers of day.

Casca. You shall confess that you are both

deceived.

Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises,

Which is a great way growing on the south,

Weighing the youthful season of the year.

Some two months hence up higher toward the

north
He first presents his fire ; and the high east no
Stands, as the Capitol, dire6lly here.

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one.

Cas. And let us swear our resolution.

Bru. No, not an oath : if not the face of men,

The sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse,

—

I f these be motives weak, break off betimes,

And every man hence to his idle bed

;

So let high-sighted tyranny range on.

Till each man drop by lottery. But if these,

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 120

To kindle cowards and to steel with valour

The melting spirits of women, then, countrymen,

What need we any spur but our own cause

To prick us to redress? what other bond

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the

And will not palter ? and what other oath

Than honesty to honesty engaged,

That this shall be, or we will fall for it?

Swear priests and cowards and men cautel

Old feeble carrions and such suffering soul:

That welcome wrongs ;
unto bad causes sv

Such creatures as men doubt ;
but do not 1

The even virtue of our enterprise,

Nor the insuppressive mettle of our spirits,

To think that or our cause or our performa

Did need an oath ;
when every drop of bio*

That every Roman bears, and nobly bears,

Is guilty of a several bastardy,

If he do break the smallest particle

Of any promise that hath pass’d from him.

Cas. But what of Cicero? shall we soun

I think he will stand very strong with us.

Casca. Let us not leave him out.

Cin.
#

No. by no

Met. O, let us have him, for his silver

Will purchase us a good opinion

And buy men’s voices to commend our dee

It shall be said, his judgement ruled our h

Our youths and wildness shall no whit app

But all be buried in his gravity.

Bru. O, name him not : let us not brea

him

;

For he will never follow any thing

That other men begin.

Cas. Then leave him out

Casca. Indeed he is not fit.

Dec. Shall no man else be touch’d b

C<£Scir ?

Cas. Decius, well urged: I think it

meet,
Mark Antony, so well beloved of Caesar,

.

Should outlive Caesar : we shall find of his

A shrewd contriver; and, you know, his_

If he improve them, may well stretch so f

As to annoy us all : which to prevent,

Let Antony and Caesar fall together.

Bru. Our course will seem too blood

Cassius,

To out the head off and then hack the lim

Like wrath in death and envy afterwards;

For Antony is but a limb of Caesar

:

Let us be sacrifices, but not butchers, Ca

We all stand up against the spirit of Caesa

And in the spirit of men there is no blood

O, that we then could come by Caesar’s sp

And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, ’

Caesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle fnc

Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully;

Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods,

Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds

:

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do,

Stir up their servants to an a6t of rage,

And after seem to chide ’em. This shall

Our purpose necessary and not envious

:

Which so appearing to the common eyes,

We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers.

And for Mark Antony, think not of him ;

For he can do no more than Caesar s arm

When Caesar’s head is off.

Cas. Yet I fear him ;i

For in the ingrafted love he bears to Caes:
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ru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him

:

e love Caesar, all that he can do
:> himself, take thought and die for Caesar

:

that were much he should ; for he is given
>ports, to wildness and much company.
reb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die

;

he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 191
{Clock strikes.

ru. Peace ! count the clock,
w. The clock hath stricken three.
reb. 'Tis time to part,

w.
.

But it is doubtful yet,
:ther Caesar will come forth to-day, or no

;

he is superstitious grown of late,

e from the main opinion he held once
mtasy, of dreams and ceremonies

:

ay be, these apparent prodigies,
unaccustom’d terror of this night,
the persuasion of his augurers, 20c
hold him from the Capitol to-day.

'C.
^

Never fear that : if he be so resolved,
i o’ersway him ; for he loves to hear
unicorns may be betray’d with trees,
bears with glasses, elephants with holes,
5 with toils and men with flatterers

;

vhen I tell him he hates flatterers,

ays he does, being then most flattered,
ne work

;

can give his humour the true bent, 210
I will bring him to the Capitol.
j. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch
him.

it. By the eighth hour : is that the utter-
most?
1. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then.
t. Cams Ligarius doth bear Caesar hard,
rated him for speaking well of Pompey

:

ider none of you have thought of him.
t. Now, good Metellus, go along by him

:

ves me well, and I have given him reasons

;

him but hither, and I ’ll fashion him. 220
•. The morning comes upon ’s : we’ll leave
70U, Brutus.
friends, disperse yourselves; but all re-
nember
you have said, and show yourselves true
Romans.
(. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily

;

Dt our looks put on our purposes,
iar it as our Roman adfors do,
untired spirits and formal constancy

;

0 good morrow to you every one.
{Exeunt all but Bruhis.

Lucius ! Fast asleep? It is no matter

;

the honey-heavy dew of slumber ; 230
hast no figures nor no fantasies,
1 busy care draws in the brains of men

;

fore thou sleep’st so sound.

Enter Portia.

Brutus, my lord

!

• Portia, what mean you? wherefore rise
ou now?
)t for your health thus to commit
yeak condition to the raw cold morning.
Nor for yours neither. You’ve ungently,

>rutus,

rom my bed : and yesternight, at supper,
tddenly arose, and walk'd about,

Musing and sighing, with your arms across, 240
And when I ask’d you what the matter was,
You stared upon me with ungentle looks

;

I urged you further; then you scratch’d your
head,

And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot;
Yet I insisted, yet you answer’d not,
But, with an angry wafture of your hand,
Gave sign for me to leave you : so I did

;

Fearing to strengthen that impatience
Which seem’d too much enkindled, and withal
Hoping it was but an effedt of humour, 250
Which sometime hath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep.
And could it work so much upon your shape
As it hath much prevail’d on your condition,
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,
Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.
Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all.

Por. Brutus is' wise, and, were he not in
health,

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru. Why, so I do. Good Portia, go to bed.
Por. Is Brutus sick? and is it physical 261

To walk unbraced and suck up the humours
Of the dank morning? What, is Brutus sick,
And will he steal out of his wholesome bed.
To dare the vile contagion of the night
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air
To add unto his sickness? No, my Brutus;
You have some sick offence within your mind,
Which, by the right and virtue ofmy place,
I ought to know of; and, upon my knees, 270
I charm you, by my once-commended beauty,
By all your vows of love and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,
That you unfold to me, yourself, your half,
Why you are heavy, and what men to-night
Have had resort to you ; for here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces
Even from darkness.
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia.
Por. I should not need, if you were gentle

Brutus.
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 280
Is it excepted I should know no secrets
That appertain to you? Am I yourself
But, as it were, in sort or limitation,
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed.
And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in the

suburbs
Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more,
Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife.
Bru. You are my true and honourable wife.

As dear to me as are the ruddy drops
That visit my sad heart. 290
Por.

"
If this were true, then should I know

this secret.

I grant I am a woman
; but withal

A woman that Lord Brutus took to wife

:

I grant I am a woman
; but withal

A woman well-reputed, Cato’s daughter.
Think you I am no stronger than my sex,
Being so father’d and so husbanded?
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose ’em;
I have made strong proof of my constancy.
Giving myself a voluntary wound 300
Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience,
And not my husband’s secrets?
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Render me worthy of this noble wife
! #

[.Knocking within.

Hark, hark ! one knocks : Portia, go in awhile

;

And by and by thy bosom shall partake

The secrets of my heart.

All my engagements I will construe to thee,

All the charadlery of my sad brows
: .

Leave me with haste. [Exit Portia. \ Lucius,

who ’s that knocks?

Re-enter Lucius with Ligarius.

Luc. Here is a sick man that would speak

with you.
, „ ,

3
J°

Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake ot.

Boy, stand aside. Caius Ligarius! how?

Lig. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble

tongue.

Bru. O, what a time have you chose out,

brave Caius, . .

To wear a kerchief! Would you were not sick .

Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand

Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,

Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before,

I here discard my sickness ! Soul of Rome ! 321

Brave son, derived from honourable loins

.

Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjured up

My mortified spirit. Now bid me run,

And I will strive with things impossible

;

Yea, get the better of them. What s to do?

Bru. A piece of work that will make sick

men whole.
, ,

.

Lig. But are not some whole that we must

Bru. That must we also. What it is, my
Caius,

I shall unfold to thee, as we are going 33°

To whom it must be done.

Lig. Set on your foot,

And with a heart new-fired I follow you,

To do I know not what : but it sufficeth

That Brutus leads me on.

Bru. Follow me, then. [Exeunt.

Cal. Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies

Yet now they fright me. There is one with

Besides the things that we have heard and

Recounts most horrid sights seen by the wa
A lioness hath whelped in the streets

;

And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up

dead

;

Fierce fiery warriors fought upon the clouds

In ranks and squadrons and right form of w
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol

;

The noise of battle hurtled in the air,

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groar

And ghosts did shriek and squeal abou

streets.

O Caesar ! these things are beyond all use,

And I do fear them.
.

Cces. What can be avoided

Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods

Yet Caesar shall go forth ; for these predi&i

Are to the world in general as to Caesar.

Cal. When beggars die, there are no 0

The heavens themselves blaze forth the de

princes.
.

Cces. Cowards die many times before

deaths

;

The valiant never taste of death but once.

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,

It seems to me most strange that men should

Seeing that death, a necessary end,

Will come when it will come.

Scene IT. Ccesar's house.

Thunder and lightning. Enter Cesar, in

his night-gown.

Cces. Nor heaven nor earth have been at

peace to-night

:

eace to-nignt .
. ,

Thrice hath Calpurnia in her sleep cned out

‘ Help, ho ! they murder Ctesar ! Who s within?

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord ? . ~

Cces. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice

And bring me their opinions of success.

Serv. I will, my lord. [Exit.

Re-enter Servant.

What say the augi

Serv. They would not have you to stir

to-day.
.

Plucking the entrails of an offering forth,

They could not find a heart within the beas

Cces. The gods do this in shame of cowa

Caesar should be a beast without a heart,

If he should stay at home to-day for fear.

No, Caesar shall not: danger knows full we

That Caesar is more dangerous than he

:

We are two lions litter’d in one day,

And I the elder and more terrible

:

And Caesar shall go forth.

Cal. Alas, my lord,

Your wisdom is consumed in confidence.

Do not go forth to-day : call it my fear

That keeps you in the house, and not your

We’ll send Mark Antony to the senate-hou

And he shall say you are not well to-day

:

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Cces. Mark Antony shall say I am not

And, for thy humour, I will stay at home.

Enter Calpurnia.

Cal. What mean you, Caesar? think you to

walk forth?

You shall not stir out of your house to-day.

Cces. Caesar shall forth: the things that

threaten’d me , , , „
Ne’er look’d but on my back ;

when they shall see

The face of Caesar, they are vanished.

Enter Decius.

Here’s Decius Brutus, he shall tell them s(

Dec. Caesar, all hail
!
good morrow, 1

I come to fetch you to the senate-house.

Cces. And you are come in very happy ti

To bear my greeting to the senators

And tell them that I will not come to-day

Cannot, is false, and that I dare not, falsercannot, ib duu l

,

tv •

I will not come to-day : tell them so. Deer
' >ick.Cal. Say he is sicL

Cces. Shall Caesar send a

Have I in conquest stretch’d mine arm so
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De afeard to tell graybeards the truth?
ius, go tell them Caesar will not come.

[

ec. Most mighty Caesar, let me know some
! cause,

: I be laugh’d at when I tell them so. 70
\es. The cause is in my will: I will not
come

;

t is enough to satisfy the senate,
for your private satisfaction,

mse I love you, I will let you know

:

turnia here, my wife, stays me at home

:

dreamt to-night she saw my statua,
ch, like a fountain with an hundred spouts,
run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans
e smiling, and did bathe their hands in it

:

these does she apply for warnings, and
portents, 80
evils imminent

; and on her knee
1 begg’d that I will stay at home to-day.
?c. This dream is all amiss interpreted

;

is a vision fair and fortunate

:

• statue spouting blood in many pipes,
hich so many smiling Romans bathed,
ifies that from you great Rome shall suck
ving blood, and that great men shall press
indlures, stains, relics and cognizance.
by Calpurnia’s dream is signified. 90
’s. And this way have you well ex-
pounded it.

c. I have, when you have heard what I

can say:
know it now: the senate have concluded
ive this day a crown to mighty Caesar.

I a shall send them word you will not come,
• minds may change. Besides, it were a
mock
0 be render’d, for some one to say
ik up the senate till another time,

I
I Caesar’s wife shall meet with better dreams.’
:sar hide himself, shall they not whisper 10c
Caesar is afraid’ ?

>n me, Caesar
; for my dear dear love

>ur proceeding bids me tell you this

;

eason to my love is liable,

s'. How foolish do your fears seem now,
Calpurnia

!

ashamed I did yield to them,
me my robe, for I will go.

' Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus,
Casca, Trebonius, and Cinna.

ook where Publius is come to fetch me.
Good morrow, Caesar.

• Welcome, Publius.
Brutus, are you stirr’d so early too? no
morrow, Casca. Caius Ligarius,
1 was ne’er so much your enemy
it same ague which hath made you lean,
is ’t o’clock?

Caesar, ’tis strucken eight.
• I thank you for your pains and courtesy.

Enter Antony.

\ntony, that revels long o’ nights,
withstanding up. Good morrow, Antony.

So to most noble Caesar.

Bid them prepare within :

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now, Cinna : now, Metellus : what, Trebonius !

I have an hour’s talk in store for you ;

Remember that you call on me to-day

:

Be near me, that I may remember you.
Treb . Caesar, I will: [Aside] and so near

will I be,
That your best friends shall wish I had been

further.

Cces.

'

Good friends, go in, and taste some wine
with me

;

And we, like friends, will straightway go to-
gether.

Bru. [Aside] That every like is not the same,
O Caesar,

The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon !

[Exeunt.

Scene III. A street near the Capitol.

Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper.

Art.
'

‘Caesar, beware of Brutus; take heed
of Cassius ; come not near Casca

\ have an eye
to Cinna; trust not Trebonius; mark well Me-
tellus Cimber: Decius Brutus loves thee not:
thou hast wronged Caius Ligarius. There is
but one mind in all these men, and it is bent
against Caesar. If thou beest not immortal, look
about you : security gives way to conspiracy.
The mighty gods defend thee ! Thy lover,

TT ‘Artemidorus.’
Here will I stand till Caesar pass along, n
And as a suitor will I give him this.
My heart laments that virtue cannot live
Out of the teeth of emulation.
If thou read this, O Caesar, thou mayst live

;

If not, the Fates with traitors do contrive. [Exit.

Scene IV. Another part of the same street,
before the house ofBrutus.

Enter Portia and Lucius.

Por. I prithee, boy, run to the senate-house ;

Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone

:

Why dost thou stay?
Luc. To know my errand, madam.
Por. I would have had thee there, and here

again,
Ere I can tell thee what thou shouldst do there.
0 constancy, be strong upon my side,
Set a huge mountain ’tween my heart and tongue !

1 have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might.
How hard it is for women to keep counsel!
Art thou here yet ?

Luc. Madam, what should I do? 10
Run to the Capitol, and nothing else ?

And so return to you, and nothing else ?

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look
well,

For he went sickly forth : and take good note
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him.
Hark, boy ! what noise is that?
Luc. I hear none, madam.

t t°r’i
Prithee, listen well

;

I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray,
And the wind brings it from the Capitol.
Luc. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing. 20



Enter the Soothsayer.

For. Come hither, fellow: which way hast

thou been ?

Sooth. At mine own house, good lady.

Por. What is’t o’clock?

Sooth. About the ninth hour, lady.

Por. Is Caesar yet gone to the Capitol?

Sooth. Madam, not yet: I go to take my
stand,

To see him pass on to the Capitol.

Por. Thou hast some suit to Caesar, hast thou

not?
,

Sooth. That I have, lady : if it will please

Caesar

To be so good to Caesar as to hear me,

I shall beseech him to befriend himself.
#

30

Por. Why, know’st thou any harm’s intended

towards him?
Sooth. None that I know will be, much that

I fear may chance.

Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow :

The throng that follows Caesar at the heels,

Of senators, of praetors, common suitors,

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death

:

I ’ll get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great Cajsar as he comes along. [Exit.

Por. I must go in. Ay me, how weak a thing

The heart of woman is ! O Brutus, 4°

The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise !

Sure, the boy heard me : Brutus hath a suit

That Caesar will not grant. O, I grow faint.

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord

;

Say I am merry : come to me again,

And bring me word what he doth say to thee.

[Exeunt severally.

ACT III.

Scene I. Rome. Before the Capitol', the

Senate sitting above.

A crowd ofpeople ,* among them Artemidorus
and the Soothsayer. Flourish. Enter Cvesar,

Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Metellus,
Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Po-

pilius, Publius, and others.

Cces. [ To the Soothsayer] The ides of March
are come.

Sooth. Ay, Caesar; but not gone.

Art. Hail, Caesar ! read this schedule.

Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er-read,

At your best leisure, this his humble suit.

Art. O Caesar, read mine first; for mine s a

suit
.

That touches Caesar nearer : read it, great Caesar.

Cce,s. What touches us ourself shall be last

served.
. .

Art. Delay not, Caesar; read it instantly.

Cces. What, is the fellow mad?
Pub. Sirrah, give place. 10

Cos. What, urge you your petitions in the

street ?

Come to the Capitol.

Caesar goes up to the Senate-House,
the rest

following.

Pop. I wish your enterprise to-day may thrive.

Cas. What enterprise, Popilius?

Fare you
[.Advances to C

Bru. What said Popilius Lena ?

Cas. He wish’d to-day our enterprise n

thrive.

I fear our purpose is discovered.

Bru. Look, how he makes to Caesar : mark
Cas. Casca, be sudden, for we fear preven

Brutus, what shall be done? If this be knowr.

Cassius or Caesar never shall turn back,

For I will slay myself.

Bru. Cassius, be constant
: |

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes

;

For, look, he smiles, and Caesar doth not chi

Cas. Trebonius knows his time ;
for, look

Brutus,

He draws Mark Antony out of the way.
[Exeunt Antony and Trebo

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber? Lethii

And presently prefer his suit to Caesar.

Bru. He is address’d
:
press near and se

him.
Cm. Casca, you are the first that rears

hand.
Cces. Are we all ready? What is now a:

That Caesar and his senate must redress?

Met. Most high, most mighty, and most

sant Caesar,

Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat

An humble heart,— [AVza

Cces. I must prevent thee, C11

These couchings and these lowly courtesies

Might fire the blood of ordinary men,

And turn pre-ordinance and first decree

Into the law of children. Be not fond,

To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood

That will be thaw’d from the true quality

With that which melteth fools; I mean,

words,
Low-crooked court’sies and base spamel-faw

Thy brother by decree is banished

:

If thou dost bend and pray and fawn for hn

I spurn thee like a cur out of my way.

Know, Caesar doth not wrong, nor without

Will he be satisfied.

Met. Is there no voice more worthy tha

own,
r

To sound more sweetly in great Caesar s eai

For the repealing of my banish’d brother?

Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in fla

Caesar

;

Desiring thee that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Cces. What, Brutus

!

Cas. Pardon, Caesar ;
Caesar, pa

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall.

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimbe:

Cces. I could be well moved, if I w^re as

If I could pray to move, prayers would mov

But I am constant as the northern star,

Of whose true-fix’d. and resting quality

There is no fellow in the firmament.

The skies are painted with unnumber d spa

They are all fire and every one doth shine,

But there’s but one in all doth hold his pla<

So in the world ; ’tis furnish’d well with me

And men are flesh and blood, and appreher

Yet in the number I do know but one

That unassailable holds on his rank,
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haked of motion : and that I am he, 70
me a little show it, even in this

;

t I was constant Cimber should be banish’d,
constant do remain to keep him so.

in. O Caesar,

—

zs. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus?
ec. Great Caesar,

—

zs. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel?
isca. Speak, hands, for me

!

[
Cascafirst, then the other Conspirators and

Marcus Brutus stab Ccesar.
vs. Et tu, Brute ! Then fall, Caesar

!
[Dies,

n. Liberty ! Freedom ! Tyranny is dead !

hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets.

is. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out
er£y, freedom, and enfranchisement!’ 81
^u

.

People and senators, be not affrighted

;

not ; stand still : ambition’s debt is paid.
isca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus.
re. And Cassius too.

'u. Where’s Publius?
u. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.
et. Stand fast together, lest some friend of
Caesar’s

ild chance

—

*u

.

Talk not of standing. Publius, good
cheer

;

e is no harm intended to your person, 90
to no Roman else : so tell them, Publius.
s. And leave us, Publius; lest that the
people,

ling on us, should do your age some mischief.
u. Do so : and let no man abide this deed,
ve the doers.

Enter a Servant.

Bru. Soft! who comes here? A friend of
Antony’s.

Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me
kneel;

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ;

And, being prostrate, thus he bade me say

:

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest

;

Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving

:

Say I love Brutus, and I honour him
;

Say I fear d Caesar, honour’d him and loved him.
If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony 130May safely come to him, and be resolved
How Caesar hath deserved to lie in death,
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead
So well as Brutus living

; but will follow
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus
Thorough the hazards of this untrod state
With all true faith. So says my master Antony.
Bru. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman

;

I never thought him worse.
Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 140He shall be satisfied

; and, by my honour,
Depart untouch’d.
Serv. I’ll fetch him presently. [Exit.
Bru. I know that we shall have him well to

friend.

Cas I wish we may : but yet have I a mind
1 hat fears him much ; and my misgiving still
Falls shrewdly to the purpose.
Bru. But here comes Antony.

Re-enter Antony.

|

Re-enter Trebonius.

s. Where is Antony ?

e.
.
Fled to his house amazed

:

wives and children stare, cry out and run
were doomsday.
u. Fates, we will know your pleasures

:

we shall die, we know ; ’tis but the time
drawing days out, that men stand upon. 100
r. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of
life

off so many years of fearing death.
v. Grant that, and then is death a benefit

:

e we Caesar’s friends, that have abridged
ime of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, stoop,
et us bathe our hands in Caesar’s blood

* the elbows, and besmear our swords

:

walk we forth, even to the market-place,
waving our red weapons o’er our heads,
all cry ‘Peace, freedom and liberty !’ no

Stoop, then, and wash. How many ages
hence
this our lofty scene be added over
ites unborn and accents yet unknown !

1. How many times shall Caesar bleed in
sport,

now on Pompey’s basis lies along
orthier than the dust

!

So oft as that shall be,
en shall the knot of us be call’d
ten that gave their country liberty.
. What, shall we forth?
• Ay, every man away :

s shall lead
; and we will grace his heels 120

the most boldest and best hearts of Rome.

Welcome, Mark Antony.
Ant. O mighty Caesar ! dost thou lie so low

?

Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils.
Shrunk to this little measure? Fare thee well.
I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 151Who else must be let blood, who else is rank

:

If I myself, there is no hour so fit

As Caesar’s death hour, nor no instrument
Of half that worth as those your swords, made rich
With the most noble blood of all this world.
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard,
Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and

smoke,
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,
I shall not find myself so apt to die : 160
No place will please me so, no mean of death,
As here by Caesar, and by you cut off,
The choice and master spirits of this age.Bru- 0 Antony, beg not your death of us.
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel,
As, by our hands and this our present a6t,
You see we do, yet see you but our hands
And this the bleeding business they have done

:

Our hearts you see not
; they are pitiful

;And pity to the general wrong of Rome— 170
As fire drives out fire, so pity pity
Hath done this deed on Caesar. For your part,
To you our swords have leaden points, Mark

Antony

:

tOur arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts
Of brothers temper, do receive you in
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.

T ^ J .

Your voice sha11 be as strong as any man’s
In the disposing of new dignities.
Bru. Only be patient till we have appeased

I
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The multitude, beside themselves with fear, 180

And then we will deliver you the cause,

Why I, that did love Caesar when I struck him,

Have thus proceeded. •

.

Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom.

Let each man render me his bloody hand

:

First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you

;

Next, Caius Cassius, do I take your hand

;

Now, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Me-
tellus

;

Yours, Cinna ; and, my valiant Casca, yours

;

Though last, not least in love, yours, good Tre-

bonius.

Gentlemen all,—alas, what shall. I say? 190

My credit now stands on such slippery ground,

That one of two bad ways you must conceit me,

Either a coward or a flatterer.

That I did love thee, Caesar, O, ’tis true

:

If then thy spirit look upon us now,

Shall it not grieve thee dearer than thy death,

To see thy Antony making his peace,

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes,

Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse?

Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds, 200

Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood,

It would become me better than to close

In terms of friendship with thine enemies.

Pardon me, J ulius ! Here wast thou bay’d, brave

hart

;

Here didst thou fall ;
and here thy hunters stand,

Sign’d in thy spoil, and crimson’d in thy lethe.

O world, thou wast the forest to this hart

;

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.

How like a deer, strucken by many princes,

Dost thou here lie !
210

Cas. Mark Antony,

—

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Cassius

:

The enemies of Caesar shall say this

;

Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty.

Cas. I blame you not for praising Caesar so ;

But what compact mean you to have with us?

Will you be prick’d in number of our friends

;

Or shall we on, and not depend on you?

Ant. Therefore I took your hands, but was,

indeed,

Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Caesar.

Friends am I with you all and love you all, 220

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons

Why and wherein Caesar was dangerous.

Bru. Or else were this a savage spectacle :

Our reasons are so full of good regard

That were you, Antony, the son of Caesar,

You should be satisfied.

Ant. That’s all I seek:

And am moreover suitor that I may
Produce his body to the market-place ;

And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend,

Speak in the order of his funeral. 230

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony.

Cas. Brutus, a word with you.

[Aside to Bru.] You know not what you do ; do

not consent

That Antony speak in his funeral

:

Know you how much the people may be moved

By that which he will utter?

Bru. By your pardon ;

I will myself into the pulpit first,

And show the reason of our Caesar s death

:

What Antony shall speak, I will protest

He speaks by leave and by permission,

And that we are contented Caesar shall.

Have all true rites and lawful ceremonies.

It shall advantage more than do us wrong.
.

1

Cas. I know not what may fall ; I like it

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Cae|g

body.
You shall not in your funeral speech blame us

But speak all good you can devise of Caesar,

And say you do’t by our permission

;

Else shall you not have any hand at all

About his funeral : and you shall speak

In the same pulpit whereto I am going.

After my speech is ended.

Ant. Be it so;

I do desire no more.

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow 1

[Exeunt all but Ant
Ant. 0 ,

pardon me, thou bleeding piec

earth,

That I am meek and gentle with these butch

Thou art the ruins of the noblest man
That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood!

Over thy wounds now do I prophesy,

—

Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue

A curse shall light upon the f limbs of men

;

Domestic fury and fierce civil strife

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy

;

Blood and destrudhion shall be so in use

And dreadful objedls so familiar

That mothers shall but smile when they behc

Their infants quarter’d with the hands of wa
All pity choked with custom of fell deeds

:

And CaesaFs spirit, ranging for revenge.

With Ate by his side come hot from hell,
d

Shall in these confines with a monarch’s voic

Cry ‘ Havoc,’ and let slip the dogs of war

;

That this foul deed shall smell above the earl

With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter a Servant.

You serve Odtavius Caesar, do you not?

Serv. I do, Mark Antony.

A fit. Caesar did write for him to come to R
Serv. He did receive his letters, and is coir

And bid me say to you by word of mouth—
O Caesar !— [Seeing- the bod

)

A nt. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and w

Passion, I see, is catching ; for mine eyes,

Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine,

Began to water. Is thy master coming?

Serv. He lies to-night within seven lea

of Rome.
Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him

hath chanced

:

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Ron

No Rome of safety for Odtavius yet

;

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay awhi

Thou shalt not back till I have borne this co

Into the market-place : there shall I try,

In my oration, how the people take

The cruel issue of these bloody men

;

According to the which, thou shalt discourse

To young Odlavius of the state of things.

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt with Ca

\

'

i
'll

I



Scene 1

1

. The Forum.

fitter Brutus and Cassius, a?id a throng
<2/" Citizens.

'itizens. We will be satisfied
; let us be satisfied.

'ru. Then follow me, and give me audience,
friends.

siiis, go you into the other street,

1 part the numbers.
ise that will hear me speak, let ’em stay here

;

ise that will follow Cassius, go with him

;

1 public reasons shall be rendered
Caesar’s death.

'irst Cit. I will hear Brutus speak.
ec. at. I will hear Cassius; and compare
their reasons,

en severally we hear them rendered. io
[Exit Cassius, with some ofthe Citizens.

Brutusgoes into the pulpit,
'hird Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended

:

silence

!

ru. Be patient till the last,

lans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my
;e, and be silent, that you may hear : believe
for mine honour, and have respedt to mine
lur,. that you may believe : censure me in
wisdom, and awake your senses, that you
the better judge. If there be any in this

mbly, any dear friend of Csesar’s, to him I say,
Brutus’ love to Caesar was no less than his.
hen that friend demand why Brutus rose
nst Caesar, this is my answer:—Not that I
d Caesar less, but that I loved Rome more.
you rather Caesar were living and die all

:s, than that Caesar were dead, to live all free
? As Caesar loved me, I weep for him; as
as fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valiant,
lour him : but, as he was ambitious, I slew
There is tears for his love

;
joy for his for-

; honour for his valour; and death for his
tion. Who is here so base that would be a
man? Ifany, speak; for him have I offended,
is here so rude that would not be a Roman ?

y, speak
; for him have I offended. Who is

so vile that will not love his country? If
speak; for him have I offended. I pause
reply.

I None, Brutus, none.
u. Then none have I offended. I have done
ore to Caesar than you shall do to Brutus,
question of his death is enrolled in the Capi-
his glory not extenuated, wherein he was
iy, nor his offences enforced, for which he
•ed death.

erAntony andothers, with Caesar’s body.

comes his body, mourned by Mark Antony

:

though he had no hand in his death, shall
the benefit of his dying, a place in the

lonwealth
; as which ofyou shall not? With

depart,—that, as I slew my best lover for
ood of Rome, I have the same dagger for
If, when it shall please my country to need
eath.

Live, Brutus ! live, live !

'st Cit. Bring him with triumph home unto
his house.
G?/. Give him a statue with his ancestors.

Third Cit. Let him be Caesar.
Fourth Cit. Caesar’s better parts

Shall be crown’d in Brutus.
First Cit. We’ll bring him to his house

With shouts and clamours.
Bru. My countrymen,

—

Sec. Cit. Peace, silence! Brutus speaks.
First Cit. Peace, ho

!

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone,
And, for my sake, stay here with Antony: 6i
Do grace to Caesar’s corpse, and grace his speech
Tending to Caesar’s glories ; which Mark Antony,
By our permission, is allow’d to make.
I do entreat you,, not a man depart,
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [Exit.
First Cit. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark

Antony.
Third Cit. Let him go up into the public

chair

;

We’ll hear him. Noble Antony, go up.
Ant. For Brutus’ sake, I am beholding to

you.
.

[Goes into the pulpit. 70
Fourth Cit. What does he say of Brutus ?

Third Cit. He says, for Brutus’ sake,
He finds himself beholding to us all.

Fourth Cit. ’Twere best he speak no harm of
Brutus here.

First Cit. This Csesar was a tyrant.
Third Cit. Nay, that’s certain :We are blest that Rome is rid of him.
Sec. Cit. Peace! let us hear what Antony

can say.

Ant. You gentle Romans,

—

Citizens. Peace, ho ! let us hear him.
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me

your ears

;

I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.
The evil that men do lives after them ; 80
The good is oft interred with their bones

;

So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus
Hath told you Caesar was ambitious

:

If it were so, it was a grievous fault,
And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it.

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest

—

For Brutus is an honourable man;
So are they all, all honourable men

—

Come I to speak in Caesar’s funeral.
He was my friend, faithful and just to me

: 90
|

But Brutus says he was ambitious;
And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home to Rome,

jWhose ransoms did the general coffers fill:

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious?
When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept : !

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff : 1

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;
And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did see that on the Lupercal 100
I thrice presented him a kingly crown,
Which he did thrice refuse : was this ambition?

j

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious;
And, sure, he is an honourable man.
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke,
But here I am to speak what I do know.
You °nce, not without cause :

Y\ hat cause withholds you then, to mourn for
him?

O judgement ! thou art fled to brutish beasts, 109And men have lost their reason. Bear with me ;



773
JULIUS CAESAR. [Act

My heart is in the coffin there with Crnsar,

And I must pause till it come back to me.

First Cit. Methinks there is much reason in

his sayings.

Sec. Cit. If thou consider rightly of the matter,

Caesar has had great wrong.

Third Cit. Has he, masters?

I fear there will a worse come in his place.

Fozirth Cit. Mark’d ye his words? He would

not take the crown

;

Therefore ’tis certain he was not ambitious.

First Cit. If it be found so, some will dear

abide it. , r
Sec. Cit. Poor soul ! his eyes are red as fire

with weeping. .

120

Third Cit. There’s not a nobler man in Rome
than Antony.

, . , ,

Fourth Cit. Now mark him, he begins again

to speak.
,

_ _ . , .

Ant. But yesterday the word of Caesar might

Have stood against the world ;
now lies he there,

And none so poor to do him reverence.

0 masters, if I were disposed to stir

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong.

Who, you all know, are honourable men

:

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 130

To wrong the dead, to wrong myself and you,

Than I will wrong such honourable men.

But here’s a parchment with the seal of Caesar

,

I found it in his closet, ’tis his will

:

Let but the commons hear this testament—

Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read

And they would go and kiss dead Caesar s wounds

And dip their napkins in his sacred blood,

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 14°

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy

Unto their issue. .

Fourth Cit. We’ll hear the will : read it,

Mark Antony.
,

A ll. The will, the will ! we will hear Caesar s

Ant^Uave patience, gentle friends, I must

not read it
; ,

It is not meet you know how Caesar loved you.

You are not wood, you are not stones, but men

;

And, being men, hearing the will of Caesar,

It will inflame you, it will make you mad
: _

149

’Tis good you know not that you are his heirs

;

For, if you should, O., what would co1^ of it

.

Fourth Cit. Read the will; well hear it,

Antony ; ...

You shall read us the will, Caesar s will.

Ant. Will you be patient? will you stay

awhile?
I have o’ershot myself to tell you 01 it

:

I fear I wrong the honourable men
Whose daggers have stabb’d Caesar ;

I do fear it.

Fourth Cit. They were traitors : honourable

men

!

All. The will ! the testament

!

Sec. Cit. They were villains, murderers ; the

will ! read the will. ,

Ant. You will compel me, then, to read the

will? rr.

Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar,

And let me show you him that made the will.

Shall I descend? and will you give me leave t

Several Cit. Come down.

Sec. Cit. Descend.
Third Cit. You shall have leave.

\_Antony comes do?i

Fourth Cit. A ring; stand round.

First Cit. Stand from the hearse, stand fr<

the body. , . .

Sec. Cit. Room for Antony, most noble Antor

Ant. Nay, press not so upon me ; stand fart

Several Cit. Stand back ; room ;
bear bad

A nt. If you have tears, prepare to shed th<

now.
# T ,

You all do know this mantle ; i remember

The first time ever Caesar put it on

;

’Twason a summer’s evening, in his tent,

That day he overcame the Nervn:

Look, in this place ran Cassius’ dagger throug

See what a rent the envious Casca made :

Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb d

And as he pluck’d his cursed steel away,

Mark how the blood of Caesar follow d it,

As rushing out of doors, to be resolved

If Brutus so unkindly knock’d, or no;

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar s angel

:

Judge, O you gods, how dearly Caesar loved hi

This was the most unkindest cut of all

;

For when the noble Caesar saw him stab,

Ingratitude, more strong than traitors arms.

Quite vanquish’d him : then burst his migl

heart;

And, in his mantle muffling up his face,

Even at the base of Pompey’s statua.

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar le

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen

!

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down,

Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us.

O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel

The dint of pity : these are gracious drops.

Kind souls, what, weep you when you but ben

Our Caesar’s vesture wounded? Look you he

Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with trait<

First Cit. O piteous spectacle

!

Sec. Cit. O noble Caesar

!

Third Cit. O woful day
! #

Fourth Cit. O traitors, villains !

First Cit. O most bloody sight

!

Sec. Cit. We will be revenged

All. Revenge! About! Seek! Burn! t

Kill ! Slay ! Let not a traitof live !

Ant. Stay, countrymen.

First Cit. Peace there ! hear the noble Ante

Sec. Cit. We’ll hear him, we 11 follow h

we’ll die with him.
. .

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me

stir you up
To such a sudden flood of mutiny.

They that have done this deed are honourabli

What private griefs they have, alas, I know 1

That made them do it: they are wise and hon<

able,

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.

I come not, friends, to steal away your heart

I am no orator, as Brutus is;

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,

That We my friend; and that they know)

That gave me public leave to speak of him:

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth

Aaion, nor utterance, nor the power ot speec

*



2NE II.] JULIUS CAESAR. 779

stir men’s blood : I only speak right on

;

;I1 you that which you yourselves do know

;

)w you sweet Caesar’s wounds, poor poor dumb
mouths, 229

i bid them speak for me : but were I Brutus,
d Brutus Antony, there were an Antony
add ruffle up your spirits and put a tongue
every wound of Caesar that should move
e stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.
III. We’ll mutiny.
'irst Cit. We ’ll burn the house of Brutus.
'bird Cit. Away, then ! come, seek the con-
spirators.

\nt. Yet hear me, countrymen; yet hear me
speak.

'll. Peace, ho ! Hear Antony. Most noble
;

Antony

!

nt. Why, friends, you go to do you know
not what : 240

erein hath Caesar thus deserved your loves?

5, you know not : I must tell you, then

;

i have forgot the will I told you of.

II. Most true. The will! Let’s stay and
hear the will.

nt.

.

Here is the will, and under Caesar’s seal,

ivery Roman citizen he gives,

every several man, seventy five drachmas.
x. Cit. Most noble Caesar ! We’ll revenge

j

his death. t

bird Cit. O royal Caesar !

nt. Hear me with patience. 250
ll. Peace, ho!
nt.' Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,
private arbours and new-planted orchards,
:his side Tiber ; he hath left them you,
to your heirs for ever, common pleasures,
valk abroad, and recreate yourselves,
e was a Caesar! when comes such another?
;rst Cit. Never, never. Come, away, away

!

11 burn his body in the holy place,
with the brands fire the traitors’ houses. 260
; up the body.
c. Cit. Go fetch fire.

hird Cit. Pluck down benches.
wrtk Cit. Pluck down forms, windows, any
thing. [Exeunt Citizens with the body,

nt. Now let it work. Mischief, thou art afoot,
i thou what course thou wilt

!

Enter a Servant.

And things unlucky charge my fantasy

;

I have no will to wander forth of doors,
Yet something leads me forth.

Enter Citizens.

First Cit. What is your name ?

Sec. Cit. Whither are you going ?

Third Cit. Where do you dwell ?

Fourth Cit. Are you a married man or a
bachelor?

Sec. Cit. Answer every man diredtly. 10
First Cit. Ay, and briefly.

Fourth Cit. Ay, and wisely.
Third Cit. Ay, and truly, you were best.
Cin. What is my name? Whither am. I

going? Where do I dwell? Am I a married
man or a bachelor ? Then, to .answer every man
diredtly and briefly, wisely and truly : wisely 1
say, I am a bachelor.

Sec. Cit. That’s as much as to say, they are
fools that marry: you’ll bear me a bang for that,
I fear. Proceed ; diredtly. 2 1

Cin. Diredtly, I am going to Caesar’s funeral.
First Cit. As a friend or an enemy?
Cin. As a friend.

Sec. Cit. That matter is answered diredtly.
Foyirth Cit. For your dwelling,—briefly.
Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol.
Third Cit. Your name, sir, truly.

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna.
First Cit. Tear him to pieces; he’s a con-

spirator. ~ z
Cin . I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the

poet.

Fourth' Cit. Tear him for his bad verses, tear
him for his bad verses.

Cin. I am not Cinna the conspirator.
Fourth Cit. It is no matter, his name’s Cinna

;

pluck but his name out of his heart, and turn
him going.
Third Cit. Tear him, tear him! Come,

brands, ho! fire-brands: to Brutus’, to Cassius’;
burn all: some to Decius’ house, and some to
Casca’s ; some to Ligarius’’ : away, go

!

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene L A house in Rome

.

How now, fellow !

rv. Sir, Odtavius is already come to Rome.
'it. Where is he ?

rv. He and Lepidus are at Caesar’s house.
it. And thither will I straight to visit him

:

:omes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, 271
in this mood will give us any thing.
ry.

'

I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius
rid like madmen through the gates of Rome.
'it. Belike they had some notice of the
people,

’ I had moved them. Bring me to Odlavius.
[Exeunt.

Scene III. A street.

Enter Cinna the poet,

n. I dreamt to-night that I did feast with
Caesar,

Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus, seated at a
table.

Ant. These many, then, shall die; their names
are prick’d.

OFt. Your brother too must die ; consent you,
Lepidus ?

Lep. I do consent,

—

Oil. Prick him down, Antony.
Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live,

Who is your sister’s son, Mark Antony.
Ant. He shall not live

; look, with a spot I
damn him.

But, Lepidus, go you to Caesar’s house

;

Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine
How to cut off some charge in legacies.
Lep. What, shall I find you here ? 10
OH. Or here, or at the Capitol.

[Exit Lepidus.
Ant. This is a slight unmeritable man,
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Meet to be sent on errands : is it fit.

The three-fold world divided, he should stand

One of the three to share it?

Oft So you thought him

;

And took his voice who should be prick’d to die,

In our black sentence and proscription.

Ant. Odtavius, I have seen more days than

you

:

And though we lay these honours on this man,

To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads, 20

He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold,

To groan and sweat under the business,

Either led or driven, as we point the way

;

And having brought our treasure where we will,

Then take we down his load, and turn him off.

Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears,

And graze in commons.
061. You may do your will

;

But he’s a tried and valiant soldier.

Ant. So is my horse, 0<5tavius ;
and for that

I do appoint him store of provender : 3°

It is a creature that I teach to fight,

To wind, to stop, to run diredlly on,

His corporal motion govern’d by my spirit.

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ;

He must be taught and train’d and bid go forth

;

A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds

On abjedts, orts and imitations,

Which, out of use and staled by other men,

Begin his fashion : do not talk of him,

But as a property. And now, Odtavius, 40

Listen great things :—Brutus and Cassius

Are levying powers : we must straight make head

:

Therefore let our alliance be combined,

fOur best friends made, our means stretch d

;

And let us presently go sit in council,

How covert matters may be best disclosed,

And open perils surest answered.

061. Let us do so : for we are at the stake.

And bay’d about with many enemies ; 49

And some that smile have in their hearts, I fear,

Millions of mischiefs. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Camp near Sardis. Before Brutus's

tent.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, Lucius, and
Soldiers; Titinius and Pindarus meeting

them.

Bru. Stand, ho

!

Lucil. Give the word, ho ! and stand.

Bru. What now, Lucilius ! is Cassius near?

Lucil. He is at hand ; and Pindarus is come

To do you salutation from his master.

Bru. He greets me well. Your master, Pm-
darus,

In his own change, or by ill officers,
#

Hath given me some worthy cause to wish

Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand,

I shall be satisfied.

Pin. I do not doubt 10

But that my noble master will appear

Such as he is, full of regard and honour.

Bru. He is not doubted, A word, Lucilius

;

How lie received you, let me be resolved.

Lucil. With courtesy and with respedt enough

;

But not with such familiar instances,

Nor with such free and friendly conference,

As he hath used of old.

Bru. Thou hast described

A hot friend cooling ; ever note, Lucilius,

When love begins to sicken and decay,

It useth an enforced ceremony.
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith

;

But hollow men, like horses hot at hand,

Make gallant show and promise of their mett

But when they should endure the bloody spu

They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jade

Sink in the trial. Comes his army on?

Lucil. They mean this night in Sardis t<

quarter’d

;

The greater part, the horse in general,

Are come with Cassius.

Bru. Hark ! he is arrived.

[Low march wii

March gently on to meet him.

Enter Cassius and hispowers.

Cas. Stand, ho

!

Bru. Stand, ho ! Speak the word along.

First Sol. Stand

!

Sec. Sol. Stand

!

Third Sol. Stand!
Cas. Most noble brother, you have don

wrong.
Bru. Judge me, you gods ! wrong I i

enemies ?

And, if not so, how should I wrong a brothe:

Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours 1

wrongs

;

And when you do them

—

Bru. Cassius, be content

Speak your griefs softly : I do know you we
Before the eyes of both our armies here,

Which should perceive nothing but love fron

Let us not wrangle : bid them move away;
Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your grid

And I will give you audience.

Cas. Pindarus,

Bid our commanders lead their charges oft

A little from this ground.

Bru. Lucilius, do you the like; and le

man
Come to our tent tillwe have done our confer

Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. [Exi

Scene III. Brutus's tent.

Enter Brutus and Cassius.

Cas. That you have wrong’d me doth aj

in this
: .

You have condemn’d and noted Lucius Pell;

For taking bribes here of the Sardians

;

Wherein my letters, praying on his side,

Because I knew the man, were slighted off.

Bru. You wrong’d yourself to write in si

case.

Cas. In such a time as this it is not mee

That every nice offence should bear his comr

Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you your

Are much condemn’d to have an itching pain

To sell and mart your offices for gold

To undeservers.

Cas. I an itching palm

!

You know that you are Brutus that speak tl

Or, by the gods, this speech were else your

Bru. The name of Cassius honours thi;

ruption,
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d chastisement cloth therefore hide his head.
'as. Chastisement

!

Iru. Remember March, the ides of March
remember :

l not great Julius bleed for justice’ sake?
at villain touch’d his body, that did stab, 20
i not for justice ? What, shall one of us,

it struck the foremost man of all this world
for supporting robbers, shall we now
itaminate our fingers with base bribes,

i sell the mighty space of our large honours
so much trash as may be grasped thus?
id rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
in such a Roman.
as.

'
Brutus^ bay not me

;

not endure it
:
you forget yourself,

hedge me in
; I am a soldier, I, 30

er in practice, abler than yourself
make conditions.

ru. Go to
; you are not, Cassius.

as. I am.
ru. I say you are not.

as. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself

;

remind upon your health, tempt me no farther.
ru. Away, slight man

!

as. Is ’t possible?
ru. Hear me, for I will speak.
;t I give way and room to your rash choler ?

11 1 be frighted when a madman stares ? 40
as. O ye gods, ye gods ! must I endure all
this?

ru. All this ! ay, more : fret till your proud
heart break

;

;how your slaves how choleric you are,
i make your bondmen tremble. Must I
budge ?

;t I observe you ? must I stand and crouch
ler your testy humour? By the gods,
shall digest the venom of your spleen,
ugh it do split you ; for, from this day forth,
use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,
m you are waspish.
w. Is it come to this? 50
y. You say you are. a better soldier

:

it appear so ; make your vaunting true,
it shall please me well : for mine own part,
ill be glad to learn of noble men.
is. You wrong me every way; you wrong-
me, Brutus

;

d, an elder soldier, not a better

:

I say ‘better’?
'u> If you did, I care not.
w. When Caesar lived, he durst not thus have
moved me.

'u. Peace, peace! you durst not so have
tempted him.
w. 1 durst not

! 60
•u. No.
s. What, durst not tempt him

!

‘u• For your life you durst not.
s. Do not presume too much upon my love ;

y do that I shall be sorry for.
’u
\ Youhave done thatyou should be sorry for.

r

e ls n° terror, Cassius, in your threats,
1 am arm’d so strong in honesty
they pass by me as the idle wind,
:h I respedl not. I did send to you
:ertain sums of gold, which you denied me

:

. can raise no money by vile means
: 71

781

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart,
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash
By any indiredtion : I did send
To you for gold to pay my legions,
Which you deniedme : was that done like Cassius?
Should I have answer’d Caius Cassius so?
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous,
To lock such rascal counters from his friends, 80
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts

;

Dash him to pieces

!

Cas. I denied you not.
Bru. You did.

Cas. I did not : he was but a fool that brought
My answer back. Brutus hath rived my heart

;

A friend should bear his friend’s infirmities,
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me.
Cas. You love me not.

Bru.
.

I do not like your faults.
Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults.
Bru. A flatterer’s would not, though they do

appear Ql
As huge as high Olympus.
Cas. Come, Antony, and young Odlavius, come,

Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,
For Cassius is aweary of the world

;

Hated by one he loves ; braved by his brother;
Check’d like a bondman

; all his faults observed,
Set in a note-book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote,
To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep
My spirit from mine eyes ! There is my dagger,
And here my naked breast; within, a heart 10

1

Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold ;

If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth

;

I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart

:

Strike, as thou didst at Caesar; for, I know,
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lovedst

him better
Than ever thou lovedst Cassius.
Bru. Sheathe your dagger

;

Be angry when you will, it shall have scope
;Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour.

O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb no
That carries anger as the flint bears fire ;

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark,
And straight is cold again.

Cas. Hath Cassius lived
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,
When grief, and blood ill-temper’d, vexeth him?
Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper’d too.
Cas. Do you confess so much? Give me your

hand.
Bru. And my heart too.
Cas. O Brutus

!

What’s the matter?
Cas. Have not you love enough to bear with me,

When that rash humour whichmy mother gave me
Makes me forgetful?

VkJ^
ru’ Yes, Cassius

; and, from henceforth,
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus,
He’ll think your mother chides, and leave

you so.

Poet. [Withiri\ Let me go in to see the gene-
rals ;

There is some grudge between ’em, ’tis not meet
They be alone.
Lucil. \ Within] You shall not come to them.
Poet. [Within] Nothing but death shall stayme.



Enter Vozt, followed by Lucilius, Titinius,

and Lucius.

Cas. How now ! what’s the matter?

Poet. For shame, you generals ! what do you

;

mean? I 3°

Love, and be friends, as two such men should be

;

For I have seen more years, I’m sure, than ye.

Cas. Ha, ha ! how vilely doth this cynic rhyme!

Bru. Get you hence, sirrah; saucy fellow,

hence ! .......
Cas. Bear with him, Brutus ; tis his fashion.

Bni. I’ll know his humour, when he knows
his time

:

What should the wars do with these jigging fools?

Companion, hence

!

Cas. Away, away, be gone

!

[Exit Poet.

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders

Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 140

Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Messala

with you
Immediately to us.

. .

[Exeunt Lucilius and Titinius.

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine [[Exit Lucius.

Cas. I did not think you could have been so

angry.
Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs.

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use.

If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears sorrow better. Portia is

dead.
Cas. Ha ! Portia

!

Bru. She is dead.
' Cas. How ’scaped I killingwhen I cross d you so?

O insupportable and touching loss ! 15 1

Upon what sickness?

Bru. Impatient of my absence,

And grief that young Odlavius with Mark Antony
Have made themselves so strong :—for with herHave made themselves so strong :—for with her

death
That tidings came with this she fell distradl,

And, her attendants absent, swallow’d fire.

Cas. And died so ?

Bru. Even so.

Cas. O ye immortal gods

Re-enter Lucius, with wine and taper.

Bru. Speak no more of her. Give me a bowl

of wine.

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius.

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge.

Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’erswell the cup ;
161

I cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love.

Bru. Come in, Titinius ! [Exit Lucius.

Re-enter Titinius, with Messala.

Welcome, good Messala.

Now sit we close about this taper here,

And call in question our necessities.

Cas. Portia, art thou gone?

Bru. No more, I pray you.

Messaia, I have here received letters,

That young Odtavius and Mark Antony
Come down upon us with a mighty power,

Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 170

Mes. Myselfhave letters of the selfsame tenour.

Bru. With what addition ?

Mes. That by proscription and bills ofoutlawry,

0 <5tavius, Antony, and Lepidus,

Have put to death an hundred senators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agr<

Mine speak of seventy senators that died

By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.

Cas. Cicero one !

Mes. Cicero is dead,

And by that order of proscription.

Had you your letters from your wife, my loi

Bru. No, Messala.

Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of

Bru. Nothing, Messala.

Mes. That, methinks, is stra

Bru. Why ask you? hear you aught of h
yours ?

Mes. No, my lord.

Bru. Now, as yon are a Roman, tell me
Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I

For certain she is dead, and by strange mam
Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. We must

Messala:
With meditating that she must die once,

I have the patience to endure it now.
Mes. Even so great men great losses sh

endure.
Cas. I have as much of this in art as you

But yet my nature could not bear it so.

Bru. Well, to ourwork alive. Whatdoyout
Of marching to- Philippi presently?

Cas. I do not think it good.

Bru. Your reason?

Cas. This

’Tis better that the enemy seek us

:

So shall he waste his means, weary his soldi

Doing himself offence ;
whilst we, lying still

Are full of rest,, defence, and nimbleness.

Bru. Good reasons must, of force, give

to better.

The people ’twixt Philippi and this ground

Do stand but in a forced affedtion

;

For they have grudged’ us contribution

:

The enemy, marching along by them,

By them shall make a fuller number up,

Come on refresh’d, new-added, and encottra

From> which advantage shall we cut him off,

If at Philippi we do face him there,

These people at our back. -

Cas. Hear me, good bro

Bru. Under your pardon. You must

beside,
#

That we have tried the utmost of our friends

Our legions are brim-full, our cause is ripe

:

The enemy increaseth every day

;

We, at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide in the affairs of men,
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortui

Omitted, all the voyage of their life

Is bound' in shallows and in miseries.

On such a full sea are we now afloat ;

And we must take the current when it serves;

Or lose our ventures.

Cas. Then, with your will.

We ’ll along ourselves, and meet them at
T

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our J

And nature must obey necessity;

Which we will niggard with a little rest.

There is no more to say?
.

Cas. No more. Good nig

Early to-morrow will we rise, and hence.

. bervc:

will, gel

at Phil 1
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>ru. Lucius! [Enter Lucius.] My gown.
[Exit Lucius.] Farewell, good Messala:

)d night, Titinius. Noble, noble Cassius,
)d .night, and good repose.

as.
'

O my dear brother

!

s was an ill beginning of the night :

/er come such division ’tween our souls

!

it not, Brutus.
ru.

<

Every thing is well.
as. Good night, my lord.

ru. Good night, good brother.
it. Mes. Good night, Lord Brutus.
ru. Farewell, every one.

[Exeunt all hit Brutus.

Re-enter Lucius, with thegown.
- me the gown. Where is thy instrument?
uc. Here in the tent.

ru. What, thou speak’st drowsily? 240
r knave, I blame thee not; thou art o’er-
watch’d.

Claudius and* some other of my men ;

have them sleep on cushions in my tent.
uc. Varro and Claudius !

Enter Varro and Claudius.
xr. Calls my lord ?

ru. I pray you,.sirs, lie in my tent and sleep;
ay.be I shall raise you by and by
msiness to my brother Cassius.
xr. So please you, we will stand and watch
your pleasure.

7*. I will not have it so; lie down, good
sirs

; 250
ay be I shall otherwise bethink me.

Liicius, here’s the book I sought for so

;

: it in the pocket of my gown.
[Var. and Clau. lie down.

(C. I 'was sure your lordship did not give
it me.
u. Bear with me, good boy, I am much
forgetful.

t thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile,,
touch thy instrument a strain or two ?

c. Ay, my lord, an’t please you.
u* • It does, my boy

;

able thee too much, but thou art willing.
e. It is my duty, sir. 260
u.

'

I should not urge thy duty past thy
might

;

w young bloods look for a time of rest.
c. I have slept, my lord, already.
u. It was well done ; and thou shalt sleep
again ;

not hold thee long : if I do live,
be good to thee. [Music, and a song.

is a sleepy tune. O murderous slumber,
t thou thy leaden mace upon my boy,
plays thee music? Gentle knave, good
(light

; 269
not do thee so much wrong to wake thee

:

u dost nod, thou break’st thy instrument ;

ke it from thee ; and, good boy, good night,
ae see, let me see ; is not the leaf turn’d
iown
8 1 left reading? Here it is, I think.

Enter the Ghost ofCjesar.
ill this taper burns ! Ha ! who comes here?

783

I think it is the weakness of mine eyes
That shapes this monstrous apparition.
It comes upon me. Art thou any thing ?

Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil,
That makest my blood cold and my hair to stare?
Speak to me what thou art. 28i

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus.
Bru. Why comest thou ?

Ghost. To tell thee thou shalt see me at
Philippi.

Bru. Well
; then I shall see thee again?

Ghost. Ay, at Philippi.
Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi, then.

at t l ,
[Exit Ghost.

JNow 1 have taken heart thou vanishest;
111 spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.
Boy, Lucius ! Varro ! Claudius ! Sirs, awake !

Claudius
! 2g X

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false.
Br7i. He thinks he still is at his instrument.

Lucius, awake

!

Luc. My lord?
Bru.

^
Didst thou dream, Lucius, that thou so

criedst out?
Lite. My lord, I do not know that I did cry.
Bru. Yes, that thou didst : didst thou see any

thing?
Luc. Nothing, my lord.

J?ru' Sleep again, Lucius. Sirrah Claudius !

[To Var. ] Fellow thou, awake ! aoi
Var. My lord ?

Clau. My lord?
Bru. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your

sleep?
Var. Clau. Did we, my lord?
Bp1* Ay : saw you any thing?Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing.
Clati. Nor I, my lord.
Bru. Go and commend me to my brother

Cassius

;

Bid him set on his powers betimes before.
And we will follow.

1 ar. Clceu. It shall be done, my lord. 309
[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. Theplains ofPhilipp.

Enter Octavius, Antony, and their army.
Oil. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered :

You said the enemy would not come down,
But keep the hills and upper regions

;

It proves not so : their battles are at hand

;

They mean to warn us at Philippi here,
Answering before we do demand of them.

^ut
> 1 am in tlieir bosoms, and I know

Wherefore they do it: they could be content
To visit other places; and come down
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face 10
To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage •

But ’tis not so.
’

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. Prepare you, generals

;

The enemy comes on in gallant show
;

Their bloody sign of battle is hung out,
And something to be done immediately.
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Ant. O&avius, lead your battle softly on,

Upon the left hand of the even field.

Oft. Upon the right hand I ;
keep thou the

left. ...
Ant. Why do you cross me in this exigent?

Oft

.

I do not cross you; but I will do so. 20
[March.

[Ac

Oft. Come, Antony, av

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth

:

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field;

If not, when you have stomachs.

[Exeunt Oflavins, Antony, and their ay

Cas. Why, now, blow wind, swell billow

swim bark

!

The storm is up, and all is on the hazard.

Bru. Ho, Lucilius ! hark, a word with y(

Lucil. [Standingforth\ My 1

[Brutns and Lucilius converse aj>

Mes. [Standingforth] What says my gem

Cas. Messala,
This is my birth-day; as this very day

Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand, Mes:

Be thou my witness that against my will,

As Pompey was, am 1 compell’d to set

Upon one battle all our liberties.

You know that I held Epicurus strong.

And his opinion : now I change my mind,

And partly credit things that do presage.

Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign

Two mighty eagles fell, and there they percl

Gorging and feeding from our soldiers hand

Who to Philippi here consorted us

:

This morning are they fled away and gone ;

And in their steads do ravens, crows and kit'

Fly o’er our heads and downward look on us

As we were sickly prey : their shadows seen'

A canopy most fatal, under which

Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost.

Mes. Believe not so.

Cas. I but believe it parti}

For I am fresh of spirit and resolved

To meet all perils very constantly.

Bru. Even so, Lucilius.

Cas. Now, most noble Br

The gods to-day stand friendly, that we ma;

Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age

!

But since the affairs of men rest still incertai

Let’s reason with the worst that may befall.

If we do lose this battle, then is this

The very last time we shall speak together:

What are you then determined to do?

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy

By which I did blame Cato for the death

Which he did give himself, I know not how,

But I do find it cowardly and vile,

For fear of what might fall, so to prevent

The time of life : arming myself with patien

To stay the providence of some high powers

That govern us below.

Cas. Then, if we lose this b

You are contented to be led in triumph

Thorough the streets of Rome ?

Bru. No, Cassius, no : think not, thou

Roman,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome

;

He bears too great a mind. But this same

Must end that work the ides of March begu

And whether we shall meet again I know n

Therefore our everlasting farewell take
: t

For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius

!

If we do meet again, why, we shall smile;

If not, why then, this parting was well mad

Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Ik

If we do meet again, we’ll smile indeed.

If not, ’tis true this parting was well made.

Drum. Eyiter Brutus, Cassius, and their

Army ;
Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, ajid

others.

Bru. They stand, and would have parley.

Cas. Stand fast, Titinius: we must out and

talk.

Oft. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle ?

Ayit. No, Caesar, we will answer on their

charge.
Make forth ; the generals would have some words.

Oft. Stir not until the signal.

Bru. Words before blows : is it so, country-

men?
Oft. Not that we love words better, as you do,

Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes,

Odlavius.

Ayit. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give

good words : 3°

Witness the hole you made in Caesar’s heart,

Crying ‘Long live! hail, Caesar!’

Cas. Antony,

The posture of your blows are yet unknown ;

But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,

And leave them honeyless.

Ant. Not stingless too.

Bru. O, yes, and soundless too;

For you have stol’n their buzzing, Antony,

And very wisely threat before you sting.

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when your vile

daggers
,

Hack’d one another in the sides of Caesar 40

You show’d your teeth like apes, and fawn’d like

hounds,
And bow’d like bondmen, kissing Caesar s feet

;

Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind

Struck Caesar on the neck. O you flatterers

.

Cas. Flatterers ! Now, Brutus, thank your-

self:

This tongue had not offended so to-day,

If Cassius might have ruled.
,

Oft. Come, come, the cause : if arguing make

us sweat,

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Look;
.

5o

I draw a sword against conspirators

;

When think you that the sword goes up again?

Never, till Caesar’s three and thirty wounds

Be well avenged ;
or till another Caesar

! Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors.
?

Bru. Caesar, thou canst not die by traitors

hands,
Unless thou bring’ st them with thee.

Oft. So I hope;

I was not born to die on Brutus’ sword.

Bru. O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain,

Young man, thou couldst not die more honour-

able-
, , ,

6?
Cas. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such

honour.

Join’d with a masker and a reveller !

Ayit. Old Cassius still

!

JULIUS CAESAR.
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3ru. Why, then, lead on. O, that a man
might know

e end of this day’s business ere it come

!

t it sufficeth that the day will end,
d then the end is known. Come, ho ! away

!

[Exeunt.

Scene II. The same. Thefield ofbattle.

Alarum. Enter Brutus and Messala.

Iru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these
bills

to the legions on the other side. [Loudalartim.
them set on at once ; for I perceive

: cold demeanour in Odtavius’ wing,
i sudden push gives them the overthrow.
e, ride, Messala : let them all come down.

[Exeu?it.

Scene III. Anotherpart ofthefield.

A larums. Enter Cassius and Titinius.

as. O, look, Titinius, look, the villains fly

!

self have to mine own turn’d enemy:
s ensign here of mine was turning back;
;w the coward, and did take it from him.
'it. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too
early ;

3, having some advantage on Odlavius,
k it too eagerly : his soldiers fell to spoil,

1st we by Antony are all enclosed.

Enter Pindarus.

in. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off

;

k Antony is in your tents, my lord : 10
therefore, noble Cassius, fly far off.

is. This hill is far enough. Look, look,
Titinius

;

those my tents where I perceive the fire ?

it. They are, my lord.

is. Titinius, if thou lovest me,
nt thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him,
he have brought thee up to yonder troops,
here again

; that I may rest assured
•ther yond troops are friend or enemy.
it. I will be here again, even with a thought.

[Exit.
is. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill ; 20
sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius,
tell me what thou notest about the field.

[Pindarus ascends the hill.

day I breathed first : time is come round,
where I did begin, there shall I end ;

ife is run his compass. Sirrah, what news?
n. [Above] O my lord!
s. What news ?

tt. [Above] Titinius is enclosed round about
1 horsemen, that make to him on the spur

;

le spurs on. Now they are almost on him.
, Titinius ! Now some light. O, he lights
coo.

3 x

ta’en. [Shout.] And, hark ! they shout for
joy.

Come down, behold no more.
)ward that I am, to live so long,
ie my best friend ta’en before my face !

Pindarus descends.

e hither, sirrah

:

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner

;

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life,

That whatsoever I did bid thee do,
Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep thine

oath
; 40

Now be a freeman : and with this good sword,
That ran through Caesar’s bowels, search this

bosom.
Stand not to answer : here, take thou the hilts

;

And, when my face is cover’d, as ’tis now,
Guide thou the sword. [Pindarus stabs him.]

Caesar, thou art revenged,
Even with the sword that kill’d thee. [Dies.
Pin. So, I am free

;
yet would not so have been,

Durst I have done my will. O Cassius,
Far from this country Pindarus shall run,
Where never Roman shall take note of him. 50

[Exit.

Re-enter Titinius with Messala.

Mes. It is but change, Titinius; for Odbivius
Is overthrown by noble Brutus’ power, *F

As Cassius’ legions are by Antony.
Tit. These tidings will well comfort Cassius.
Mes. Where did you leave him ?

Tit.
_ _

All disconsolate,
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.

Mes. Is not that he that lies upon the ground?
Tit. He lies not like the living. O my heart

!

Mes. Is not that he?
Tit.

' _
No, this was he, Messala,

But Cassius is no more. O setting sun, 60
As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night,
So in his red blood Cassius’ day is set

;

The sun of Rome is set ! Our day is gone

;

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are
done

!

Mistrust of my success hath done this deed.
Mes. Mistrust of good success hath done this

deed.
O hateful error, melancholy’s child,

Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not? O error, soon con-

ceived.
Thou never comest unto a happy birth, 70
But kill’st the mother that engender’d thee

!

Tit. What, Pindarus! where art thou, Pin-
darus?

Mes. Seek him, Titinius, whilst I go to meet
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report
Into his ears; I may say, thrusting it;

For piercing steel and darts envenomed
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus
As tidings of this sight.

Tit. Hie you, Messala,
And I will seek for Pindarus the while.

[Exit Messala.
Why didst thou send me forth, brave Cassius ? 80
Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they
Put on my brows this wreath of victory,

And bid me give it thee? Didst thou not hear
their shouts?

Alas, thou hast misconstrued every thing

!

But, hold thee, take this garland on thy brow

;

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I

Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace,
And see how I regarded Caius Cassius.
By your leave, gods :—this is a Roman’s part : 89

50
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Come, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinius’ heart.

[Kills himself.

Alarum. Re-enter Messala, with Brutus,

young Cato, Strato, Yolumnius, and Lu-

CILIUS.

Bru. Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie ?

Mes. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it.

Bru. Titinius’ face is upward.

Cato. He is slain.

Bru. 0 Julius Csesar, thou art mighty yet

!

Thy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords

In our own proper entrails. [Low alarums.

Cato. Brave Titinius!

Look, whether he have not crown’d dead Cas-

sius

!

Bru. Are yet two Romans living such as these?

The last of all the Romans, fare thee well

!

It is impossible that ever Rome 100

Should breed thy fellow* Friends, I owe more

tears

To this dead man than you shall see me pay.

I shall find time, Cassius, I shall find time.

Come, therefore, and to Thasos send his body

:

His funerals shall not be in pur camp,

Lest it discomfort us. Lucilius, come

;

And come, young Cato ; let us to the field.

Labeo and Flavius, set our battles on

:

’Tis three o’clock; and, Romans, yet ere night

We shall try fortune in a second fight. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. Anotherpart of thefield.

Alarum. Enter fighting,
Soldiers of both

armies ; then Brutus, young Cato, Lu-

cilius, and others.

Bru. Yet, countrymen, 0, yet hold up your

heads

!

Cato. What bastard doth not? Who will go

with me?
I will proclaim my name about the field

:

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho

!

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend

;

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho !

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I

;

Brutus, my country’s friend; know me for

Brutus! [Exit.

Lucil. O young and noble Cato, art thou

down?
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius ;

io

And mayst be honour’d, being Cato’s son.

First Sold. Yield, or thou diest.

Lucil. Only I yield to die

:

There is so much that thou wilt kill me straight

;

[Offering money.

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death.

First Sold. We must not. A noble prisoner !

Sec. Sold. Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutus

is ta’en.

First Sold. I’ll tell the news. Here comes

the general.

Enter Antony.

Brutus is ta’en, Brutus is ta’en, my lord.

Ant. Where is he?

Lucil. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough :

I dare assure thee that no enemy 21

Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus

:

The gods defend him from so great a shame

!

When you do find him, or alive or dead.

He will be found like Brutus, like himself.

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend; but,

assure you,
.

A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe

;

Give him all kindness : I had rather have

Such men my friends than enemies. Go on,

And see whether Brutus be alive or dead

;

And bring us word unto Odlavius’ tent

How every thing is chanced. [Exeu

Scene V. Anotherpart ofthefield.

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Stra
and Volumnius.

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest

this rock.

Cli. Statilius show’d the torch-light, but,

lord,

He came not back: he is or ta en or slam.
.

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus: slaying is

word;
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee-, Clitus.

.

[ IVhisp,

Cli. What, I, my lord? No, not for all

world.

Bru. Peace then ! no words.

Cli. I ’ll rather kill mys

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius. [ Whisp

Bar. Shall I do such a de

Cli. 0 Dardanius

!

Dar. O Clitus!

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to tb

Dar. To kill him, Clitus. Look, he medita

Cli. Now is that noble vessel full of grief,

That it runs over even at his eyes.

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; li

word.
Vol. What says my lord ?

Bru. Why, this, Volumn:

The ghost of Csesar hath appear’d to me
Two several times by night ;

at Sardis once,

And, this last night, here in Philippi fields

J

I know my hour is come.

Vol. Not so; my lord.

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Yolumnius.

Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goe

Our enemies have beat us to the pit

:

[Low alaru

It is more worthy to leap in ourselves.

Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumni

Thou know’ st that we two went to school

gether

:

Even for that our love of old, I prithee,

Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it.

Vol. That ’s not an office for a friend,

lord. [Alarum s

Cli. Fly, fly, my lord ;
there is no tarr

here. ,

Bru. Farewell to you; and you; ana
.

Volumnius.
Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep

;

Farewell to thee too, Strato. Countrymen,

My heart doth joy that yet in all my life

I found no man but he was true to me.

I shall have glory by this losing day

More than Odtavius and Mark Antony

By this vile conquest shall attain unto.

So fare you well at once ;
for Brutus tongue
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ith almost ended his life’s history
: 40

ght hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would
rest,

at have but labour’d to attain this hour.
[Alarum. Cry within

,
‘ Fly, fly, fly !’

?U. Fly, my lord, fly.

#
Hence ! I will follow.

Exeunt Clitics, Dardamus
, and Volutnnius.

rithee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord

:

ou art a fellow of a good respedl ;

y life hath had some smatch of honour in it

:

ild then my sword, and turn away thy face,
lile I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato ?

'tra. Give me your hand first. Fare you
well, my lord.

Iru. Farewell, good Strato. [Runs on his
sword. ] Caesar, now be still

: 50
ill’d not thee with half so good a will. [Dies.

irum. Retreat. Enter Octavius, Antony,
Messala, Lucilius, and the army.

V?. "What man is that ?

les. My master’s man. Strato, where is thy
master ?

Ira. Free from the bondage you are in,
Messala

:

: conquerors can but make a fire of him

;

For Brutus only overcame himself,
And no man else hath honour by his death.

Lucil. So Brutus should be found. I thank
thee, Brutus,

That thou hast proved Lucilius’ saying true.
Oft. All that served Brutus, I will entertain

them. 5q
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me?
Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you.
Oft. Do so, good Messala.
Mes. How died my master, Strato?
Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it
Me.y. Oaavius, then take him to follow thee,

1 hat did the latest service to my master.

a
This ^as the noblest Roman of them all

:

All the conspirators save only he
Did that they did in envy of great Caesar; 70He only,, in a general honest thought
And common good to all, made one of them.
His life was gentle, and the elements
So mix’d in him that Nature might stand up
And say to all the world ‘This was a man !’

„
AccordinS to his virtue let us use him.

With all respect and rites of burial.
Within my tent his bones to-night shall lie.
Most like a soldier, order’d honourably.
So call the field to rest ; and let’s away, 8cTo part the glories of this happy day. [Exeunt

j

I

]

f

i
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MACBETH
DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

Duncan, king of Scotland.

Malcolm,
] ^is sons.

DonalbainJ
Macbeth,] „enerais 0f the king’s army.
Banquo, i

&

Macduff, a

Lennox,
Ross, l n0Memen of Scotland.
Menteith,

j

Angus, l

Caithness,-'
Fleance, son to Banquo.

Siward, Earl of Northumberland, general

of the English forces.

Young Siward, his son.

Seyton, an officer attending on Macbeth.

Boy, son to Macduff.

An English Dodtor.

A Scotch Dodtor.

A Soldier.

A Porter.

An Old Man.

Lady Macbeth.
Lady Macduff.

_ , ,

Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbet

«

Hecate.
Three Witches.
Apparitions.

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murder

Attendants, and Messengers.

Scene: Scotland : England.

ACT I.

Scene I. A desertplace.

'hunder and lightning. Enter three Witches.

First Witch. When shall we three meet again

i thunder, lightning, or in ram?

Sec. Witch. When the hurlyburly s done,

7hen the battle’s lost and won. .

Third Witch. That will be ere the set of sun.

First Witch. Where the place?
- ' Witch Upon the heath.

Third Witch. There to meet with Macbeth.

First Witch. I come, Graymalkin!

Sec. Witch

.

Paddock calls.

Third Witch. Anon
A ll. Fair is foul, and foul is fair

.

lover through the fog and filthy air. [Exeunt.

Scene II. A camp near Forres.

larum within. Enter Duncan Malcolm,

Donalbain, Lennox, with Attendants, meet-

ing a bleeding Sergeant.

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can re-

,s seemeth by his plight, of the revolt

'he newest state.

Mai. This is the sergeant

Vho like a good and hardy soldier fought

Gainst my captivity. Hail, brave friend .

;ay to theTking the knowledge of the broil

Ls thou didst leave it.

ger Doubtful it stood

,

t spent swimmers, that do cling to
g?

th
®y

Ld choke their art. The merciless Macdon-

wald—
Worthy to be a rebel, for to that

he multiplying villanies of nature

)o swarm upon him—from the western isles

Of kerns and gallowglasses is supplied;

And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling,

Show’d like a rebel’s whore : but all’s too w<

For brave Macbeth—wellhe deserves that nan

Disdaining fortune, with his brandish’d steel

Which smoked with bloody execution,

Like valour’s minion carved out his passage

Till he faced the slave
; ,

_

fWhich ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewe

him,
, , ,

Till he unseam’d him from the nave to the c

h

And fix’d his head upon our battlements.

Dun. O valiant cousin ! worthy gentlem;

Ser* As whence the sun ’gins his refledtu

Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders bi

So from that spring whence comfort seem

come .

Discomfort swells. Mark, king ofScotland, in?

No sooner justice had with valour arm d
<

Compell’d these skipping kerns to trust their h

But the Norweyan lord surveying vantage,

With furbish’d arms and new supplies of me

Began a fresh assault.

Dun. Dismay d not this

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo?

Ser. Yes;

As sparrows eagles, or the hare the lion.

If I say sooth, I must report they were

As cannons overcharged with double cracl

they
Doubly redoubled strokes upon the loe:

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wou

Or memorize another Golgotha,

I cannot tell. .

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help.

Dun. So well thy words become thee 2

wounds; ,

.

They smack of honour both. Go get hir

geons. IExit Sergeant,
atte

Who comes here ?
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Enter Ross.

Mai. The worthy thane of Ross.

Len. What a haste looks through his eyes!
So should he look

iat seems to speak things strange.

Ross. God save the king

!

Dun. Whence earnest thou, worthy thane ?

Ross. From Fife, great king;
here the Norweyan banners flout the sky
id fan our people cold. Norway himself, 50
ith terrible numbers,
sisted by that most disloyal traitor

le thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict

;

11 that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapp’d in proof,

mfronted him with self-comparisons,

int against point rebellious, arm ’gainst arm,
rbing his lavish spirit ; and, to conclude,
le victory fell on us.

Dun. Great happiness

!

Ross. That now
reno, the Norways’ king, craves composition ;

>r would we deign him burial of his men 60
! (1 he disbursed at Saint Colme’s inch
n thousand dollars to our general use.

Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall

deceive
ir bosom interest: go pronounce his present

death,

d with his former title greet Macbeth.
Ross. I ’ll see it done.
Dun. What he hath lost noble Macbeth hath

won. [Exeunt

.

Scene III. A heath near Forres.

Thu7ider. Enter the three Witches.

7irst Witch. Where hast thou been, sister?

lee. Witch. Killing swine.
Third Witch . Sister, where thou?
7irst Witch. A sailor’s wife had chestnuts in

her lap,

d munch’d, and munch’d, and munch’d:

—

‘Give me,’ quoth I

:

roint thee, witch !
’ the rump-fed ronyon cries,

r husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’ the
Tiger:

t in a sieve I’ll thither sail,

d, like a rat without a tail,

do, I ’ll do, and I ’ll do. 10
\ec. Witch. I ’ll give thee a wind.
7irst Witch. Thou ’rt kind.
rhird Witch . And I another.
7irst Witch. I myself have all the other,
d the very ports they blow,
the quarters that they know

I

he shipman’s card,
ill drain him dry as hay

:

ep shall neither night nor day
ng upon his pent-house lid ; 20

: shall live a man forbid :

ary se’nnights nine times nine
'

ill he dwindle, peak and pine :

)ugh his bark cannot be lost,

: it shall be tempest-tost.

1 )k what I have.
i'ec. Witch. Show me, show me.
irst Witch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb,

Wreck’d as homeward he did come.
[Drum within.

Third Witch. A drum, a drum
! 30

Macbeth doth come.
AU. The weird sisters, hand in hand,

Posters of the sea and land,
Thus do go about, about

:

Thrice to thine and thrice to mine
And thrice again, to make up nine.
Peace ! the charm’s wound up.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo.
Mach. So foul and fair a day I have not seen.

Ban. How far is’t call’d to Forres? What
are these

So wither’d and so wild in their attire, 40
That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth,
And yet are on’t? Live you? or are you aught
That man may question? You seem to under-

stand me.
By each at once her chappy finger laying
Upon her skinny lips

:
you should be women,

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret
That you are so.

Mach. Speak, if you can : what are you?
First Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee,

thane of Glamis L

Sec. Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee,
thane of Cawdor

!

Third Witch. All hail, Macbeth, thou shalt
be king hereafter

! 50
Ban. Good sir, why do you start ; and seem

to fear

Things that do sound so fair? I’ the name of
truth,

Are ye fantastical, or that indeed
Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner
You greet with present grace and great prediction
Of noble having and of royal hope,
That he seems rapt withal : to me you speak not.
If you can look into the seeds of time,
And say which grain will grow and which will not,
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear 60
Your favours nor your hate.

First Witch. Hail 1

Sec. Witch. Hail!
Third Witch. Hail

!

First Witch. Lesserthan Macbeth, and greater.
Sec. Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier.
Third Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though

thou be none

:

So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo

!

First Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail

!

Mach. Stay, you imperfeCl speakers, tell me
more

: 70
By Sinel’s death I know I am thane of Glamis

;

But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives,
A prosperous gentleman ; and to be king
Stands not within the prospedt of belief.

No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence
You owe this strange intelligence? or why
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way
With such prophetic greeting? Speak, I charge

you. [ Witches vanish.
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has,

And these are of them. Whither are they van-
ish’d?

.
80

Mach. Into the air; and what seem’d corporal
melted



As breath into the wind. Would they had stay’d !

Ban. Were such things here as we do speak

about?
Or have we eaten on the insane root

That takes the reason prisoner?

Mach. Your children shall be kings.

Ban. You shall be king.

Macb. And thane of Cawdor too: went it

not so?
Ban. To the selfsame tune and words. Who’s

here?

Enter Ross and Angus.
Ross. The king hath happily received, Mac-

beth,

The news of thy success ; and when he reads 90
Thy personal venture in the rebels’ fight,

His wonders and his praises do contend
Which should be thine or his : silenced with that,

In viewing o’er the rest o’ the selfsame day,

He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks,

Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make,
Strange images of death. As thick as hail

Came post with post ;
and every one did bear

Thy praises in his kingdom’s great defence,

And pour’d them down before him.

Ang. We are sent too

To give thee from our royal master thanks ;

Only to herald thee into his sight,

Not pay thee.

Ross. And, for an earnest of a greater honour,

He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Caw-
dor

:

In which addition, hail, most worthy thane !

For it is thine.

Ban. What, can the devil speak true ?

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives : why do
you dress me

In borrow’d robes ?

A ng. Who was the thane lives yet

;

But under heavy judgement bears that life no
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was

combined
With those of Norway, or did line the rebel

i With hidden help and vantage, or that with both

He labour’d in his country’s wreck, I know not

;

But treasons capital, confess’d and proved,

Have overthrown him.

Macb. [A side] Glamis, and thane ofCawdor

!

The greatest is behind. [To Ross and Angus]

Thanks for your pains.

[To Ban.] Do you not hope your children shall

be kings,

When those that gave the thane of Cawdor
to me

Promised no less to them?
Ban. That trusted home 120

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown,

Besides the thane of Cawdor. But ’tis strange

:

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm,

The instruments of darkness tell us truths,

Win us with honest trifles, to betray ’s

In deepest consequence.

Cousins, a word, I pray you.

Macb. [Aside] Two truths are told,

As happy prologues to the swelling a<5l

Of the imperial theme.—I thank you, gentlemen.

[Aside] This supernatural soliciting 130

Cannot be ill, cannot be good : if ill.

Why hath it given me earnest of success,

Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdc
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion

Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs,

Against the use of nature? Present fears

Are less than horrible imaginings

:

My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastic

Shakes so my single state of man that fundlioi

Is smother’d in surmise, and nothing is

But what is not.

Ban. Look, how our partner’s rapt. I

Macb. [Aside] If chance will have me ki:

why, chance may crown me,
Without my stir.

Ban. New honours come upon him
Like our strange garments, cleave not to tl

mould
But with the aid of use.

Macb. [Aside] Come what come may,
Time and the hour runs through the roughest d;

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon yi

leisure.

Macb. Give me your favour: my dull br

was wrought
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, yi

pains
Are register’d where every day I turn

The leaf to read them. Let us toward the kin

Think upon what hath chanced, and, at m
time,

The interim having weigh’d it, let us speak
Our free hearts each to other.

Ban. Very gladly.

Macb. Till then, enough. Come, friends.

[Exeu

Scene IV. Forres. Thepalace.

Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Don;
bain, Lennox, a7id Attendants.

Bun. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are ;

Those in commission yet return’d?

Mai. My liege,

They are not yet come back. But I have spo'

With one that saw him die : who. did report

That very frankly he confess’d his treasons,

Implored your highness’ pardon and set forth

A deep repentance : nothing in his life

Became him like the leaving it ; he died

As one that had been studied in his death

To throw away the dearest thing he owed,
As ’twere a careless trifle.

Bun. There ’s no art

To find the mind’s construction in the face

:

He was a gentleman on whom I built

An absolute trust.

E 7iter Macbeth, Banquo, Ross, and Angu

O worthiest cousin

!

The sin ofmy ingratitude even now
Was heavy on me : thou art so far before

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow

To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less <

served,
That the proportion both of thanks and payme
Might have been mine ! only I have left to say,

More is thy due than more than all can pay.

Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe,
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doing it, pays itself. Your highness’ part

to receive our duties ; and our duties

-e to your throne and state children and servants,

hich do but what they should, by doing every
thing

.fe toward your love and honour.

Bun. Welcome hither

:

lave begun to plant thee, and will labour

) make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo,
lat hast no less deserved, nor must be known 30
3 less to have done so, let me infold thee

id hold thee to my heart.

Ban. There if I grow,
le harvest is your own.
Dun. My plenteous joys,

anton in fulness, seek to hide themselves
drops of sorrow. Sons, kinsmen, thanes,

id you whose places are the nearest, know
e will establish our estate upon
lr eldest, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter

le Prince of Cumberland ; which honour must
3t unaccompanied invest him only,

_
40

it signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine

1 all deservers. From hence to Inverness,

id bind us further to you.

Macb. The rest is labour, which is not used
for you

:

1 be myself the harbinger and make joyful

le hearing ofmy wife with your approach

;

humbly take my leave.

Dun. My worthy Cawdor !

Macb. [Aside] The Prince of Cumberland!
that is a step

t which I must fall down, or else o’erleap,

r in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires
; 50

t not light see my black and deep desires

:

ie eye wink at the hand ; yet let that be,

I hich the eye fears, when it is done, to see.

[Exit.
Dun. True, worthy Banquo; he is full so

1 valiant,

id in his commendations I am fed

;

is a banquet to me. Let’s after him,
1 hose care is gone before to bid us welcome

:

is a peerless kinsman. [Flourish. Exeunt.

Scene V. Inverness. Macbeth’s castle.

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter.

LadyM. ‘ They met me in the day of success :

1

1

have learned by the perfeClest report, they
ve more in them than mortal knowledge. When
aimed in desire to question them further, they
de themselves air, into which they vanished,
liles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, came
ssives from the king, who all-hailed me “Thane
Cawdor by which title, before, these weird
:ers saluted me, and referred me to the coming
of time, with “ Hail, king that shalt be !”

is have I thought good to deliver thee, my
irest partner of greatness, that thou mightst not
2 the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of
at greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy
irt, and farewell.’
unis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be
lat thou art promised

:
yet do I fear thy nature

;

s too full o’ the milk of human kindness
catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be great

;

t not without ambition, but without 20

The illness should attend it ; what thou wouldst
highly.

That wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play false,

And yet wouldst wrongly win: thou’ldst have,
great Glamis,

That which cries ‘Thus thou must do, if thou
have it

;

And that which rather thou dost fear to do
Than wishest should be undone.’ Hie thee hither.
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear

;

And chastise with the valour of my tongue
All that impedes thee from the golden round,
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 30
To have thee crown’d withal.

Enter a Messenger.

What is your tidings ?

Mess. The king comes here to-night.

Lady M.
. .

Thou ’rt mad to say it:

Is not thy master with him? who, were’t so,

Would have inform’d for preparation.
Mess. So please you, it is true : our thane is

coming

:

One ofmy fellows had the speed of him,
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more
Than would make up his message.
Lady M. Give him tending

;

He brings great news. [Exit Messenger.
The raven himself is hoarse

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 40
Under my battlements. Come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here,
And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full

Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood

;

Stop up the access and passage to remorse,
That no compunctious visitings of nature
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
The effeCt and it ! Come to my woman’s breasts.

And take my milk for gall, you murdering
ministers,

Wherever in your sightless substances 50
You wait on nature’s mischief! Come, thick night,
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell,

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes,
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark,
To cry ‘Hold, hold!’

Enter Macbeth.
Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor

!

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter

!

Thy letters have transported me beyond
This ignorant present, and I feel now
The future in the instant.

Macb. My dearest love,

Duncan comes here to-night.

Lady M. And when goes hence ? 60
Macb. To-morrow, as he purposes.
Lady M. O, never

Shall sun that morrow see !

Your face, my thane, is as a book where men
May read strange matters. To beguile the time,

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye,

Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent
flower,

But be the serpent under ’t. He that’s coming
Must be provided for : and you shall put
This night’s great business into my dispatch;
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 70
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom.
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We will speak further.
]

Lady M. Only look up clear

;

To alter favour ever is to fear

:

Leave all the rest to me. [Exeunt

.

Scene VL Before Macbeth)s castle.

Hautboys and torches. Enter Duncan, Mal-
colm, Donalbain, Banquo, Lennox, Mac-
duff, Ross, Angus, and Attendants.

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat ; the air

Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself

Unto our gentle senses.

Ban . This guest of summer,

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve,

By his loved mansionry, that the heaven’s breath

Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze,

Buttress, nor coign of vantage, but this bird

Hath made his pendent bed and procreant cradle

:

Where they most breed and haunt, I have ob-

served,

The air is delicate.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

Dun. See, see, our honour’d hostess ! 10

The love that follows us sometime is our trouble,

Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you
How you shall bid God ’ild us for your pains.

And thank us for your trouble.

Lady M. All our service

In every point twice done and then done double

Were poor and single business to contend

Against those honours deep and broad wherewith

Your majesty loads our house : for those of old,

And the late dignities heap’d up to them,

We rest your hermits.

Dun . Where’s the thane of Cawdor? 20

We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose

To be his purveyor : but he rides well

;

And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp

him
To his home before us.

.

Fair and noble hostess,

We are your guest to-night.

LadyM. Your servants ever.

Have theirs, themselves and what is theirs, in

compt,
To make their audit at your highness’ pleasure.

Still to return your own.
Dtin. Give me your hand

;

Condu<5l me to mine host : we love him highly,

And shall continue our graces towards him. 30

By your leave, hostess. [Exeunt.

Scene VII. Macbeth)s castle.

Hautboys and torches. Enter a Sewer, and
divers Servants voith dishes and service,

and
pass over the stage. Then enter Macbeth.

Maeb. If it were done when ’tis done, then

’twere well

It were done quickly: if the assassination

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch

With his surcease success ; that but this blow
Might be the be-all and the end-all here,

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,

We ’Id jump the life to come. But in these cases

We still have judgement here ; that we but teach

Bloody instru&ions, which, being taught, return

To plague the inventor: this even-handed justice

[Ac

Commends the ingredients of our poison’d cha

To our own lips. He’s here in double trust

;

First, as I am his kinsman and his subjea,
Strong both against the deed ;

then, as his he

Who should against his murderer shut the dot

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Dun
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been
So dear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, agai

The deep damnation of his taking-off

;

And pity, like a naked new-born babe.

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubim, hor;

Upon the sightless couriers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye,

That tears shall drown the wind. I have no i

To prick the sides of my intent, but only

Vaulting ambition, which o’erleaps itself

And falls on the other.

Enter Lady Macbeth.
How now ! what news?

Lady M. He has almost supp’d : why l

you left the chamber?
Macb. Hath he ask’d for me ?

Lady M. Know you not he has

Macb. We will proceed no further in

business

:

He hath honour’d me of late ;
and I have bov

Golden opinions from all sorts of people,

Which would be worn now in their newest gl(

Not cast aside so soon.

Lady M. Was the hope drunk
Wherein you dress’d yourself? hath it slept sii

And wakes it now, to look so green and pale

At what it did so freely? From this time

Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard

To be the same in thine own adt and valour

As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have tl

Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life.

And live a coward in thine own esteem,

Letting 1
1 dare not’ wait upon ‘ I would,’

Like the poor cat i’ the adage ?

Macb. Prithee, peace

I dare do all that may become a man

;

Who dares do more is none.

Lady M. What beast was’t, tl

That made you break this enterprise to me?
When you durst do it, then you were a man

;

And, to be more than what you were, you woul

Be so much more the man. Nor time nor pis

Did then adhere, and yet you would make be

They have made themselves, and that theii

ness now
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and k

How tender ’tis to love the babe that milks m
’

I would, while it was smiling in my face,

Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gu

And dash’d the brains out, had I so sworn as

Have done to this.

Macb. Ifwe should fail ?

Lady M.
.

We fail!

But screw your courage to the sticking-place.

And we’ll not fail. When Duncan is asleep-

Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard jourr

Soundly invite him—his two chamberlains

i Will I with wine and wassail so convince

L That memory, the warder of the brain,

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason

A limbeck only : when in swinish sleep
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ir drenched natures lie as in a death,

it cannot you and I perform upon
unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 70
spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt

iur great quell ?
racb. Bring forth men-children only ;

thy undaunted mettle should compose,
hing but males. Will it not be received,
in we have mark’d with blood those sleepy
two

life own chamber and used their very daggers,
t they have done’t?
ady M. Who dares receive it other,
re shall make our griefs and clamour roar
n his death?
acb. I am settled, and bend up
1 corporal agent to this terrible feat. 80

y, and mock the time with fairest show :

e face must hide what the false heart doth
know. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. Court ofMacheties castle.

rr Banquo, and Fleance bearing a torch
before him.

m . How goes the night, boy ?

e. The moon is down; I have not heard
the clock.

m. And she goes down at twelve.

e. I take’t, ’tis later, sir.

Hold, take my sword. There’s hus-
bandry in heaven

;

r candles are all out. Take thee that too.
avy summons lies like lead upon me,
yet I would not sleep : merciful powers,
rain in me the cursed thoughts that nature
s way to in repose !

er Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch.

Give me my sword.
’s there? 10
icb. A friend.

n . What, sir, not yet at rest? The king’s
a-bed

:

ath been in unusual pleasure, and
forth great largess to your offices,

diamond he greets your wife withal,
ie name of most kind hostess ; and shut up
iasureless content.
'cb. Being unprepared,
vill became the servant to defedt

;

h else should free have wrought.

*
All’s well,

imt last night of the three weird sisters ; 20
)u they have show’d some truth.
cb. I think not of them :

vhen we can entreat an hour to serve,
vould spend it in some words upon that
business,

1 would grant the time.

At your kind’st leisure.
cb. If you shall cleave to my consent,
when ’tis,

•11 make honour for you.
So I lose none

king to augment it, but still keep
1 )som franchised and allegiance clear,

I shall be counsell’d.
Macb. Good repose the while !

Ban. Thanks, sir : the like to you ! 30
j

[.Exeunt Banqtw and Fleance.
1

Macb. Go bid thy mistress, when my drink is

ready,
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.

[Exit Servant.
Is this a dagger which I see before me,
The handle toward my hand? Come, let me

clutch thee.

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still.

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible
To feeling as to sight? or art thou but
A dagger of the mind, a false creation,
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?
I see thee yet, in form as palpable 40
As this which now I draw.
Thou marshall’st me the way that I was going

;

And such an instrument I was to use.
Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other senses,
Or else worth all the rest ; I see thee still,

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood,
Which was not so before. There ’s no such thing :

It is the bloody business which informs
Thus to mine eyes. Now o’er the one half-world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 50
The curtain’d sleep

; witchcraft celebrates
Pale Hecate’s offerings, and wither’d murder,
Alarum’d by his sentinel, the wolf,
Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy

pace.
With Tarquin’s ravishing strides, towards his

design
Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set

earth,

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear
Thy very stones prate of my whereabout,
And take the present horror from the time,
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he

lives : 60
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

[A bell rings.
I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell
That summons thee to heaven or to hell. [Exit.

Scene II. The same.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk
hath made me bold ;

What hath quench’d them hath given me fire.

Hark ! Peace !

It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bellman,
Which gives the stern’st good-night. He is

about it :

The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with snores: I have

drugg’d their possets,
That death and nature do contend about them,
Whether they live or die.Macb. [ Within] Who ’s there ? what, ho ! 9
Lady M. Alack, I am afraid theyhave awaked,

And ’tis not done. The attempt and not the deed
Confounds us. Hark ! I laid their daggers ready

;

He could not miss ’em. Had he not resembled
My father as he slept, I had done ’t.
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Macbeth.

My husband

!

Maclr
i. I have done the deed. Didst thou not

hear a noise ?

ZtfdTy Af. I heard the owl scream and the

crickets cry.

Did not you speak?

Mach. When?
LadyM. Now.
Macb. As 1 descended?

Lady M. Ay.
Macb . Hark !

Who lies i’ the second chamber?
Lady M. Donalbain. 20

Mac. This is a sorry sight.
.

[Looking 011 his hands.

Lady M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight.

Macb. There’s one did laugh in’s sleep, and

one cried ‘ Murder !
’

,

That they did wake each other : I stood and heard

But they did say their prayers, and address’d them

Again to sleep.
, , ,

Lady M. There are two lodged together.
?

Ma'cb. One cried ‘ God bless us !
’ and ‘ Amen

the other
; ,

As they had seen me with these hangman s hands.

Listening their fear, I could not say ‘Amen,

When they did say ‘ God bless us !

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 30

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce

‘Amen’?
,

I had most need of blessing, and Amen
Stuck in my throat.

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought

After these ways; so, it will make us mad.

Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry Sleep

no more
! .

Macbeth does murder sleep’, the innocent sleep,

Sleep that knits up the ravell’d sleave of care.

The death of each day’s life, sore labour s bath,

Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course,

Chief nourisher in life’s feast,

—

Lady M. What do you mean ?

Macb. Still it cried ‘ Sleep no more !
’ to all the

house
: , c 4

1

‘Glamis hath murder’d sleep, and therefore

Cawdor
,

Shall sleep no more ;
Macbeth shall sleep no more.

Lady M. Who was it that thus cried? Why,
worthy thane,

You do unbend your noble strength, to think

So brainsickly of things. Go get some water,

And wash this filthy witness from your hand.

Why did you bring these daggers from the place l

They must lie there : go carry them ;
and smear

The sleepy grooms with blood.

Macb. • I ’ll go no more

:

50

I am afraid to think what I have done

;

Look on ’t again I dare not.

Lady M. Infirm of purpose

!

Give me the daggers: the sleeping and the dead

Are but as pictures : ’tis the eye of childhood

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,

I ’ll gild the faces of the grooms withal

;

For it must seem their guilt.

[Exit. Knocking within .

Macb. .
Whence is that knocking!

How is’t with me, when every noise appals tr

What hands are here? hal they pluck out n

Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this bloo

Clean frommy hand? No, this my hand will ra

The multitudinous seas incarnadine,

Making the green one red.

Re-enter" Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; l

To wear a heart so white. [.Knocking within

hear a knocking
At the south entry : retire we to our chambei

A little water clears us of this deed :

How easy is it, then ! Your constancy , _

Hath left you unattended. [.Knocking zvith

Hark! more knocking.

Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us,

And show 11s to be watchers. Be not lost

So poorly in your thoughts.

Macb. To knowmy deed, ’twere best not k

myself. [Knocking wit.

Wake Duncan with thy knocking ! I would t

couldst

!

Scene III. The same.

Knocking within. Enter a Porter.

Porter. Here ’s a knocking indeed ! If a

were porter of hell-gate, he should have old t

ingthekey. {Knocking within. J Knock, kn

knock ! Who’s there, i’ the name of Beelzet

Here’s a farmer, that hanged himself on the

pe&ation of plenty : come in time ;
have nap

enow about you ;
here you ’ll sweat for t. {Kn

ing within. ~\
Knock, knock! Who s there

the other devil’s name ? Faith, here s an equi

ator, that could swear in both the scales ag;

either scale; who committed treason enough

God’s sake, yet could not equivocate to hea

O, come in, equivocator. {Knocking ww
Knock, knock, knock! Who’s there? F:

here ’s an English tailor come hither, tor stes

out of a French hose: come in, tailor; here

may roastyour goose. {Knockingwithin. J Kn

knock ;
never at quiet ! What are you. But

place is too cold for hell. I’ll devil-porter 1

further: I had thought to have let in som

all professions that go the primrose way to

everlasting bonfire. {Knocking within. J A

anon ! I pray you, remember the porter. 1

{Opens the £

Enter Macduff and Lennox.

Macd. Wasit so late, friend, ere you wentto

That you do lie so late ? . .«

Port ’Faith, sir, we were carousing till

second cock: and drink, sir, is a great pro\

°f
^S.

th
What three things does drink espec

provoke? . . ,

Port. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep,

urine. Lechery, sir, it provokes, and unprovt

it provokes the desire, but it takes away

formance : therefore, much drink may be sa

be an equivocator with lechery : it makes

and it mars him; it sets him on, and it tak^

> off ; it persuades him, and disheartens him ,
n
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stand to, and not stand to; in conclusion
rocates him in a sleep, and, giving him the
;aves him.

_
4C

icd. I believe drink gave thee the lie last

rt. That it did, sir, i’ the very throaton me
requited him for his lie ; and, I think, being
trong for him, though he took up my legs
time, yet I made a shift to cast him.
\cd. Is thy master stirring?

Enter Macbeth.
mocking has awaked him ; here he comes.
*. Good morrow, noble sir.

'cb.
.

Good morrow, both.
cd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ?

cb-
%

Not yet. 50
cd. He did command me to call timely on
liim:

; almost slipp’d the hour.
cb. I ’ll bring you to him.
cd.

'

I know this is a joyful trouble to you

;

et ’tis one.

cb. The labour we delight in physics pain,
s the door.
cd. I ’ll make so bold to call,

s my limited service. [Exit.
. Goes the king hence to-day?

He does : he did appoint so.
. The night has been unruly : where we lay,
limneys were blown down

; and, as they say,
1tings heard i’ the air ; strange screams of
leath,

. .
61

rophesymg with accents terrible
2 combustion and confused events
atch’d to the woeful time : the obscure bird
ur’d the livelong night : some say, the earth
:verous and did shake.
b* ’Twas a rough night.
My young remembrance cannot parallel

w to it.

Re-enter Macduff.
d. 0 horror, horror, horror ! Tongue nor
eart

: conceive nor name thee !

What’s the matter? 70
d. Confusion now hath made his master-
ece

!

icrilegious murder hath broke ope
>rd’s anointed temple, and stole thence
2 0’ the building

!

k What is ’t you say? the life?
Mean you his majesty?

i. Approach the chamber, and destroy
)ur sight
new Gorgon : do not bid me speak

;

d then speak yourselves.
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lennox.

Awake, awake!
le alarum-bell. Murder and treason !

> and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 80
)ff this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit,
>k on death itself ! up, up, and see
2at doom s image ! Malcolm ! Banquo !

1 your graves rise up, and walk like sprites,
itenance this horror ! Ring the bell.

[Bell rings.

Enter Lady Macbeth.
Lady M. What’s the business,

That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley
The sleepers of the house? speak, speak !

Macd. 0 gentle lady,
I is not for you to hear what I can speak

;

The repetition, in a woman’s ear, go
Would murder as it fell.

Enter Banquo.

„ , .
O Banquo, Banquo,

Our royal master ’s murder’d !

Lady M. Woe, alas

!

What, in our house ?

Ban. Too cruel any where.
Dear Duff, I prithee, contradict thyself,
And say it is not so.

Re-enter Macbeth and Lennox, with Ross.
Mach. Had I but died an hour before thischance

I had lived a blessed time
; for, from this instant’

There’s nothing serious in mortality:
All is but toys : renown and grace is dead

;

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 100
Is left this vault to brag of.

Enter Malcolm and Donalbain.
Don. What is amiss?
Macb. You are, and do not know’t

:

liie spring, the head, the fountain of your blood
Is stopp d; the very source of it is stopp’d.Macd. Your royal father ’s murder’d.
Mai. 0, by whom ?
Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem’d, had

#
done ’t

:

Their hands and faces were all badged with blood
;bo were their daggers, which unwiped we found
’

Upon their pillows

:

They stared, and were distraCted
; no man’s life

Was to be trusted with them. 1]tI
Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury

That I did kill them.
Macd. Wherefore did you so?
Macb Who can be wise, amazed, temperate

and furious,
Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man :The expedition of my violent love
Outrun the pauser, reason. Here lay Duncan,
His silver skin laced with his golden blood;
And his gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature
For ruin’s wasteful entrance : there, the murderers
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers
Unmannerly breech’d with gore ; who could re-

frain,

That had a heart to love, and in that heart
Courage to make ’s love known ?

LadyM Help me hence, ho !

Macd. Look to the lady.
Mai. [Aside to Don.] Why do we hold our

tongues,
That most may claim this argument for ours’
Don. [Aside to Mai.] What should be spoken

here, where our fate,
Hid in an auger-hole, may rush, and seize us?
Let s away

;

Our tears are not yet brew’d.
*

Mai. [Aside to Don.] Nor our strong sorrow
Upon the foot of motion.



Ban. Look to the lady

:

[Lady Macbeth is carried out.

And when we have our naked frailties hid,

That suffer in exposure, let us meet,

And question this most bloody piece of work,

To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us

:

In the great hand of God I stand ;
and thence

Against the undivulged pretence I hght

Of treasonous malice.

Macd. And so do I.

All. So a‘*‘

Macb. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness,

And meet i’ the hall together
Well contented. 140

VExeunt all but Malcolm and Donalbam.

Mai. What will you do? Let’s not consort

with them:
To show an unfelt sorrow is an office

Which the false man does easy. I 11 to England.

Don. To Ireland, I ;
our separated fortune

Shall keep us both the safer: where we are,

There’s daggers in men’s smiles: the near in

blood,

The nearer bloody.
, - . .. v

Mai, This murderous shaft that s shot

Hath not yet lighted, and our safest way

Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse

;

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 1 5°

But shift away : there ’s warrant in that theft

Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left.

[Exeunt.

Ross. Is’t known who did this more

bloody deed?
, , . .

Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slam.

Ross. Alas, the

What good could they pretend ?

Macd. They were subc

Malcolm and Donalbain, the king’s two son

Are stol’n away and fled ; which puts upon ’

Suspicion of the deed.

Ross. ’Gainst nature still I

Thriftless ambition, that wilt ravin up

Thine own life’s means ! Then ’tis most lib

The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.

Macd. He is already named, and go

Scone
To be invested.

,
' Ross. Where is Duncan s body?

Macd. Carried to Colmekill,

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors,

And guardian of their bones.

Ross. Will you to Set

Macd. No, cousin, I’ll to Fife. j
Ross. Well, I will tn

Macd. Well, may you see things well

there: adieu!

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new

!

Ross. Farewell, father.

Old M. God’s benison go with you ;
ant

those

That would make good of bad, and friei

foes

!

Scene IV. Outside Macbeth's castle. ACT III.

Enter Ross and an old Man.

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember

well
: . , . -r 1

Within the volume of which time I have seen

Hours dreadful and things strange; but this sore

night

Hath trifled former knowings.

Ross. Ah good father,
>

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man s

a6l

Threaten his bloody stage : by the clock, ’tis day,

And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp

:

Is’t night’s predominance, or the day’s shame,

That darkness does the face of earth entomb,

When living light should kiss it?

Old M. Tis unnatural, 10

Even like the deed that’s done. On Tuesday last,

A falcon, towering in her pride of place

Was by a mousing owl hawk d at and kill d.

Ross. And Duncan’s horses—a thing most

strange and certain
- # .

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race,

Turn’d wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out.

Contending ’gainst obedience, as they would

make
War with mankind.

, .

Old M. ’Tis said they eat each other.

Ross. They did so, to the amazement of mine

That look’d upon’t. Here comes the good Mac-

duff.
20

Scene I. Forres. The palace.

Enter Banquo.

Ban. Thou hast it now: king, O
Glamis, all,

. T r
As the weird women promised, and, 1 tear,

Thou play’dst most foully for’t
:
yet it was

It should not stand in thy posterity,

But that myself should be the root and fatr

Of many kings. If there come truth from t

As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shu

Why, by the verities on thee made good,

May they not be my oracles as well,

And set me up in hope? But hush ! no m<

Enter Macduff.

How goes the world, sir, now?
Macd. Why, see you not?

Sennet sounded. Enter Macbeth, as

Lady Macbeth, as queen, Lennox
:

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. .

Macb. Here’s our chief guest.

Lady M. If be had been for*

It had been as a gap in our great feast,

And all-thing unbecoming.

Macb. To-night we hold a solemn supp

And I ’ll request your presence.

Ban. Let y°ur hl

Command upon me ; to the which my dut;

Are with a most indissoluble tie

For ever knit.

Macb. Ride you this afternoon?

Ban. Ay, my good lord.
.

Macb. We should have else desired yoi

advice,

Which still hath been both grave and pros;

In this day’s council; but we’ll take to-mc

I s ’t far you ride ? _____
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an. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time
ixt this and supper: go not my horse the
better,

ist become a borrower of the night
a dark hour or twain.

'acb. Fail not our feast,

%n. My lord, I will not.

acb. We hear, our bloody cousins are
bestow’d

.
30

Ingland and in Ireland, not confessing
ir cruel parricide, filling their hearers
1 strange invention : but of that to-morrow,
:n therewithal we shall have cause of state
ang us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu,
you return at night. Goes Fleance with you?
m. Ay, my good lord: our time does call

upon ’s.

acb. I wish your horses swift and sure
of foot

;

so I do commend you to their backs,
well. [Exit Banquo. 40
every man be master of his time
seven at night : to make society
sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself
supper-time alone : while then, God be with
you

!

Exeunt all but Macbeth^ and an attendant.
ih, a word with you : attend those men
pleasure?

ten. They are, my lord, without the palace
gate.

acb. Bring them before us.

[Exit Attendant.
To be thus is nothing

;

to be safely thus.—Our fears in Banquo
: deep ; and in his royalty of nature 50
ns that which would be fear’d: ’tis much
he dares;
to that dauntless temper of his mind,

lath a wisdom that doth guide his valour
61 in safety. There is none but he
se being I do fear : and, under him,
Genius is rebuked ; as, it is said,
c Antony’s was by Caesar. He chid the
sisters

n first they put the name of king upon me,
badethem speak to him : then prophet-like
r hail’d him father to a line of kings : 60
1 my head they placed a fruitless crown,
put a barren sceptre in my gripe,
tee to be wrench’d with an unlineal hand,
on of mine succeeding. If ’t be so,
Banquo’ s issue have I filed my mind

;

hem the gracious Duncan have I murder’d

;

ancours in the vessel of my peace
for them

; and mine eternal jewel
0 to the common enemy of man,
nake them kings, the seed of Banquo
kings

! 7o
er than so, come fate into the list,

1 -hampion me to the utterance ! Who’s there ?

e-enter Attendant, with two Murderers.
1 go to the door, and stay there till we call.

[Exit A ttendant.
it not yesterday we spoke together ?
rst Mur. It was, so please your highness.
*»• Well then, now
5 y°u consider’d of my speeches? Know

That it was he in the times past which held you
So under fortune, which you thought had been
Our innocent self: this I made good to you
In our last conference, pass’d in probation with

you, 80
How you were borne in hand, how cross’d, the

instruments,
Who wrought with them, and all things else that

might
To half a soul and to a notion crazed
Say ‘ Thus did Banquo.’
First Mur. You made it known to us.
Macb. I did so, and went further, which

is now
Our point of second meeting. Do you find
Your patience so predominant in your nature
That you can let this go? Are you so gospell’d
To pray for this good man and for his issue,
Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave
And beggar’d yours for ever?
First Mur. We are men, my liege. 91
Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men;

As hounds and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels,
curs,

Shoughs, water-rugs and demi-wolves, are clept
All by the name of dogs : the valued file

Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle,
The housekeeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature
Hath in him closed ; whereby he does receive
Particular addition, from the bill 100
That writes them all alike : and so of men.
Now, if you have a station in the file.

Not i’ the worst rank of manhood, say ’t;

And I will put that business in your bosoms.
Whose execution takes your enemy off,

Grapples you to the heart and love of us.
Who wear our health but sickly in his life.

Which in his death were perfedt.

11rl
eCm Mur. I am one, my liege,

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world
Have so incensed that I am reckless what no
I do to spite the world.
First Mur. And I another

So weary with disasters, tugg’d with fortune,
That I would set my life on any chance,
To mend it, or be rid on’t.
Macb. Both of you

Know Banquo was your enemy.
Both Mur.

* .
True, my lord.

Macb. So is he mine ; and in such bloody
distance,

That every minute of his being thrusts
Against my near’st of life : and though I could
With barefaced power sweep him from my sight
And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not, 120
For certain friends that are both his and mine,
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall
Who I myself struck down ; and thence it is,

That I to your assistance do make love,
Masking the business from the common eye
For sundry weighty reasons.

Sec. Mur. We shall, my lord,
Perform what you command us.
First Mur. Though our lives

—

Macb. Your spirits shine through you. Within
]

this hour at most !

I will advise you where to plant yourselves

;

Acquaint you with the perfedt spy o’ the time, 130
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The moment on’t; for’t must be done to-night.

And something from the palace ;
always thought

That I require a clearness : and with him

—

To leave no rubs nor botches in the work—
Fleance his son, that keeps him company,

Whose absence is no less material to me
Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart

:

I ’ll come to you anon.

Both Mur. We are resolved, my lord.

Macb. I’ll call upon you straight: abide

•within. {Exeunt Murderers. 140

[t is concluded. Banquo, thy soul’s flight,

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night. {Exit.

Scene II. The palace.

Enter Lady Macbeth anda Servant.

Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court?

Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.

Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend his

leisure

For a few words.
#

Serv. Madam, I will. {Exit.

Lady M. Nought ’ s had, all ’s spent,

Where our desire is got without content

:

’Tis safer to be that which we destroy
_

Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth.

How now, my lord! why do you keep alone,

Of sorriest fancies your companions making,

Using those thoughts which should indeed have

died .

With them they think on? Things without all

remedy
Should be without regard : what s done is done.

Macb. We have scotch’d the snake, not kill d

She ’Inclose and be herself, whilst our poor malice

Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let the frame of things disjoint, both the

worlds suffer,

Ere we will eat our meal in fear and sleep

In the affliction of these terrible dreams

That shake us nightly : better be with the dead,

Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace,

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 21

In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave

;

After li fe’s fitful fever he sleeps well

;

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison,

Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing,

Can touch him further.

Lady M. Come on;

Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks

;

Be bright and jovial among your guests to-night.

Macb. So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be

you:
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ; 30

Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue

:

fUnsafe the while, that we
Must lave our honours in these flattering streams,

And make our faces vizards to our hearts,

Disguising what they are.

Lady M. You must leave this.

Macb. 0
,
full of scorpions is my mind, dear

wife

!

Thou know’st that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives.

Lady M. But in them nature’s copy’s

eterne.

Macb. There’s comfort yet; they are as

able;

Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flowr

His cloister’d flight, ere to black Hecate’s ;

mons
The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy hum
Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there sha

done
A deed of dreadful note.

Lady M. What’s to be done?

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, de;

chuck,
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling n

Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day

;

And with thy bloody and invisible hand
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond
Which keeps me pale l Light thickens ; ant

crow
Makes wing to the rooky wood

:

Good things of day begin to droop and drow

Whiles night’s black agents to their prey

rouse.

Thou marvell’st at my words : but hold thee

Things bad begun make strong themselves bj

So, prithee, go with me. [.Exi

Scene III. A park near thepalace.

Enter three Murderers.

First Mur. But who did bid thee join wit

Third Mur. Mac
Sec. Mur. He needs not our mistrust,

he delivers

Our offices and what we have to do

To the direction just.

First Mur. Then stand with us.

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of

Now spurs the lated traveller apace

To gain the timely inn ; and near approache

The subject of our watch.

Third Mur. Hark ! I hear hors

Ban. [ Within] Give us a. light there, he

Sec. Mur. Then ’tis he : tb

That are within the note of expectation

Already are i’ the court.

First Mur. His horses go about

Third Mur. Almost a mile: but he

usually,

So all men do, from hence to the palace gat

Make it their walk.

Sec. Mur. A light, a light

!

Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a to ;

Third Mur. ’Tis he.

First Mur. Stand to’t.

Ban. It will be rain to-night.

First Mur. Let it come <

[ They set upon Ba

Ban. O, treachery ! Fly, good FleanC'

fly, fly!

Thou mayst revenge. O slave

!

[Dies. Fleance esc

Third Mur. Who did strike out the ligl

First Mur. Was ’t not the

Third Mur. There’s but one down; tfc

is fled. .

Sec. Mur. We have b
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half of our affair.

rst Mur. Well, let’s away, and say how
much is done. [.Exewit

.

sne IV. The same. Hall in the palace.

inquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady
vcbeth, Ross, Lennox, Lords, and Attend-
:s.

Tcb. You know your own degrees ; sit down

:

at first

last the hearty welcome.
rds. Thanks to your majesty.
icb. Ourself will mingle with society,
play the humble host.

lostess keeps her state, but in best time
nil require her welcome.
dy. M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our
friends

;

ly heart speaks they are welcome.

First Murderer appears at the door.

cb. See, they encounter thee with their
hearts’ thanks.

sides are even : here I ’ll sit i’ the midst : io
-ge in mirth

; anon we’ll drink a measure
ible round. [Approaching the door. ] There ’s

blood upon thy face.

r. ’Tis Banquo’s then.
cb. ’Tis better thee without than he within.
dispatch’d?

r. My lord, his throat is cut ; that I did
or him.
cb. Thou- art the best o’ the cut-throats:
/et he ’s good
lid the like for Fleance : if thou didst it,

art the nonpareil.

Most royal sir,

:e is ’scaped. 20
cb. Then comes my fit again: I had else
>een perfedl,
; as the marble, founded as the rock,
'ad and general as the casing air

:

>w I am cabin’d,, cribb’d, confined, bound in
icy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s safe?

Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he
ides,

wenty trenched gashes on his head

;

ast a death to nature.
A Thanks for that

:

the grown serpent lies; the worm that’s
ed
lature that in< time will venom breed, 30
'th for the present. Get thee gone: to-
lorrow

lear, ourselves, again, fExit Murderer,
y M.

_
My royal lord,

> not give the cheer : the feast is sold
; not often vouch’d, while ’tis a-making,
ven with welcome : to feed were best at
bme;
hence the sauce to meat is ceremony

;

g were bare without it.

Sweet remembrancer

!

i°°d digestion wait on appetite,
alth on both !.

May’t please your highness sit.

\The Ghost ofBanquo enters, and sits in
Macbeth’splace.

Here is a place reserved, sir.

What is’t that

Mach. Here had we now our country’s honour
roof’d, 40Were the graced person of our Banquo present;

Who may I rather challenge for unkindness
Than pity for mischance !

Ross.
'

His absence, sir,
Lays blame upon his promise. Please ’t your

highness
To grace us with your royal company.
Macb. The table’s full.

Len.
Macb. Where?
Lett. Here, my good lord.

moves your highness ?Macb. Which of you have done this ?

Lords. What, my good lord?
Macb. Thou canst not say I did it : never

shake soThy gory locks at me.
Ross. Gentlemen, rise : his highness is not well.
Lady M. Sit, worthy friends : my lord is often

thus,

And hath been from his youth
:
pray you, keep

seat;
The fit is momentary

; upon a thought
He will again be well : if much you note him,
You shall offend him and extend hi9 passion

:

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ?
Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on

.

that
.

Which might appal the devil.
Lady M.

*
O proper stuff ! 60

I his is the very painting ofyour fear

:

This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said,
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts,
Impostors to true, fear, would well become
A woman’s story at a winter’s fire,

Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself!
Why do you make such faces ? When all ’s done,
You look but on a stool.

Macb. Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo!
how say you ?

Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too.
If charnel-houses and our graves must send 71
Those that we bury back,, our monuments
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost vanishes.
LadyM

.

What, quite unmann’d in folly ?
Macb. If I stand here, I saw him.
Lady M. Fie, for shame !

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the
olden time,

Ere human statute purged the gentle weal

;

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d
Too terrible for the ear: the times have been.
That, when the brains were out, the man would

die,

And there an end; but now they rise again, 80
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns,
And push us from our stools : this is more strange
Than such a murder is.

Lady M. My worthy lord.
Your noble friends do lack you.
Macb. J do forget.

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends ;

I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing
To those that know me. Come, love and health

to all

;

Then I’ll sit down. Give me some wine ; fill full.
I drink to the general joy o’ the whole table, 89



And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ;

Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst,

And all to all.
. , Arra

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.

Re-enter Ghost.

Mach. Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the

earth hide thee
! . .. .

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cola ,

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes

Which thou dost glare with

!

Lady M. Think of this, good peers,

But as a thing of custom : ’tis no other

;

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.

Macb. What man dare, I dare :

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, ioo

The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger ;

Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves

Shall never tremble ; or be alive again,

And dare me to the desert with thy sword

;

flf trembling I inhabit then, protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow .

Unreal mockery, hence !
[Ghost vanishes.

Why, so : being gone,

I am a man again. Pray you, sit stilly

Lady M. You have displaced the mirth, broke

the good meeting,

With most admired disorder.

Macb. Can such things be, no
And overcome us like a summer’s cloud,

Without our special wonder? You make me

strange

Even to the disposition that 1 owe,
.

When now I think you can behold such sights.

And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,

|

When mine is blanch’d with fear.

Ross What sights, my lord?

I

Lady M. I pray you, speak not ; he grows

worse and worse ; . ,

Question enrages him. At once, good night

.

i Stand not upon the order of your going,

But go at once.
, ,

. . ,

Len. Good night ;
and better health 120

Attend his majesty
! _ ,,

,

I LadyM. A kind good night to all

!

1 [Exeunt all but Macbeth andLady M.

Macb. It will have blood; they say, blood will

have blood : , .

Stones have been known to move and trees to

Augurs and understood relations have

By magot-pies and choughs and rooks brought

The secret’ st man of blood. What is the night?

Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which

Macb. How say’st thou, that Macduff denies

his person

At our great bidding? .

Lady M. Did you send to him, sir ?

Macb . I hear it by the way ;
but I will send

.

There’s not a one of them but m his house 13 1

I keep a servant fee’d. I will to-morrow,

And betimes I will, to the weird sisters

:

More shali;they speak ;
for now I am bent to know,

By the worst means, the worst. For mine own

good, . , . ,

All causes shall give way : I am m blood

Stepp’d in so far that, should I wade no more,

Returning were as tedious as go o er

:

Strange things I have in head, that will to hj

Which must be afted ere they may be scann

Lady M. You lack the season of all nafr

sleep.
, , r

Macb. Come, we’ll to sleep. My strange

self-abuse

Is the initiate fear that wants hard use

;

We are yet but young in deed. [Ext

Scene Y. A Heath.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches,

meeting Hecate.

First Witch. Why, how now, Hecate

look angerly.

Hec. Have I not reason, beldams as you

Saucy and overbold? How did you dare

To trade and traffic with Macbeth

In riddles and affairs of death

;

And I, the mistress of your charms,

The close contriver of all harms,

Was never call’d to bear my part,

Or show the glory of our art ?

And, which is worse, all you have done

Hath been but for a wayward son,

Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do.

Loves for his own ends, not for you.

But make amends now :
get you gone,

And at the pit of Acheron

Meet me i’ the morning : thither he

Will come to know his destiny
: #

Your vessels and your spells provide.

Your charms and every thing beside.

I am for the air; this night I 11 spend

Unto a dismal and a fatal end :

Great business must be wrought ere noon;

Upon the corner of the moon

There hangs a vaporous drop profound

;

I’ll catch it ere it come to ground :

And that distill’d by magic sleights

Shall raise such artificial sprites

As by the strength of their illusion

Shall draw him on to his confusion

:

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear

His hopes ’bove wisdom, grace and fear

.

And you all know, security

Is mortals’ chiefest enemy.
[Music and a song within

.

Come
L come awa}

Hark ! I am call’d ;
my little spirit, see,

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me l

First Witch. Come, let s make haste

,

soon be back again. I*-

Scene VI. Forres. Thepalace.

Enter Lennox and another Lord.

Len. My former speeches have but h:

WhichSnffiterpret further; only, I say.

Things have been strangely borne, i ne gi

Was pitied of Macbeth : marry, he was de

And the right-valiant Banquo walk d too 1.

Whom, you may say, if t please you,

For Fleance fled; men must not walk too

Who cannot want the thought how monsti
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/as for Malcolm and for Donalbain
kill their gracious father? damned faCt ! io
w it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight
)ious rage the two delinquents tear,

it were the slaves of drink and thralls of sleep ?

not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too

;

’twould have anger’d any heart alive
lear the men deny’t. So that, I say,
has borne all things well : and I do think
t had he Duncan’s sons under his key

—

an’t please heaven, he shall not—they should
find

it’twere to kill a father ; so should Fleance. 20
peace ! for from broad words and ’cause he
fail’d

presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear
duff lives in disgrace : sir, can you tell
ire he bestows himself?
wd. The son of Duncan,
n whom this tyrant holds the due of birth,
s in the English court, and is received
le most pious Edward with such grace
: the malevolence of fortune nothing
is from his high respeCt : thither Macduff
)ne to pray the holy king, upon his aid 30
rake Northumberland and warlike Siward:
by the help of these—with Him above

atify the work—we may again
to our tables meat, sleep to our nights,
from our feasts and banquets bloody knives,
aithful homage and receive free honours

:

/hich we pine for now : and this report
1 so exasperate the king that he
ares for some attempt of war.
n '

. >

Sent he to Macduff?
rd. He did: and with an absolute ‘Sir
not I,’ 40
cloudy messenger turns me his back,
hums, as who should say ‘You’ll rue the
time

clogs me with this answer.’
’1

•
.

And that well might
se him to a caution, to hold what distance
zisdom can provide. Some holy angel
a the court of England and unfold
nessage ere he come, that a swift blessing
soon return to this our suffering country
r a hand accursed !

rci' I ’ll send my prayers with him.
[Exeunt.

ACT IY.

si. A cavern. In the middle
,
a hoiling

cauldron.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.
st Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath
mew’d.
. Witch. Thrice and once the hedge-pig
whined.
rd Witch. Harpier cries ’Tis time, ’tis
Ume.
t Witch

.

Round about the cauldron go •

poison’d entrails throw.
, that iinder cold stone
and nights has thirty one
r’d venom sleeping got,
iou first i’ the charmed pot.

AH' Double, double toil and trouble; 10
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

Sec. Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake,
In the cauldron boil and bake

;

Eye of newt and toe of frog,Wool of bat and tongue of dog.
Adder’s fork and blind-worm’s sting,
Lizard’s leg and owlet’s wing,
For a charm of powerful trouble,
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.

All. Double, double toil and trouble; 20
Fire burn and cauldron bubble.
Third Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of
wolf,

Witches’ mummy, maw and gulf
Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark,
Root of hemlock digg’d i’ the dark,
Liver of blaspheming Jew,
Gall of goat, and slips of yew
Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipse,
Nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips.
Finger of birth-strangled babe 30
Ditch-deliver’d by a drab,
Make the gruel thick and slab

:

Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron,
For the ingredients of our cauldron.

All. Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn and cauldron bubble.

Sec. Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood,
I hen the charm is firm and good.

Enter Hecate to the other three Witches.
Hec. O, well done ! I commend your pains ;And every one shall share i’ the gains

; 40And now about the cauldron sing.
Live elves and fairies in a ring.
Enchanting all that you put in.

[Music and a song: ‘Black spirits,’ &c.

o Trz -j ? ,
[Hecate retires,

.bee. Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs.
Something wicked this way comes.

Open, locks,

Whoever knocks

!

Enter Macbeth.
Mach. How now, you secret, black, and mid-

night hags

!

What is’tyou do?
All. A deed without a name.
Macb. I conjure you, by that which you pro-

fess,
5Q

Howe’er you come to know it, answer me

:

Though you untie the winds and let them fight
Against the churches ; though the yesty waves
Confound and swallow navigation up

;

Though bladed corn be lodged and trees blown
down

;

Though castles topple on their warders’ heads

;

Though palaces and pyramids do slope
Their heads to their foundations; though the

treasure
Of nature’s germens tumble all together,
Even till destruction sicken

; answer me 60
To what I ask you.
First Witch. Speak.
Sec. Witch. Demand.

Witch. We’ll answer.r irst Witch. Say, if thou’dst rathea hear it
from our mouths.



Or from our masters?

Macb. Call ’em ; let me see em.

First Witch . Pour in sow’s blood, that hath

eaten
Her nine farrow ;

grease that s sweaten

From the murderer’s gibbet throw

Into the flame.
. ,

A IL Come, high or low

;

Thyself and office deftly show

!

Thunder. First Apparition : an armed Head

.

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power,—

First Witch. He knows thy thought

:

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 70

First App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth,

beware Macduff;
.

_ ,

Beware the thane of Fife. Dismiss me. Enough.

[Descends

.

Macb. Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution,

thanks;
. , , ,

Thou hast harp’d my fear aright : but one word

Fin?Witch. He will not be commanded:

here ’s another,

More potent than the first.

Thunder. Second Apparition : a bloody Child.

Sec. App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth

!

Macb. Had I three ears, I ’Id hear thee

Sec. App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute ;
laugh

to scorn _ , Q
The power of man, for none of woman born 80

I Shall harm Macbeth. [Descends

.

Macb. Then live, Macduff : what need I fear

of thee ?

But yet I’ll make assurance double sure.

And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live

;

That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies,

And sleep in spite of thunder.

First Witch. Show!
Sec. Witch. Show

!

Third Witch. Show

!

All. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart;

Come like shadows, so depart

!

A show of Eight Kings, the last with a glas

his hand; Banquo’s Ghostfollowing.

Thunder. Third Apparition : a Child crowned,

with a tree in his ha7id.

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banq

down!
. in * 1

Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls. And
hair,

Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first.

A third is like the former. Filthy hags

!

Why do you show me this? A fourth ! Start, e

What, will the line stretch out to the crac

doom?
Another yet ! A seventh ! I 11 see no more

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a gla

Which shows me many more ;
and some I see

That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carry

Horrible sight! Now, I see, ’tis true ;

For the blood-bolter’d Banquo smiles upon m

And points at them for his. [Apparitions van

What, is this so?
. .

First Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so : but \

Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ?
_

Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites.

And show the best of our delights

:

I’ll charm the air to give a sound.

While you perform your antic round

;

That this great king may kindly say,

Our duties did his welcome pay. -
[Music. The Witches dance,

and
vanish

,
with He

Macb. Where are they? Gone? Let thi

nicious hour
Stand aye accursed in the calendar .

Come in, without there !

What is this

That rises like the issue of a king,

And wears upon his baby-brow the round

And top of sovereignty?

jlll Listen, but speak not to t.

ThirdApp. Be lion-mettled, proud; and take

no care .
9°

j

Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are .

' Macbeth shall never vanquish’d be until

| Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill

Shall come against him. [Descends.

1 Macb. That will never be

;

Who can impress the forest, bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet bodements!

good
! ,

Rebellion’s head, rise never till the wood

Of Birnam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth

I
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath

! To time and mortal custom. Yet my heart 100

! Throbs to know one thing : tell me, if your art

I
Can tell so much : shall Banquo’s issue ever

Reign in this kingdom?
A ll Seek to know no more.

Macb. I will be satisfied : deny me this.

And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let me know.

Why sinks that cauldron? and what noise is this

.

j

J [Hautboys.

Enter Lennox.

Len.
What’s your grace’s

Macb. Saw you the weird sisters?

Len. t ,
No ’

my
Macb. Came they not by you?

Len. No, indeed, my

Macb. Infeaed be the air whereon they

And damn’d all those that trust them ! I did

The galloping of horse : who was t came by

Len. ’Tis two or three, my lord, that
.

you word
Macduff is fled to England.

Macb. Tied to England

Len. Ay, my good lord.
#

- J

Macb. Time, thou anticipatest my area

ploits

:

The flighty purpose never is o ertook

Unless the deed go with it : from this mom'

The very firstlings of my heart shall be

The firstlings of my hand.
<

And even now.

To crown my thoughts with aas, be it tn

and done

:

The castle of Macduff I will surprise

;

Seize upon Fife
;
give to the edge o the sw

His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate sot

That trace him in his line. No boasting

fool
; __



lis deed I ’ll do before this purpose cool,
it no more sights !—Where are these gentlemen?
>nie, bring me where they are. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Fife. Macduff's castle.

'inter Lady Macduff, her Son, a^Ross.
r. Macd. What had he done, to make him fly
the land?

Ross. You must have patience, madam.
'• Macd. He had none

:

flight was madness : when our adtions do not,
:r fears do make us traitors.

Ross.
*

You know not
lether it was his wisdom or his fear.
S. Macd. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave

his babes,
_ mansion and his titles in a place
)m whence himself does fly? He loves us not

;

wants the natural touch : for the poor wren,
’

- most diminutive of birds, will fight, io
r young ones in her nest, against the owl.
is the fear and nothing is the love ;

little is the wisdom, where the flight
runs against all reason.
'oss. My dearest coz,
•ay you, school yourself : but for your husband,
is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows
; fits o’ the season. I dare not speak much
further ;

cruel are the times, when we are traitors
I do not know ourselves, when we hold rumour
m what we fear, yet know not what we fear,
float upon a wild and violent sea 21
h way and move. I take my leave of you

:

II not be long but I ’ll be here again

:

tigs at the worst will cease, or else climb up-
ward

vhat they were before. My pretty cousin,
;sing upon you

!

. Macd. Father’d he is, and yet he’s father-
less.

oss- I am so much a fool, should I stay longer,
ould be my disgrace and your discomfort

:

te my leave at once. [Exit.
Macd.

'

Sirrah, your father’s dead : 30
what will you do now? How will you live?
m. As birds do, mother.
Macd. What, with worms and flies?

m. With what I get, I mean ; and so do they.
Macd. Poor bird! thou ’ldst never fear the
net nor lime,
pitfall nor the gin.
’*• Why should I, mother? Poor birds they
are not set for.

father is not dead, for all your saying.
Macd. Yes, he is dead : how wilt thou do
for a father?
n. Nay, how will you do for a husband?
Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at anv
market.
n. Then you’ll buy ’em to sell again.
Macd. Thou speak’st with all thy wit ; and
yet, 1’ faith,

wit enough for thee.
n‘ Was my father a traitor, mother?
Macd. Ay, that he was.
>l- What is a traitor?
Macd. Why, one that swears and lies.

Son. And be all traitors that do so?
L. Macd. Every one that does so is a traitor,

and must be hanged. so
Son. And must they all be hanged that swear

and lie?

L. Macd. Every one.
Son. Who must hang them

?

L. Macd. Why, the honest men.
Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools,

for there are liars and swearers enow to beat the
honest men and hang up them.
L. Macd. Now, God help thee, poor monkey!

Put how wilt thou do for a father? 60
Son. If he were dead, you ’Id weep for him:

if you would not, it were a good sign that I should
quickly have a new father.
L. Macd. Poor prattler, how thou talk’st

!

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you
known,

Though in your state of honour I am perfedl.
I doubt some danger does approach you nearly

:

If you will take a homely man’s advice,
Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones.
1 o fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage

; 70To do worse to you were fell cruelty,
Which i s too nigh your person. Heaven preserve

you

!

I dare abide no longer. [Exit.
L. Macd. Whither should I fly?

I have done no harm. But I remember now
I am in this earthly world

; where to do harm
Is often laudable, to do good sometime
Accounted dangerous folly : why then, alas.
Do I put up that womanly defence,
To say I have done no harm?

Enter Murderers.

7-1 . . _TT1 .
What are these faces?

First Mur. Where is your husband ? 80
Macd. I hope, in no place so unsandlifiedWhere such as thou mayst find him

First Mur. He’s a traitor.
Son. I hou best, thou shag-hair’d villain

!

FirstMur. What, you egg

!

. _ [Stabbing him.
Young fry of treachery !

^on ' He has kill’d me, mother

:

Run away, I pray you
! [Dies.

[Exit Lady Macdujf, crying ‘Murder !’

ExeuntMurderers, following her.

Scene III. England. Before the King'spalace.

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.
Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade,

and there
Weep our sad bosoms empty.

Let us rather
Mold last the mortal sword, and like good men
Bestride our down-fall’n birthdom : eachnew mornNew widows howl, new orphans cry, new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds
As if it felt with Scotland and yell’d out
Like syllable of dolour.

What I believe I’ll wail,
What know believe,

.

and what I can redress
As I shall find the time to friend, I will.

’

10

51— 2

r 1

fi I



What you have spoke, it may be so perchance.

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues,

Was once thought honest: you have loved him

well . _ ,

He hath not touch’d, you yet. I am young ; but

something . . ,

You may deserve of him through me, and wisdom

To offer up a weak poor innocent lamb

To appease an angry god.

Macd. I am not treacherous.

Mai. But Macbeth is.

A good and virtuous nature may recoil

In an imperial charge. But I shall crave your

pardon ;

20

Thatwhich you aremy thoughts cannot transpose

:

Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell

:

Though all things foul would wear the brows of

grace,

Yet grace must still look so.

Macd. I have lost my hopes.

Mai. Perchance even there where I did find

my doubts.

Why in that rawness left you wife and child,

Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,

Without leave-taking? I pray you,

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours,
.

29

But mine own safeties. You may be rightly just,

Whatever I shall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country

!

Great tyranny ! lay thou thy basis sure,

For goodness dare not check thee : wear thou thy

wrongs; „ . ,

The title is affeer’d ! Fare thee well, lord

:

I would not be the villain that thou think’ st

For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp,

And the rich East to boot.

Mai. Be not offended

:

I speak not as in absolute fear of you.

I think our country sinks beneath the yoke

;

It weeps, it bleeds ;
and each new day a gash 40

Is added to her wounds : I think withal

There would be hands uplifted in my right;

And here from gracious England have I offer

Of goodly thousands: but, for all this,

|

When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head,

! Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country

I

Shall have more vices than it had before,

j
More suffer and more sundry ways than ever,

I By him that shall succeed,

j

Macd. What should he be?

Mai. ' It is myself I mean : in whom I know 50

All the particulars of vice so grafted

That, when they shall be open’d, black Macbeth

Will seem as pure as snow, and the poor state

Esteem him as a lamb, being compared

j

With my confineless harms,

j Macd. Not in the legions

Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn’d

In evils to top Macbeth.
Mai. I grant him bloody,

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful,

Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin

That has a name: but there’s no bottom, none, 60

Inmy voluptuousness :
your wives, your daughters,

Your matrons and your maids, could not fill up

The cistern of my lust, and my desire

All continent impediments would o’erbear

That did oppose my will : better Macbeth

Than such an one to reign.

Macd. Boundless intemperanf|

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been
The untimely emptying of the happy throne

And fall of many kings. But fear not yet

To take upon you what is yours
:
you may

Convey your pleasures in a spacious pleiity, -

.

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwin

We have willing dames enough; there cannot 1

That vulture in you, to devour so many
As will to greatness dedicate themselves,

Finding it so inclined.

Mai. With this there grows
In my most ill-composed affe&ion such

A stanchless avarice that, were I king,

I should cut off the nobles for their lands,

Desire his jewels and this other’s house

:

And my more-having would be as a sauce

To make me hunger more ; that I should forge

Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal,

Destroying them for wealth.

Macd. This avarice

Sticks deeper, grows with more pernicious root

Than summer-seeming lust, and it hath been

The sword of our slain kings
:
yet do not fear

;

Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will,

Of your.mere own : all these are portable,

With other graces weigh’d.

Mai. But I have none: the king-becomii

graces,

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness,

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness,

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,

I have no relish of them, but abound
In the division of each several crime,

A (fling it many ways. Nay, had I power, I shot'

Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell,

Uproar the universal peace, confound

All unity on earth.

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland! 1

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak

I am as I have spoken.
Macd. Fit to govern

!

No, not to live. O nation miserable,

With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter’d,

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again

Since that the truest issue of thy throne

By his own interdiction stands accursed, I

And does blaspheme his breed ? Thy royal fat!

Was amost saintedking : the queen that bore th<

Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, i

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well!

These evils thou repeat’st upon thyself

Have banish’d me from Scotland. O my brea

Thy hope ends here

!

Mai. Macduff, this noble passu

Child of integrity, hath from my soul

Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thougi

To thygood truth and honour. Devilish Macb*

By many of these trains hath sought to win m<

I nto his power, and modest wisdom plucks me

From over-credulous haste : but God above

Deal between thee and me ! for even now
I put myself to thy direction, and
Unspeak mine own detraction, here abjure

The taints and blames I laid upon myself,

For strangers to my nature. I am yet

Unknown to woman, never was forsworn,

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own,

At no time broke my faith, would not betray



The devil to his fellow and delight
Vo less in truth than life : my first false speaking
-Vas this upon myself: what I am truly, 131
s thine and my poor country’s to command :

Vhither indeed, before thy here-approach,
)ld Siward, with ten thousand warlike men,
Uready at a point, was setting forth.
•Tow we’ll together; and the chance of goodness
5e like our warranted quarrel! Why are you

silent?

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things
at once

fis hard to reconcile.

Scene iii.] MACBETH.
805

Enter a Doctor.

Mai. Well ; more anon.—Comes the king forth,
I pray you ?

. I4o
DoEt. Ay, sir ; there are a crew of wretched

souls

hat stay his cure : their malady convinces
he great assay of art ; but at his touch—
ich sandtity hath heaven given his hand—

«

hey presently amend.
Mai. I thank you, dodlor. [Exit DoElor.
Macd

.

What’s the disease he means?
Mai.

'
’Tis call’d the evil

:

most miraculous work in this good king

;

hich often, since my here-remain in England,
bave seen him do. How he solicits heaven,
imselfbest knows : but strangely-visited people,
1 swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 15

1

ie mere despair of surgery, he cures,
anging a golden stamp about their necks,
it on with holy prayers : and ’tis spoken,
) the succeeding royalty he leaves
ie healing benediction. With this strange virtue,
- hath a heavenly gift of prophecy,
id sundry blessings hang about his throne,
at speak him full of grace.

Enter Ross.

nr
See, who comes here?

Vial. My countryman ; but yet I know him
not. l6o

J/haf. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither.
<lal. I know him now. Good God, betimes
remove

e means that makes us strangers

!

lf
ss

\7 _ Sir, amen.
tacd. Stands Scotland where it did ?
1 0SS

‘ r .
Alas, poor country

!

nost afraid to know itself. It cannot
call’d our mother, but our grave

; where no-
thing,

: who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ;

tere sighs and groans and shrieks that rend the
air

m^de, not mark’d; where violent sorrow
f seems
lodern ecstasy : the dead man’s knell 170
here scarce ask'd for who ; and good men’s
lives

>ire before the flowers in their caps,
ng or ere they sicken.
TaC(l. O, relation
nice, and yet too true !

7(1^ What’s the newest grief?
***• °f an hour’s age doth hiss the
speaker

:

Each minute teems a new one.
Macd. How does my wife ?
Ross. Why, well.
Macd. And all my children ?

\ m Well too.
Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their

peace ?

Ross. No ; they were well at peace when I did
leave ’em.

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech : how
goes’t? l8o

Ross. When I came hither to transport the
tidings,

Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
^any worthy fellows that were out

;

Which was to my belief witness’d the rather,
For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot

:

Now is the time of help; your eye in ScotlandW ould create soldiers, make our women fight.
To doff their dire distresses.
Mai.

*
Be ’t their comfortWe are coming thither

:
gracious England hath

-Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men; 190An older and a better soldier none
That Christendom gives out.
Ross.

"
Would I could answer

I his comfort with the like ! But I have words
^ aat would be howl’d out in the desert air,
Where hearing should not latch them.
Macd. What concern they?

1 he general cause? or is it a fee-grief
Due to some single breast ?

Ross. No mind that’s honest
Lut in it shares some woe

; though the main part
Fertains to you alone.
Macd. If it be mine,

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 200
Ross. Let not your ears despise my tongue for

ever.
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound
I hat ever yet they heard.
Macd. Hum ! I guess at it.
Ross. Your castle is surprised; your wife and

babes
Savagely slaughter’d : to relate the manner,
Were, on the quarry of these murder’d deer,
1 o add the death of you.

Merciful heaven

!

What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows ;Live sorrow words: the grief that does not
speak

Whispers the o’er-fraught heart and bids it break.
Macd. My children too?
Ross. Wife, children, servants, all 21

1

1 hat could be found.
Macd. And I must be from thence !My wife kill d too?
Ross. I have said.
Mcil.

< >
Be comforted:

Let s make us medicines of our great revenge
To cure this deadly grief.
Macd. He has no children. All my prettv

ones? J

Did you say all ? O hell-kite ! All ?
What, all my pretty chickens and their dam
At one fell swoop?
Mai. Dispute it like a man.
Macd. I shall do so ; 220

.nut I must also feel it as a man

:



8o6
MACBETH. [Act a

I cannot but remember such things were,

That were most precious to me. Did heaven

And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff,

They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am,

Not for their own demerits, but for mine,

Fell slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest them

now ! . ,

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword

:

let grief

Convert to anger ;
blunt not the heart, enrage

.

it.

MaccL. O, I could play the woman with mine

eyes 23°

And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle

heavens,

Cut short all intermission ;
front to front

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myself,

Within my sword’s length set him ;
if he scape,

Heaven forgive him too

!

Mai. This tune goes manly.

Come, go we to the king ;
our power is ready ;

Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth

Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above

Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer

you may : _ , , ,

The night is long that never finds the day. 240

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. Dunsinane. Ante-room in the castle.

Enter a Doctor of Physic and a
Waiting-Gentlewoman.

Dodl. I have two nights watched with you,

but can perceive no truth in your report. When

was it she last walked?
. £ , , T

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, 1

have seen her rise from her bed, throw her night-

gown upon her, unlock her closet, take forth

paper, fold it, write upon ’t, read it, afterwards

seal it, and again return to bed; yet all this while

in a most fast sleep.
.

9

D06I. A great perturbation in nature, to

receive at once the benefit of sleep, and do the

effetts of watching ! In this slumbery agitation,

besides her walking and other attual perform-

ances, what, at any time, have you heard her

]Gent

.

That, sir, which I will not report after

DoSl. You may to me: and ’tis most meet

you should. , • „ _
Gent. Neither to you nor any one ;

having no

witness to confirm my speech.

Enter Lady Macbeth, ’with a taper.

seem thus washing her hands : I have known h<

continue in this a quarter of an hour.

LadyM. Yet here’s a spot.

Dodl. Hark! she speaks: I will set dou

what comes from her, to satisfy my remembranc

the more strongly.

Lady M. Out, damned spot! out, I say!-

One: two: why, then ’tis time to do’t.—Hell

murky !—Fie, my lord, fie! a soldier, and afearc

What need we fear who knows it, when none ca

call our power to account?—Yet who would ha1

*

thought the old man to have had so much bloc

in him.
Don. Do you mark that?

LadyM. The thane of Fife had a wife : whe;

is she now?—What, will these hands ne er 1

clean?—No more o’ that, my lord, no more

that
:
you mar all with this starting.

Don. Go to, go to; you have known wh

you should not.

Gent. She has spoke what she should nc

I am sure of that : heaven knows what she h

known. „ . , , , ,

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood sti

all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten tt

little hand. Oh, oh, oh
! ,

Don. What a sigh is there ! The heart

sorely charged.
Gent. I would not have such a heart in n

bosom for the dignity of the whole body.

Don. Well, well, well,—
Gent. Pray God it be, sir.

Don. This disease- is beyond my prattle

yet I have known those which have walked

their sleep who have died holily in their beds.

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on yo

nightgown ;
look not so pale. I tell you y

again, Banquo ’s buried ;
he cannot come 0

on’s grave.

Dodl. Even so? .

Lady M. To bed, to bed ! there s knocki

at the gate : come, come, come, come, give 1

your hand. Y^hat’s done cannot be undone.—

bed, to bed, to bed ! . \PX

Don. Will she go now to bed?

Gent. Direttly.

Don. Foul whisperings are abroad : unnatu

deeds . ,

Do breed unnatural troubles : infetted minds

To their deaf pillows will discharge their secre

More needs she the divine than the physician.

God, God forgive us all ! Look after her

;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,

And still keep eyes upon her. So, good night

My mind she has mated, and amazed my sight

I think, but dare not speak.

Gent Good night, good doct

\Exeu

Lo you, here she comes ! This is her very guise ;

and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her;

stand close. . _ .. ,

Don. How came she by that light i

Gent. Why, it stood by her : she has light by

her continually ;
’tis her command.

Don. You see, her eyes are open.

Gent. Ay, but their sense is shut.

Don. What is it she does now? Look, how

she rubs her hands. . . ,

Gent. It is an accustomed attion with her, to

Scene II. The country near Dunsinane.

Drum and colours. Enter Menteith, Caii

ness, Angus, Lennox, and Soldiers.

Ment. The English power is near, led on

Malcolm,
His uncle Siward and the good Macdutt

:

Revenges burn in them ;
for their dear causes

Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm
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xcite the mortified man.
Ang. Near Birnam wood
lall we well meet them; that way are they

coming-.

Caitk. Who knows if Donalbain be with his
brother?

Leu. For certain, sir, he is not: I have a file

all the gentry : there is Siward’s son,

id many unrough youths that even now
otest their first of manhood.
Meat. What does the tyrant?
Caith. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies

:

.me say he’s mad ; others that lesser hate him
3 call it valiant fury : but, for certain,

2 cannot buckle his distemper’d cause
ithin the belt of rule.

Ang. Now does he feel

is secret murders sticking on his hands

;

)w minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach

;

lose he commands move only in command,
ithing in love : now does he feel his title 20
mg loose about him, like a giant’s robe
)on a dwarfish thief.

Ment. Who then shall blame
s pester’d senses to recoil and start,

!ien all that is within him does condemn
elf for being there ?

Zaith. Well, march we on,
give obedience where ’tis truly owed :

;et we the medicine of the sickly weal,
d with him pour we in our country’s purge
ch drop of us.

Len. Or so much as it needs,
dew the sovereign flower and drown the
weeds. 30

ike we our march towards Birnam.
[Exeunt, marching

.

ene III. Dunsinane. A room in the castle.

Enter Macbeth, Dodtor, and Attendants.

Wacb. Bring me no more reports; let them
fly all:

1 Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane,
cannot taint with fear. What’s the boy
Malcolm?

is he not bom of woman? The spirits that
know
mortal consequences have pronounced me
thus

:

:ar not, Macbeth; no man that’s born of
woman

ill e’er have power upon thee.’ Then fly,

false thanes,
d mingle with the English epicures

:

2 mind I sway by and the heart I bear
ill never sag with doubt nor shake with fear. 10

Enter a Servant.

devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced
loon

!

iere got’st thou that goose look?
:erv. There is ten thousand

—

fetch. Geese, villain ?

erv-
'

Soldiers, sir.

lacb. Go prick thy face, and over-red thy
fear,

Thou lily-liver’d boy. What soldiers, patch?
Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-

face ?

Serv. The English force, so please you.
Mach. Take thy face hence. [Exit Servant.

Seyton !—I am sick at heart,
When I behold—Seyton, I say !—This push 20
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now.
I have lived long enough : my way of life

Is fall’n into the sear, the yellow leaf;
And that which should accompany old age.
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,
I must not look to have

; but, in their stead.
Curses, not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath,
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare

not.

Seyton

!

Enter Seyton.

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure?
Macb

.
.

What news more? 30
Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord, which was

reported.
Macb. I ’ll fight till from my bones my flesh

be hack’d.
Give me my armour.
Sey. ’Tis not needed yet.

<

Macb, I ’ll put it on.
Send out more horses ; skirr the country round

;

Hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine
armour.

How does your patient, dodtor?
Deft. Not so sick, my lord,

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies,
That keep her from her rest.

Macb.
. .

Cure her of that.
Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased, 40
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow,
Raze out the written troubles of the brain
And with some sweet oblivious antidote
Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff
Which weighs upon the heart?
Do£l.

' ^
Therein the patient

Must minister to himself.
Macb Throw physic to the dogs; I’ll none

of it.

Come, put mine armour on
;
give me my staff.

Seyton, send out. Dodtor, the thanes fly from
me.

. 4Q
Come, sir, dispatch. If thou couldst, dodtor, cast
The water of my land, find her disease,
And purge it to a sound and pristine health,
I would applaud thee to the very echo,
That should applaud again.—Pull’t off, I say.

—

What rhubarb, f cymg, or what purgative drug,
Would scour these English hence? Hear’st thou

of them?
Do£l. Ay, my good lord

;
your royal prepar-

ation
Makes us hear something.
Macb. Bring it after me.

I will not be afraid of death and bane,
Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane. 60
DoSt. [A side] Were I from Dunsinane away

and clear,

Profit again should hardly draw me here.

[Exeunt.



Scene IV. Country near Birnam wood.

Drum and colours. Enter Malcolm, old Si-

ward and his Son, Macduff, Menteith,

Caithness, Angus, Lennox, Ross, and Sol-

diers, marching.

Mai. Cousins, I hope the days are near at

hand
That chambers will be safe.

Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Siw.
'

What wood is this before us?

Ment, The wood of Birnam.

Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a bough

And bear’t before him : thereby shall we shadow

The numbers of our host and make discovery

Err in report of us.

Soldiers. It shall be done.

Siw. We learn no other but the confident

tyrant
i ... ,

Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure

Our setting down before ’t.

Mai. ’Tis his mam hope : io

; For where there is advantage to be given,

Both more and less have given him the revolt,

And none serve with him but constrained things

Whose hearts are absent too.

Macd. Let our just censures

Attend the true event, and put we on

Industrious soldiership.
#

Siw. The time approaches

That will with due decision make us know
What we shall say we have and what we owe.

Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate,

But certain issue strokes must arbitrate : 20

Towards which advance the war.
.

[Exeunt,
marching.

Macb. She should have died hereafter

;

There would have been a time for such a won
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day

To the last syllable of recorded time,

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief canc

Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage

And then is heard no more : it is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,

Signifying nothing.

Enter a Messenger.

Scene V. Dunsinane. Within the castle.

Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers, with

drum and colours.

Macb. Hang out our banners on the outward

The cry is still
4 They come :

’ our castle’s strength

Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie

Till famine and the ague eat them up

:

Were they not forced with those that should be

1 ours, j
!
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,

And beat them backward home.
, .

[A cry ofwomen within.
What is that noise ?

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord.

[Exit.

Mach. I have almost forgot, the taste of fears:

The time has been, my senses would have cool d

To hear a night-shriek ;
and my fell of hair 11

Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir

As life were in’t: I have supp’d full with

Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts,

Cannot once start me.

Thou comest to use thy tongue; thy story quid

Mess. Gracious my lord,

I should report that which I say I saw,

But know not how to do it.

Macb. Well, say, sir.

Mess . As I did stand my watch upon the ,

I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methough

The wood began to move.
Macb. Liar and slave

!

.

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if’t

not so
: .

Within this three mile may you see it coming

I say, a moving grove.

Macb. If thou speak st false,

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive,

Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth

I care not if thou dost for me as much.

I pull in resolution, and. begin

To doubt the equivocation of the fiend

That lies like truth: ‘Fear not, till Bir

wood
Do come to Dunsinane and now a wood
Comes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and 0

If this which he avouches does appear,

There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here.

I gin to be aweary of the sun.

And wish the estate o’ the world were now
done.

Ring the alarum-bell ! Blow, wind ! come, wr:

At least we’ll die with harness on our back.
[Exe

Re-enter Seyton.

Scene VI. Dunsinane. Before the cast

Drum and colours. Enter Malcolm, old

ward, Macduff, and their Army, i

boughs.

Wherefore was that cry ?

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead.

Mai. Now near enough: your leafy scr

throw down,
And show like those you are. You, wo

uncle,
.

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son,

Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff and v

Shall take upon ’s what else remains to do,

According to our order.

SiiS. Fare you well.

.

Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night,

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight.

Macd. Make all our trumpets speak;

them all breath,

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and ae,

h,xt
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Scene VII. Anotherpart of thefield. Enter Macduff.

809

Alarums. Enter Macbeth.

Mach. They have tied me to a stake ; I can-
not fly,

it, bear-like, I must fight the course. What ’she

lat was not born of woman ? Such a one
n I to fear, or none.

Enteryoung Siward.

Yo. Siw. What is thy name?
Mach. Thou’lt be afraid to hear it.

Yo.Siw. No; though thou call’st thyself a
hotter name

lan any is in hell.

Mach. My name’s Macbeth.
Yo. Siw. The devil himself could not pro-

nounce a title

)re hateful to mine ear.

Mach. No, nor more fearful.

Yo.Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant; with
my sword 10

I prove the lie thou speak’st.

{Theyfight andyoung Siward is slain.
Mach. Thou wast born of woman,
t swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn,
andish’d by man that’s of a woman born.

{Exit.

Alarums. Enter Macduff.

Tacd. That way the noise is. Tyrant, show
thy face

!

hou be’st slain and with no stroke of mine,
r wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me

still.

annot strike at wretched kerns, whose arms
; hired to bear their staves : either thou, Mac-

beth,

else my sword with an unbatter’d edge
leathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst
be ; 20

this great clatter, one of greatest note
:ms bruited. Let me find him, fortune !

i more I beg not. {Exit. Alarums.

Enter Malcolm and old Siward.

'iw. This way, my lord ; the castle ’s gently
render’d :

-

i tyrant’s people on both sides do fight

;

i noble thanes do bravely in the war

;

i day almost itself professes yours,
1 little is to do.
fal. We have met with foes
it strike beside us.

iw. Enter, sir, the castle.

{Exeunt. Alarums.

Scene VIII. Anotherfiart ofthefield.

Enter Macbeth.

Tach. Why should I play the Roman fool, and
die

oiine own sword? whiles I see lives, the gashes
better upon them.

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn !

Mach. Of all men else I have avoided thee

:

But get thee back ; my soul is too much charged
With blood of thine already.
Macd.

' '
I have no words

:

My voice is in my sword : thou bloodier villain
Than terms can give thee out

!
{Theyfight.

Mach. Thou losest labour

:

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air
With thy keen sword impress as make me bleed

:

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests; 11
I bear a charmed life, which must not yield
To one of woman born.
Macd. Despair thy charm

;

And let the angel whom thou still hast served
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother’s womb
Untimely ripp’d.

Mach. Accursed be that tongue that tellsme so,
For it hath cow’d my better part of man

!

And be these juggling fiends no more believed,
That palter with us in a double sense ; 20
That keep the word of promise to our ear,
And break it to our hope. I’ll not fight with thee.
Macd. Then yield thee, coward,

And live to be the show and gaze o’ the time

;

We’ll have thee, as our rarer monsters are,
Painted upon a pole, and underwrit,
‘Here may you see the tyrant.’
Mach. I will not yield,

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet,
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse.
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 30
And thou opposed, being of no woman born,
Yet I will try the last. Before my body
I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff,
And damn’d be him that first cries ‘Hold, e-

nough 1’ {Exeunt,fighting. Alarums.

Retreat. Flourish. Enter, with drum and
colours

, Malcolm, old Siward, Ross, the
other Thanes, and Soldiers.

Mai.
'

I would the friends we miss were safe
arrived.

Siw. Some must go off : and yet, by these I see,
So great a day as this is cheaply bought.
Mat. Macduff is missing, and your noble son.
Ross. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldiers

debt:
He only lived but till he was a man

; 40
The which no sooner had his prowess confirm’d
In the unshrinking station where he fought.
But like a man he died.

Siw. Then he is dead?
Ross. Ay, and brought off the field: your

cause of sorrow
Must not be measured by his worth, for then
It hath no end.
Siw. Had he his hurts before ?

Ross. Ay, on the front.

Siw. Why then, God’s soldier be he !

Had I as many sons as I have hairs,
I would not wish them to a fairer death;
And so, his knell is knoll’ d.

Mai. He’s worth more sorrow, 50
And that I ’ll spend for him.
Siw. He’s worth no more :
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They say he parted well, and paid his score

:

I And so, God be with him ! Here comes newer
comfort.

Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth’s head.

Macd. Hail, king ! for so thou art : behold,

where stands

The usurper’s cursed head : the time is free

:

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl.

That speak my salutation in their minds

;

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine

:

Hail, King of Scotland !

A ll. Hail, King of Scotland ! {Flourish.

Mai. We shall not spend a large expense of

time 60

Before we reckon with your several loves,

And make us even with you. My thanes a

kinsmen, *

Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotlai

In such an honour named. What’s more to d<

Which would be planted newly with the time,

As calling home our exiled friends abroad
That fled the snares of watchful tyranny

;

Producing forth the cruel ministers

Of this dead butcher and his fiend-like queen,

Who, as ’tis thought, by self and violent hands
Took off her life ; this, and what needful else

That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,

We will perform in measure, time and place :

So, thanks to all at once and to each one,

Whom we invite to see us crown’d at Scone.

[.Flourish . Exeu,

I
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Scene : Denmark

.

ACT I.

ne I. Elsinore. A platform before the

castle.

'jcisco at hispost. E7tter to him Bernardo.

r. Who’s there?

an. Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold

yourself.

r. Long live the king

!

an. Bernardo ?

n He.
an. You come most carefully upon your
hour.

r. ’Tis now struck twelve ;
get thee to bed,

Francisco.

an. For this relief much thanks : ’tis bitter

cold,

I am sick at heart.

r. Have you had quiet guard ?

an. Not a mouse stirring, io

r. Well, good night.

u do meet Horatio and Marcellus,
rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.
man. I think I hear them. Stand, ho! Who’s
there ?

Enter Horatio and Marcellus.
ir. Friends to this ground.
zr. And liegemen to the Dane.
'an. Give you good night.

zr. O, farewell, honest soldier

:

hath relieved you ?

an. Bernardo has my place,

you good night. [Exit,
zr. Holla ! Bernardo

!

r.

'

Say,
t, is Horatio there ?

?r. A piece of him.
r. Welcome, Horatio : welcome, good Mar-
:ellus. 20

Mar. What, has this thing appear’d again to-

night?
Ber. I have seen nothing.
Mar. Horatio says ’tis but our fantasy,

And will not let belief take hold of him
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us

:

Therefore I have entreated him along
With us to watch the minutes of this night;
That if again this apparition come,
He may approve our eyes and speak to it.

Hor. Tush, tush, ’twill not appear.
Ber. Sit down awhile

; 30
And let us once again assail your ears,

That are so fortified against our story
What we have two nights seen.

Hor. Well, sit we down,
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this.

Ber. Last night of all,

When yond same star that’s westward from the
pole

Had made his course to illume that part of heaven
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself,
The bell then beating one,

—

Enter Ghost.

Mar. Peace, break thee off; look, where it

comes again ! • 40
Ber. In the same figure, like the king that’s

dead.
Mar. Thou art a scholar

; speak to it, Horatio.
Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it,

Horatio.
Hor. Most like ; it harrows me with fear and

wonder.
Ber. It would be spoke to.

Mar. Question it, Horatio.
Hor. What art thou that usurp’st this time of

night,

Together with that fair and warlike form
In which the majesty of buried Denmark
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Did sometimes march? by heaven I charge thee,

speak

!

Mar. It is offended.

Ber. See, it stalks away
! 50

Hor. Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee,

speak !
[Exit Ghost.

Mar. ’Tis gone, and will not answer.

Ber. How now, Horatio! you tremble and
look pale :

Is not this something more than fantasy ?

What think you on’t?
Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe

Without the sensible and true avouch

Of mine own eyes.

Mar. Is it not like the king?

Hor. As thou art to thyself

:

Such was the very armour he had on 60

When he the ambitious Norway combated ;

So frown’d he once, when, in an angry parle,

He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice.

’Tis strange.

Mar. Thus twice before, and jump at this

dead hour,

With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch.

Hor. In what particular thought to work I

know not

;

But in the gross and scope ofmy opinion,

This bodes some strange eruption to our state.

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he

that knows, 7°

Why this same stridt and most observant watch
So nightly toils the subjedt of the land,

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon,

And foreign mart for implements of war

;

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task

Does not divide the Sunday from the week

;

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste

Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day:
Who is ’t that can inform me ?

Hor. That can I

;

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king, 80

Whose image even but now appear’d to us,

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway,
Thereto prick’d on by a most emulate pride,

Dared to the combat ; in which our valiant Ham-
let—

•

For so this side of our known world esteem’d

him

—

Did slay this Fortinbras; who, by a seal’d com-
padt,

Well ratified by law and heraldry,

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands

Which he stood seized of, to the conqueror

:

Against the which, a moiety competent 90
Was gaged by our king ; which had return’d

To the inheritance of Fortinbras,

Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same coven-

ant,

And carriage of the article design’d,

His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortinbras,

Of unimproved mettle hot and full,

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there

Shark’d up a list of lawless resolutes,

For food and diet, to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in’t ; which is no other

—

As it doth well appear unto our state— ror

But to recover of us, by strong hand
And terms compulsatory, those foresaid lands

1 So by his father lost : and this, I take it,

I —

Is the main motive of our preparations,

The source of this our watch and the chief 1

Of this post-haste and romage in the land.

Ber. I think it be no other but e’en so

:

Well may it sort that this portentous figure

Comes armed through our watch; so likt

king
That was and is the question of these wars.

Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind’s e

In the most high and palmy state of Rome,
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell,

The graves stood tenantless and the sheeted

Did squeak and gibber in the Roman street:

tAs stars with trains of fire and dews of bloc

Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star

Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire sta

Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse

:

And even the like precurse of fierce events,

As harbingers preceding still the fates

And prologue to the omen coming on,

Have heaven and earth together demonstrat

Unto our climatures and countrymen.—
But soft, behold ! lo, where it comes again!

Re-enter Ghost.

I’ll cross it, though it blast me. Stay, illusi

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice,
|

Speak to me

:

If there be any good thing to be done,

That may to thee do ease and grace to me,

Speak to me : [Cock c.

If thou art privy to thy country’s fate,.

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid,

O, speak

!

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth,

.

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in c

Speak of it : stay, and speak ! Stop it, Marc
Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partiss

Hor. Do, if it will not stand.

Ber. ’Tis here

!

Hor. ’Tis

Mar. ’Tis gone !
. .

[Exit C

We do it wrong, being so majestical,

To offer it the show of violence ;

For it is, as the air, invulnerable,

And our vain blows malicious mockery.
Ber. It was about to speak, when the

crew.
Hor. And then it started like a guilty th

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, ,

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn,

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding thro

Awake the god of day ;
and, at his warning

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air,

The extravagant and erring spirit hies

To his confine : and of the truth herein

This present objedt made probation.

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the coc

Some say that ever ’gainst that season come

Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated,

The bird of dawning singeth all night long

:

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abrc

The nights are wholesome ;
then no planets s

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to chz

So hallow’d and so gracious is the time.

Hor. So have I heard and do in part belie

But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad,

.

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastward hi
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k we our watch up ; and by my advice,

is impart what we have seen to-night

>
young Hamlet; for, upon my life, 170
spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him.

ou consent we shall acquaint him with it,

eedful in our loves, fitting our duty ?

%r. Let’s do’t, I pray; and I this morning
know
re we shall find him most conveniently.

[Exeunt

.

cene II. A room ofstate in the castle.

<r the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius,
uERTES, VOLTIMAND, CORNELIUS, Lords,

d Attendants.

'ng. Though yet of Hamlet our dear bro-

ther’s death
memory be green, and that it us befitted

;ar our hearts in grief and our whole kingdom
e contracted in one brow of woe, )

10 far hath discretion fought with nature
we with wisest sorrow think on him,
ther with remembrance of ourselves,

efore our sometime sister, now our queen,
imperial jointress to this warlike state,

; we, as ’twere with a defeated joy,— 10
an auspicious and a dropping eye,

mirth in funeral and with dirge in marriage,
[ual scale weighing delight and dole,

—

n to wife : nor have we herein barr’d'

better wisdoms, which have freely gone
this affair along. For all, our thanks,

follows, that you know, young Fortinbras,

ing a weak supposal of our worth,
linking by our late dear brother’s death
;tate to be disjoint and out of frame, 20
agued with the dream of his advantage,
ath not fail’d to pester us with message,
irting the surrender of those lands
by his father, with all bonds of law,
ir most valiant brother. So much for him.
for ourself and for this time of meeting

;

much the business is : we have here writ
orway, uncle of young Fortinbras,

—

,
impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears

is his nephew’s purpose,—to suppress 30
urther gait herein ; in that the levies,

ists and full proportions, are all made
>f his subjedl : and we here dispatch
good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand,
learers of this greeting to old Norway;
ig to you no further personal power
isiness with the king, more than the scope
ese delated articles allow.

> -veil, and let your haste commend your duty.
1 In that and all things will we show our

1 1 duty. 40
vg. We doubt it nothing: heartily farewell.

[.Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius.
now, Laertes, what’s the news with you?
old us of some suit ; what is’t, Laertes ?

:annot speak of reason to the Dane,
lose your voice : what wouldst thou beg,
Laertes,

shall not be my offer, not thy asking ?

lead is not more native to the heart,
land more instrumental to the mouth,

‘ is the throne of Denmark to thy father.

What wouldst thou have, Laertes?
Laer. My dread lord, 50

Your leave and favour to return to France

;

From whence though willingly I came to Den-
mark,

To show my duty in your coronation,
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done,
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward Franee
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon.
King. Have you your father’s leave? What

says Polonius?
Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from me my

slow leave
By laboursome petition, and at last

Upon his will I seal’d my hard consent : 60
I do beseech you, give him leave to go.

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be
thine,

And thy best graces spend it at thy will

!

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son,

—

Ham. [Aside] A little more than kin, and
less than kind.

King. How is it that the clouds still hang on
you?

Ham. Not so, my lord ; I am too much i’ the
sun.

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off,

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.
Do not for ever with thy vailed lids 70
Seek for thy noble father in the dust

:

Thou know’st ’tis common ; all that lives must die,

Passing through nature to eternity.

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common.
Queen. If it be,

Why seems it so particular with thee ?

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not
‘seems.’

’Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother,
Nor customary suits of solemn black,

Nor windy suspiration of forced breath.
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, ’ 80
Nor the dejedled ’haviour of the visage.

Together with all forms, moods, shapes of grief,

That can denote me truly : these indeed seem,
For they are adtions that a man might play

:

But I have that within which passeth show

;

These but the trappings and the suits of woe.
King. ’Tis sweet and commendable in your

nature, Hamlet,
To give these mourning duties to your father:

But, you must know, your father lost a father

;

That father lost, lost his, and the survivor bound
! n filial obligation for some term 91
To do obsequious sorrow : but to persever
In obstinate condolement is a course
Of impious stubbornness

;
’tis unmanly grief

;

It shows a will most incorredt to heaven,
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient,
An understanding simple and unschool’d:
For what we know must be and is as common
As any the most vulgar thing to sense,

Why should we in our peevish opposition 100 I

Take it to heart? Fie ! ’tis a fault to heaven,
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature,

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried.

From the first corse till he that died to-day,

‘This must be so.’ We pray you, throw to earth

This unprevailing woe, and think of us ,



As of a father : for let the world take note,

You are the most immediate to our throne ;

And with no less nobility of love no
Than that which dearest father bears his son,

Do I impart toward you. For your intent

In going back to school in Wittenberg,

It is most retrograde to our desire

:

And we beseech you, bend you to remain

Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye.

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers,

Hamlet

:

I pray thee, stay with us
;
go not to Wittenberg.

Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, madam.

King. Why, ’tis a loving and a fair reply : 121

Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam, come

;

This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet

Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof.

No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day,

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell,
.

And the king’s rouse the heavens shall bruit again,

Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away.

IExeunt all but Hamlet.

Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would

melt,
. ,

Thaw and resolve itself into a dew . 13°

Or that the Everlasting had not fix’d

His canon ’gainst self-slaughter ! O God . God

.

How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable,

Seem to me all the uses of this world

!

Fie on’t ! ah fie ! ’tis an unweeded garden,

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in

nature .

Possess it merely. That it should come to this .

But two months dead : nay, not so much, not two

:

So excellent a king ;
that was, to this,

Hyperion to a satyr ;
so loving to my mother 140

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth

!

Must I remember ? why, she would hang on him

As if increase of appetite had grown

By what it fed on : and yet, within a month
.

Let me not think on’t—Frailty, thy name is

woman !

—

A little month, or ere those shoes were old

With which she follow’d my poor father s body,

Like Niobe, all tears why she, even she— 149

O God ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason,

Would have mourn’d longer—married with my
uncle,

,

My father’s brother, but no more like my father

Than I to Hercules : within a month

:

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,

She married. O, most wicked speed, to post

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets 1

It is not nor it cannot come to good :

But break, my heart ;
for I must hold my tongue.

Mar. My good lord

—

Ham. I am very glad to see you. Good •

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo.

Hor. Hail to your lordship !

Ham. I am glad to see you well : 160

Horatio,—or I do forget myself.

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant

Ham. Sir, my good friend; I’ll change that

name with you
: .

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio?

Marcellus?

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenbt

Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence,

To make it truster of your own report

Against yourself : I know you are no truant.

But what is your affair in Elsinore ?

We ’ll teach you to drink deep ere you d

Hor. My lord, I came to see your faj

funeral. _

Ham. I pray thee, do not mock me, fe

student;
I think it was to see my mother’s wedding.

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard

Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the fu

baked meats
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage table;

Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven

Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio !

My father !—methinks I see my father.

Hor. Where, my lord?

Ham. In my mind’s eye, Ho
Hor. I saw him once ;

he was a goodly

Ham. He was a man, take him for all ir

I shall not look upon his like again.

Hor. My lord, I think I saw him yesten

Ham. Saw? who?
Hor. My lord, the king your father.

Ham. The king my fa

Hor. Season your admiration for a whil

With an attent ear, till I may deliver,

Upon the witness of these gentlemen,

This marvel to you.

Ham. For God’s love, let me h

Hor. Two nights togetherhad these gentle

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch,

In the dead vast and middle of the night,

Been thus encounter’d . A figure like your f:

Armed at point exa<5tly, cap-a-pe.

Appears before them, and with solemn mar

Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he \

By their oppress’d and fear-surprised eyes,

Within his truncheon’s length ;
whilst the)!

tilled

Almost to jelly with the a<5t of fear,

Stand dumb and speak not to him. This tc

In dreadful secrecy impart they did;

And I with them the third night kept the v

Where, as they had deliver’d, both m time,

Form of the thing, each word made true and.

The apparition comes : I knew your father;

These hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was

Mar. My lord, upon the platform whe

watch’d.

Ham. Did you not speak to it?

Hor. My lo™>

But answer made it none :
yet once metnou

It lifted up its head and did address

Itself to motion, like as it would speak

;

But even then the morning cock crew loud,

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away,

And vanish’d from our sight.

Ham. ’Tis very strang

Hor. As I do live, my honour d lord, tn

And we did think it writ down in our duty
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let you know of it.

/am

.

Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me.
Id you the watch to-night?

We do, my lord.

Arm’d, say you ?

Arm’d, my lord.

From top to toe?

My lord, from head to foot.

Then saw you not his face?

for. 0, yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up.

fain. What, look’d he frowningly? 231
for. A countenance more in sorrow than in

anger.

fain. Pale or red?
for. Nay, very pale.

fain. And fix’d his eyes upon you ?

for. Most constantly.

Jam. I would I had been there.

for. It would have much amazed you.
fain. Very like, very like. Stay’d it long?
for. While one with moderate haste might

tell a hundred.

Longer, longer.

Tor. Not when I saw’t.
ram. His beard was grizzled,—no? 240
ror. It was, as I have seen it in his life,

lble silver’d.
Tain. I will watch to-night

;

chance ’twill walk again.
T
or. I warrant it will.
Tam. If it assume my noble father’s person,
speak to it, though hell itself should gape
L bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,

ou have hitherto conceal’d this sight,

it be tenable in your silence still

;

[ whatsoever else shall hap to-night,
2 it an understanding, but no tongue : 250
11 requite your loves. So, fare you well

:

>n the platform, ’twixt eleven and twelve,
visit you.
U. Our duty to your honour.
r
am. Your loves, as mine to you : farewell.

[Exeunt all but Hamlet.
father’s spirit in arms ! all is not well

;

Dubt some foul play: would the night were
come

!

then sit still, my soul : foul deeds will rise,

ugh all the earth o’erwhelm them, to men’s
eyes. [Exit

Scene III. A room in Polonius' house.

Enter Laertes and Ophelia.

aer. My necessaries are embark’d : farewell

:

, sister, as the winds give benefit
convoy is assistant, do not sleep,
let me hear from you.
ph. Do you doubt that ?

aer. For Hamlet and the trifling ofhis favour,
d it a fashion and a toy in blood,
olet in the youth of primy- nature,
vard, not permanent, sweet, not lasting,
perfume and suppliance of a minute ;

nore.

*>h. No more but so?

Jar,
|

ter. J

Jam.
Jar. I

ter. )

l fain.

Iar.\
ter. j

fain.

815

Laer. Think it no more : 10
For nature, crescent, does not grow alone
In thews and bulk, but, as this temple waxes,
The inward service of the mind and soul
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now,
And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch
The virtue ofhis will : but you must fear,

His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his own

;

For he himself is subjedt to his birth

:

He may not, as unvalued persons do.
Carve for himself

; for on his choice depends 20
The safety and health of this whole state

;

And therefore must his choice be circumscribed
Unto the voice and yielding of that body
Whereof he is the head. Then if he says he loves

you,
It fits yourwisdom so far to believe it

As he in his particular adt and place
May give his saying deed ; which is no further
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal.
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain,
If with too credent ear you list his songs, 30
Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open
To his unmaster’d importunity.
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister,

And keep you in the rear of your affedtion,
Out of the shot and danger of desire.
The chariest maid is prodigal enough.
If she unmask her beauty to the moon

:

Virtue itself ’scapes not calumnious strokes

:

The canker galls the infants of the spring,
Too oft before their buttons be disclosed, 40
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth
Contagious blastments are most imminent.
Be wary then ; best safety lies in fear

:

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near.
Ofih. I shall the effedt of this good lesson keep,

As watchman to my heart. But, goodmy brother,
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do,
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven

;

Whiles, like a puff’d and reckless libertine,
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 50
And recks not his own rede.
Laer. O, fear me not.

I stay too long : but here my father comes.

Enter Polonius.

A double blessing is a double grace ;

Occasion smiles upon a second leave.
Pol. Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for

shame !

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail,

And you are stay’d for. There ; my blessing with
thee

!

And these few precepts in thy memory
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue,
Nor any unproportioned thought his adt. 60
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.
Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel

;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment
Of each new-hatch’d, unfledged comrade. Be-

ware
Of entrance to a quarrel, but being in,

Bear’t that the opposed may beware of thee.
IjGive every man thy ear, but few thy voice ;

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judge-
* ment.
iCostly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 70
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But not express’d in fancy, rich, not gaudy;

For the apparel oft proclaims the man,

And they in France of the best rank and station

| Are of a most seledt and generous chief in that.

'Neither a borrower nor a lender be
^

For loan oft loses both itselfand friend,

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.

'iThis above all : to thine ownself be true,

And it must follow, as the night the day,

:Thou canst not then be false to any man. 80

Farewell : my blessing season this in thee !

Laer

.

Most humbly do I take my leave, my
lord.

Pol. The time invites you ;
go

;
your servants

tend.

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia ;
and remember well

What I have said to you.

Oph. ’Tis in my memory lock d,

And you yourself shall keep the key of it.

Laer. Farewell. \_Exit.

Pol. What is’t, Ophelia, he hath said to you?

Oph. So please you, something touching the

Lord Hamlet.
Pol. Marry, well bethought ; 9°

’Tis told me, he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you ; and you yourself

Have of your audience been most free and boun-

teous :

If it be so, as so ’tis put on me,
And that in way of caution, I must tell you.

You do not understand yourself so clearly

As it behoves my daughter and your honour.

What is between you? give me up the truth.

Oph. He hath, my lord, of late made many
tenders

Of his affedtion to me.
.

100

Pol. Affedtion
!
pooh

!
you speak like a green

girl,

Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.

Do you believe his tenders, as you call them ?

Oph. I do not know, my lord, what I should

think.

Pol. Marry, I’ll teach you; think yourself a

baby;
That you have ta’en these tenders for true pay,

Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more
dearly

;

Or—not to crack the wind of the poor phrase.

Running it thus—you’ll tender me a fool.

Oph. My lord, he hath importuned me with

love
.

110

In honourable fashion.

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it
;
go to, go to.

Oph. And hath given countenance to his

speech, my lord,

With almost all the holy vows of heaven.

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do

know,
When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul

Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter,

Giving more light than heat, extinct in both,

Even m their promise, as it is a-making,.

You must not take for fire. From this time 120

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence ;

Set your entreatments at a higher rate

j

Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet,

i

Believe so much in him, that he is young,
I And with a larger tether may he walk

|

Than may be given you ; in few, Ophelia,

Do not believe his vows ; for they are broke:

Not of that dye which their investments sho‘

But mere implorators of unholy suits,

Breathing like sandtified and pious bawds,
The better to beguile. This is for all

:

1 would not, in plain terms, from this time f

Have you so slander any moment leisure,

As to give words or talk with the Lord Ham
Look to ’t, I charge you ; come your ways.

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. \Exe

Scene IV. The platform.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcell
Ham. The air bites shrewdly ;

it is very
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air.

Ham. What hour now ?

Hor. I think it lacks of tw
Ham. No, it is struck.

Hor. Indeed? I heard it not: then it d
near the season

Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk.
[A flourish of trumpets, and ordn

shot off, wii

What does this mean, my lord?
Ham. The king doth wake to-night and t

his rouse,

Keeps wassail, and the swaggering up-sj

reels

;

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish d<

The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out
The triumph of his pledge.

Hor. Is it a custom?
Ham. Ay, marry, is ’t

:

But to my mind, though I am native here
And to the manner born, it is a custom
More honour’d in the breach than the observs
This heavy-headed revel east and west
Makes us traduced and tax’d of other nation:

They clepe us drunkards, and with swinish pi:

Soil our addition ; and indeed it takes

From our achievements, though perform’*

height,

The pith and marrow of our attribute.

So, oft it chances in particular men,
That for some vicious mole of nature in them
As, in their birth—wherein they are not guilt

Since nature cannot choose his origin

—

By the o’ergrowth ofsome complexion.
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reas

Or by some habit that too much o’er-leavens

The form of plausive manners, that these me]

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defedt.

Being nature’s livery, or fortune’s star,— 7
Their virtues else—be they as pure as grace,

As infinite as man may undergo

—

Shall in the general censure take corruption

From that particular fault ; the dram of teale

Doth all the noble substance f of a doubt
To his own scandal.

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes

Enter Ghost.

Hajn. Angels and ministers of grace d<

us L7

Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn d,

Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts

hell,

Be thy intents wicked or charitable,
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iou comest in such a questionable shape
lat I will speak to thee : I ’ll call thee Hamlet,
ng, father, royal Dane : O, answer me !

t me not burst in ignorance ; but tell

hy thy canonized bones, hearsed in death,
rve burst their cerements

; why the sepulchre,
herein we saw thee quietly inurn’ d,
ith oped his ponderous and marble jaws, 50
1 cast thee up again. What may this mean,
at thou, dead corse, again in complete steel

:visit’st thus the glimpses of the moon,
iking night hideous ; and we fools of nature
horridly to shake our disposition

ith thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ?

y, why is this? wherefore? what should we
do? [Ghost beckons Hamlet.

Lor. It beckons you to go away with it,

if it some impartment did desire
you alone.

War. Look, with what courteous a<5tion 60
vaves you to a more removed ground

:

t do not go with it.

lor. No, by no means.
lam

.

It will not speak ; then I will follow it.

lor. Do not, my lord.

,
lam. Why, what should be the fear ?

1 0 not set my life at a pin’s fee

;

<d for my soul, what can it do to that,
i ng a thing immortal as itself?

i.vaves me forth again : I ’ll follow it.

lor. What if it tempt you toward the flood,
my lord,

l to the dreadful summit of the cliff 70
it beetles o’er his base into the sea,

. I there assume some other horrible form,
'

ic.h might deprive your sovereignty of reason

I

i draw you into madness? think of it:

i very place puts toys of desperation,
:hout more motive, into every brain
at looks so many fathoms to the sea
1 1 hears it roar beneath.
Yam. It waves me still,

ton; I ’ll follow thee.

far. You shall not go, my lord.
Lam. Hold off your hands. 80
ror. Be ruled

;
you shall not go.

fam. My fate cries out,
l makes each petty artery in this body
lardy as the Nemean lion’s nerve,
i am I call’d. Unhand me, gentlemen.

' heaven, I ’ll make a ghost of him that lets me !

y, away ! Go on : I ’ll follow thee.
[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet.

T
or. He waxes desperate with imagination.
far. Let’s follow; ’tis not fit thus to obev
him.

T
or. Have after. To what issue will this
come?

far. Something is rotten in the state of

r
Denmark. cp

T
or. Heaven will diredt it.

far. Nay, let’s follow him. [Exeunt.

>cene V. Anotherpart of theplatform.

Enter Ghost and Hamlet.
r

am. Where wilt thou lead me ? speak
;
I ’ll

go no further.
host. Mark me.

Ham. I will.

Ghost. My hour is almost come,
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames
Must render up myself.
Ham. Alas, poor ghost

!

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious
hearing

To what I shall unfold.Ham. Speak ; I am bound to hear.
Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou

shalt hear.
Ham. What ?

Ghost. I am thy father’s spirit,

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night, 10
And for the day confined to fast in fires,

T ill the foul crimes done in my days of nature
Are burnt and purged away. But that I am forbid
To tell the secrets of my prison-house,
I could a tale unfold whose lightest word
Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young

blood,
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their

spheres,
Thy knotted and combined locks to part
And each particular hair to stand an end.
Like quills upon the fretful porpentine : 20
But this eternal blazon must not be
To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list I

If thou didst ever thy dear father love

—

Ham. O God

!

Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural
murder.

Ham. Murder

!

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is

;

But this most foul, strange and unnatural.
Ham. Haste me to know’t, that I, with wings

as swift

As meditation or the thoughts of love, 30
May sweep to my revenge.

Ghost. I find thee apt;
And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet,

hear:
’Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard,
A serpent.stung me

; so the whole ear of Denmark
Is by a forged process ofmy death
Rankly abused : but know, thou noble youth.
The serpent that did sting thy father’s life

Now wears his crown.
Ham. O my prophetic soul

! 40My uncle

!

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate
beast,

With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,

—

O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power
So to seduce !—won to his shameful lust
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen

:

0 Hamlet, what a falling-off was there !

From me, whose love was of that dignity
That it went hand in hand even with the vow
1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 50
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor
To those of mine !

But virtue, as it never will be moved,
Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven.
So. lust, though to a radiant angel link’d,
Will sate itself in a celestial bed,
And prey on garbage.

5*
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But, soft ! methinks I scent the morning air

;

Brief let me be. Sleeping within my orchard,

My custom always of the afternoon, 60

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole,

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial.

And in the porches of my ears did pour
The leperous distilment ;

whose effeCt

Holds such an enmity with blood of man
That swift as quicksilver it courses through
The natural gates and alleys of the body,

And with a sudden vigour it doth posset

And curd, like eager droppings into milk,

.

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine
; 70

And a most instant tetter bark’d about,

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust,

All my smooth body.
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch’d:

Cut off even in the blossoms ofmy sin,

Unhousel’d, disappointed, unanel’d.

No reckoning made, but sent to my account
With all my imperfections on my head :

O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible ! 80

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not

;

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be
A couch for luxury and damned incest.

But, howsoever thou pursuest this a6t,

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive

Against thy mother aught : leave her to heaven
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge,

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once !

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near,

And ’gins to pale his uneffedlual fire
: 90

Adieu, adieu ! Hamlet, remember me. [Exit.

Ham. O all you host of heaven ! O earth

!

what else?

And shall I couple hell ? O, fie ! Hold, hold,

my heart

;

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old,

But bear me stiffly up. Remember thee !

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat

In this distradted globe. Remember thee !

Yea, from the table of my memory
I ’ll wipe away all trivial fond records,

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past,

That youth and observation copied there ; 10

1

And thy commandment all alone shall live

Within the book and volume of my brain,

Unmix’d with baser matter: yes, by heaven !

O most pernicious woman

!

0 villain, villain, smiling, damned villain !

My tables,—meet it is I set it down,
That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain

;

At least I’m sure it may be so in Denmark

:

[ Writing.

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word

;

It is ‘Adieu, adieu! remember me.’ in
1 have sworn ’t.

Hor '} t Within] My lord, my lord,—
Mar. [Within] Lord Hamlet,—

.

Hor. [ Within] Heaven secure him

!

Ha7n. So be it

!

Hor. [ Within] Hillo, ho, ho, my lord !

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy ! come, bird, come.

Enter Horatio and Marcellus.

Mar. How is’t, my noble lord?
Hor. What news, my lord?

Ham. O, wonderful

!

Hor. Good my lord, tell it

Ham. No ;
you’ll reveal it.

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven.
Mar. Nor I, my lord.

Ham. How say you, then; would hear

man once think it?

But you ’ll be secret ?

j.
Ay, by heaven, my lord.

Ham. There’s ne’er a villain dwelling ir

Denmark
But he ’s an arrant knave.
Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, c<

from the grave
To tell us this.

Ham. Why, right
;
you are i' the rtgl

And 'so, without more circumstance at all,

I hold it fit that we shake hands and part

:

You, as your business and desire shall point y

For every man has business and desire,

Such as it is ; and for mine own poor part,

Look you, I’ll go pray.
Hor. These are but wild and whirling wo

my lord.

Ham. I’m sorry they offend you, heartily

Yes, ’faith, heartily.

Hor. There ’s no offence, my lo

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there

Horatio,
And much offence too. Touching this vision h-

It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you

:

For your desire to know what is between us,

O’ermaster ’t as you may. And now, good friei

As you are friends, scholars and soldiers,

Give me one poor request.

Hor. What is’t, my lord? we will.

Ham. Never make known what you h

seen to-night.

^Mar 1
l°r(^ we not *

Ham. Nay, but swear ’t.

Hor. In fa

My lord, not I.

Mar. Nor I, my lord, in faith.

Ham. Upon my sword.
Mar. We have sworn, myjord, alrea

Ham. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed.

Ghost. [Beneath] Swear.
Ham. Ah, ha, boy ! say’st thou so? art t.

there, truepenny?
Come on—you hear this fellow in the cellarag

Consent to swear.

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord.

Ham. Never to speak of this that you h

seen,

Swear by my sword.
Ghost. [Beneath] Swear.
Ham. Hie et ubique? then we’ll shift

ground.
Come hither, gentlemen,
And lay your hands again upon my sword :

Never to speak of this that you have heard,

Swear by my sword.
Ghost. [Beneath] Swear. M
Ham. Well said, old mole ! canst work 1

earth so fast?

A worthy pioner! Once more remove, g
friends.
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Hor. O day and night, but this is wondrous
strange

!

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it

welcome.
lere are more things in heaven and earth,

Horatio,

lan are dreamt of in your philosophy. /
it come

;

ere, as before, never, so help you mercy,
ow strange or odd soe’er I bear myself, 170
» I perchance hereafter shall think meet
) put an antic disposition on,
lat you, at such times seeing me, never shall,

ith arms encumber’d thus, or this head-shake,
• by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase,
i

‘ Well, well, we know/ or ‘We could, an if we
. would/

• 4

If we list to speak/ or ‘ There be, an if they
might/

• such ambiguous giving out, to note
lat you know aught of me : this not to do,
grace and mercy at your most need help you,
'ear. 181
jhost. [.Beneath] Swear.
Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! {They

swear.] So, gentlemen,
ith all my love I do commend me to you

:

id what so poor a man as Hamlet is

ay do, to express his love and friending to you,
id willing, shall not lack. Let us go in toge-

ther
;

d still your fingers on your lips, I pray.
e time is out of joint: O cursed spite,
at ever I was born to set it right

!

ty, come, let ’s go together. {Exeunt. 190

ACT II.

Scene I. A room in Poloniiis’ house.

Enter Polonius a7id Reynaldo.
W. Give him this money and these notes,
Reynaldo.

?ey. I will, my lord.

°ol. You shall do marvellous wisely, good
Reynaldo,

fore you visit him, to make inquire
his behaviour.
tey. My lord, I did intend it.

W. Marry, well said ; very well said. Look
you, sir,

[uire me first what Danskers are in Paris

;

d how, and who, what means, and where they
keep,

accompany, at what expense ; and finding
this encompassment and drift of question 10
at they do know my son, come you more nearer
m your particular demands will touch it

:

ce you, as ’twere, some distant knowledge of
him;

thus, ‘ I know his father and his friends,
1 in part him :

’ do you mark this, Reynaldo ?

'ey. Ay, very well, my lord.
'ol. ‘And in part him; but’ you may say

; not well:

, if 't be he I mean, he’s very wild ;

lifted so and so :
’ and there put on him 19

at forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank
dishonour him ; take heed of that

;

But, sir, such wanton, wild and usual slips

As are companions noted and most known
To youth and liberty.

Rey. As gaming, my lord.

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quar-
relling,

Drabbing
:
you may go so far.

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him.
Pol. ’Faith, no; as you may season it in the

charge.
You must not put another scandal on him,
That he is open to incontinency

; 30
That’s not my meaning: but breathe his faults so

quaintly
That they may seem the taints of liberty,
The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind,
A savageness in unreclaimed blood,
Of general assault.

Rey. But, my good lord,

—

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ?

Rey. Ay, my lord,
I would know that.

Pol.
'

Marry, sir, here ’s my drift

;

And, I believe, it is a fetch of wit

:

You laying these slight sullies on my son,
As ’twere a thing a little soil’d i’ the working, 40
Mark you,
Your party in converse, him you would sound,
Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assured
He closes with you in this consequence ;

‘Good sir/ or so, or ‘friend/ or ‘gentleman/
According to the phrase or the addition
Of man and country.
Rey. Very good, my lord.
Pol. And then, sir, does he this—he does

—

what was I about to say ? By the mass, I was
about to say something : where did I leave? 51
Rey. At ‘closes in the consequence/ at ‘friend

or so/ and ‘gentleman.’
Pol. At ‘ closes in the consequence/ ay, marry

;

He closes thus :
‘ I know the gentleman

;

I saw him yesterday, or t’ other day,
Or then, or then ; with such, or such ; and, as you

say>
There was a’ gaming ; there o’ertook in ’s rouse ;

There falling out at tennis :
’ or perchance,

‘ I saw him enter such a house of sale/ 60
Videlicet, a brothel, or so forth.
See you now

;

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth

:

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach,
With windlasses and with assays of bias.
By indireftions find directions out

:

So by my former lefture and advice,
Shall you my son. You have me, have you not?
Rey. My lord, I have.
Pol. God be wi’ you ; fare you well.
Rey. Good my lord

! 70
Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself.
Rey. I shall, my lord.

Pol. And let him ply his music.
Rey. Well, my lord.
Pol. Farewell

!
[Exit Reynaldo.

Enter Ophelia.

How now, Ophelia ! what’s the matter?
Oj>h. O, my lord, my lord, I have been so af-

frighted ! ——:

52—2*
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Pol. With what, i’ the name of God ?

My lord, as I was sewing in my closet,

Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced

;

No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul’d.

Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to his ancle ; 80

Pale as his shirt ;
his knees knocking each other ;

And with a look so piteous in purport

As if he had been loosed out of hell

To speak of horrors,—he comes before me.

Pol. Mad for thy love?

Oph. My lord, I do not know

;

But truly, I do fear it.

Pol. What said he ?

Oph. He tookme by the wristand held me hard;

Then goes he to the length of all his arm;

And, with his other hand thus o’er his brow,

He falls to such perusal of my face 90

As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so

;

At last, a little shaking of mine arm
And thrice his head thus waving up and down,

He raised a sigh so piteous and profound

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk

And end his being : that done, he lets me go

:

And, with his head over his shoulder turn’d,

He seem’d to find his way without his eyes

;

For out o’ doors he went without their helps,

And, to the last, bended their light on me. 100

Pol. Come, go with me : I will go seek the

king.

This is the very ecstasy of love,

Whose violent property fordoes itself

And leads the will to desperate undertakings

As oft as any passion under heaven

That does afflidt our natures. I am sorry.

What, have you given him any hard words of late ?

Oph. No, my good lord, but, as you did com-

mand,
I did repel his letters and denied

His access to me.
Pol. That hath made him mad. no

T am sorry that with better heed and judgement

I had not quoted him : I fear’d he did but trifle,

And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew.my jea-

lousy !

By heaven, it is as proper to our age

.

To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions

As it is common for the younger sort

To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king:

This must be known ; which, being kept close,

might move
More grief to hide than hate to utter love.

[Exeunt.

That, being of so young days brought up with hirl;

And sith so neighbour’d to his youth and havioii

That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court

Some little time : so by your companies
To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather.
So much as from occasion you may glean,

Whether aught, to us unknown, afllidts him thu

That, open’d, lies within our remedy.
Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk

of you

;

And sure I am two men there are not living

To whom he more adheres. If it will please y<

To show us so much gentry and good will

As to expend your time with us awhile,

For the supply and profit of our hope,
Your visitation shall receive such thanks
As fits a king’s remembrance.

Ros. Both your majest

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us,

Put your dread pleasures more into command
Than to entreaty.

Gull. But we both obey,
And here give up ourselves, in the full bent
To lay our service freely at your feet.

To be commanded.
King. Thanks, Rosencrantz and gentle Guil

enstern.

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstern and gentle Ei

sencrantz

:

And I beseech you instantly to visit

My too much changed son. Go, some of you,
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is.

Guil. Heavens make our presence and 0

practices

Pleasant and helpful to him !

Queen. Ay, amen

!

[Exeunt Rosencrantz
,
Guildenstern,

a
some A ttendan

Scene II. A room in the castle.

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guilden-
stern, and Attendants.

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz and Guild-

enstern !

Moreover that we much did long to see you,

The need we have to use you did provoke

Our hasty sending. Something have you heard

Of Hamlet’s transformation ;
so call it,

Sith nor the exterior nor the inward man
Resembles that it was. What it should be,

More than his father’s death, that thus hath put

him
So much from the understanding of himself,

I cannot dream of : I entreat you both, 10

Enter Polonius.

Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my go

lord,

Are joyfully return’d.

King. Thou still hast been the father of gc

news.
Pol. Have I, my lord? I assure my gc

liege,

I hold my duty, as I hold my soul,

Both to my God. and to my gracious king

:

And I do think, or else this brain of mine
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure

As it hath used to do, that I have found
The very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy.

King. O, speak ofthat ; that do I long to he

Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassado

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast.

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bri

them in. [Exit Poloni

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found

The head and source of all your son’s distemp

Queen. I doubt it is no other but the main

His father’s death, and our o’erhasty marriage

King. Well, we shall sift him.

Re-enter Polonius, •with Voltimand##^
Cornelius.

Welcome, my good frieni

Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norw;

Volt. Most fair return ofgreetings and desir
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pon our first, he sent out to suppress
^

61

is nephew’s levies ; which to him appear’d

o be a preparation ’gainst the Polack

;

at, better look’d into, he truly found
was against your highness : whereat grieved,

hat so his sickness, age and impotence
ras falsely borne in hand, sends out arrests

n Fortinbras ;
which he, in brief, obeys

;

eceives rebuke from Norway, and in fine

iakes vow before his uncle never more 70
o give the assay of arms against your majesty.
rhereon old Norway, overcome with joy,

ives him three thousand crowns in annual fee,

nd his commission to employ those soldiers,

> levied as before, against the Polack

:

r

ith an entreaty, herein further shown,
[Giving a paper.

hat it might please you to give quiet pass

hrough your dominions for this enterprise,

n such regards of safety and allowance
5 therein are set down.
King. It likes us well ; 80
nd at our more consider’d time we’ll read,

nswer, and think upon this business,

eantime we thank you for your well-took
labour

:

0 to your rest ; at night we ’ll feast together

:

ost welcome home

!

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius.

Pol. This business is well ended,

y liege, and madam, to expostulate

hat majesty should be, what duty is,

hy day is day, night .night, and time is

time,

ere nothing but to waste night, day and time,

lerefore, since brevity is the soul of wit, 90
nd tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes,

will be brief: your noble son is mad :

ad call I it
;
for, to define true madness,

hat is’t but to be nothing else but mad?
it let that go.

Queen. More matter, with less art.

Pol. Madam, I swear I use no art at all.

lat he is mad, ’tis true : ’tis true ’tis pity

;

nd pity ’tis ’tis true : a foolish figure

;

it farewell it, for I will use no art.

ad let us grant him, then : and now remains
lat we find out the cause of this effedl, 101
r rather say, the cause of this defect,

ir this effedl defective comes by cause

:

hus it remains, and the remainder thus.

irpend.

have a daughter—have while she is mine—

•

ho, in her duty and obedience, mark,
ath given me this : now gather, and surmise.

[Reads.
To the celestial and my soul’s idol, the most
:autified Ophelia,’— no
hat’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; ‘beautified’ is

vile phrase : but you shall hear. Thus
:
[Reads.

n her excellent white bosom, these, &c.’
Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her?
Pol. Good madam, stay awhile; I will be

faithful. [Reads.
‘Doubt thou the stars are fire

;

Doubt that the sun doth move

;

Doubt truth to be a liar ;

But never doubt I love. 119
*0 dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; I

have not art to reckon my groans : but that I love

thee best, O most best, believe it. Adieu.
‘ Thine evermore, most dear lady, whilst this

machine is to him, Hamlet.’
This, in obedience, hath my daughter shown me,
And more above, hath his solicitings,

As they fell out by time, by means and place,

All given to mine ear.

King. But how hath she
Received his love?

Pol. What do you think of me ?

King. As of a man faithful and honourable.
Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might

you think, 13

1

When I had seen this hot love on the wing

—

As I perceived it, I must tell you that.

Before my daughter told me—what might you,
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think,

If I had play’d the desk or table-book,

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb,
Or look’d upon this love with idle sight

;

What might you think ? No, I went round to work,
And my young mistress thus I did bespeak : 140
‘ Lord Hamlet is a prince, out of thy star

;

This must not be :
’ and then I precepts gave her,

That she should lock herself from his resort,

Admit no messengers, receive no tokens.
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice

;

And he, repulsed—a short tale to make

—

Fell into a sadness, then into a fast,

Thence to a watch, thence into a weakness,
Thence to a lightness, and, by this declension,
Into the madness wherein now he raves,

And all we mourn for.

King. Do you think ’tis this?

Queen. It may be, very likely.

Pol. Hath there been such a time—I
’d fain

know that

—

That I have positively said °Tis so/
When it proved otherwise ?

King., Not that I know.
Pol. [Pointing to his headandshoulder\ Take

this from this, if this be otherwise

:

If circumstances lead me, I will find

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed
Within the centre.

King. How may we try it further?
Pol. You know, sometimes he walks four hours

together 160
Here in the lobby.
Queen. So he does indeed.
Pol. At such a time I’ll loose my daughter to

him

:

Be you and I behind an arras then

;

Mark the encounter : if he love her not
And be not from his reason fall’n thereon,
Let me be no assistant for a state.

But keep a farm and carters.

King. We will try it.

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch
comes reading.

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away

:

I ’ll board him presently.

[Exeunt King
,
Queen, and Attendants.

Enter Hamlet, reading.

O, give me leave : 170
How does my good Lord Hamlet?
Ha 7n. Well, God-a-mercy.



Pol. Do you know me, my lord?

Ham. Excellent well
;
you are a fishmonger.

Pol. Not I, my lord.

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man.

Pol. Honest, my lord

!

Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world

goes, is to be one man picked out of ten thousand.

Pol. That’s very true, my lord.
_

180

Ham. For if the sun breed maggots in a dead

dog, being a god kissing carrion,—Have you a

daughter?
Pol. I have, my lord.

Ham. Let her not walk i’ the sun : conception

is a blessing : but not as your daughter may con-

ceive. Friend, look to’ t.

Pol. [Aside] How say you by that? Still

harping on my daughter
:
yet he knew me not at

first
;
he said I was a fishmonger : he is far gone,

far gone : and truly in my youth I suffered much
extremity for love ;

very near this. I’ll speak to

him again. What do you read, my lord?

Ham. Words, words, words.

Pol. What is the matter, my lord?

PIam. Between who ?

Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord.

Ham. Slanders, sir: for the satirical rogue

says here that old men have grey beards, that

their faces are wrinkled, their eyes purging thick

amber and plum-tree gum and that they have a

plentiful lack of wit, together with most weak
hams : all which, sir, though I most powerfully

and potently believe, yet I hold it not honesty to

have it thus set down, for yourself, sir, should be

old as I am, if like a crab you could go backward.

Pol. [Aside] Though this be madness, yet

there is method in’t. Will you walk out of the

air, my lord?

Ham. Into my grave.
#

210

Pol. Indeed, that is out o’ the air. [Aside]

How pregnant sometimes his replies are! a

happiness that often madness hits on, which

reason and sanity could not so prosperously be

delivered of. I will leave him, and suddenly

contrive the means of meeting between him and

my daughter.—My honourable lord, I will most

humbly take my leave of you.

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any

thing that I will more willingly part withal:

except my life, except my life, except my life. 221

Pol. Fare you well, my lord.
*

Ham. These tedious old fools

!

Guil. ’Faith, her privates we.

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune? O, me
true ;

she is a strumpet, fWhat’s the news? 2

Ros. None, my lord, but that the work
grown honest.

Ham. Then is doomsday near : but your ne’

is not true. Let me question more in particula

what have you, my good friends, deserved at t

hands of fortune, that she sends you to pris<

hither ?

Guil. Prison, my lord
!

.

PIam. Denmark ’s a prison.

Ros. Then is the world one.

Ham. A goodly one ;
in which there are mai

confines, wards and dungeons, Denmark beii

one o’ the worst.

Ros. We think not so, my lord.

Ham. Why, then, ’tis none to you ;
for the

is nothing either good or bad, but thinking mak
it so : to me it is a prison.

Ros. Why then, your ambition makes it on

’tis too narrow for your mind. 2

Ham. O God, I could be bounded in a m
shell and count myself a king of infinite spat

were it not that I have bad dreams.

Guil. Which dreams indeed are ambition,

the very substance of the ambitious is merely t

shadow of a dream.
Ham. A dream itself is but a shadow.

Ros. Truly, and I hold ambition of so ai

and light a quality that it is but a shadow’s shado

Ham. Then are our beggars bodies, and c

monarchs and outstretched heroes the begga

shadows. Shall we to the court? for, by my fs

I cannot reason.

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Pol. You go to seek the Lord Hamlet ;
there

he is.

Ros. [To Polonius] God save you, sir !

[Exit Polonius.

Guil. My honoured lord !

Ros. My most dear lord !

Ham. My excellent good friends ! How dost

thou, Guildenstern? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good

lads, how do ye both ?
_

23c

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth.

Guil. Happy, in that we are not over-happy

;

On fortune’s cap we are not the very button.

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe?

Ros. Neither, my lord.

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in

the middle of her favours?

Guil.

)

Ham

.

No such matter: I will not sort y

with the rest of my servants, for, to speak to y

like an honest man, I am most dreadfully attendi

But, in the beaten way of friendship, what ma
you at Elsinore ?

Ros. To visit you, my lord ; no other occasi<

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor

thanks ;
but I thank you : and sure, dear frien

my thanks are too dear a halfpenny.
.

Were y

not sent for? Is it your own inclining? Is 3

free visitation? Come, deal justly with n
come, come; nay, speak.

Guil. What should we say, my lord?

Ham. Why, any thing, but to the purpoj

You were sent for; and there is a kind of c«

fession in your looks which your modesties h;

not craft enough to colour : I know the g(

king and queen have sent for you.

Ros. To what end, my lord?

Ham. That you must teach me. But let

conjure you, by the^rights of our fellowship,

the consonancy of our youth, by the obligator

our ever-preserved love, and by what more d

a better proposer could charge you withal,

even and diredt with me, whether you were s

for, or no ?

Ros. [Aside to Guil.] What say you?
Ham. [Aside] Nay, then, I have an ey<

you.—If you love me, hold not off.

Guil. My lord, we were sent for.

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my ai

cipation prevent your discovery, and your seer
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the king and queen moult no feather. I have of

e—but wherefore I know not—lost all my mirth,

-gone all custom of exercises; and indeed it

es so heavily with my disposition that this

odly frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile

omontory, this most excellent canopy, the air,

>k you, this brave o’erhanging firmament, this

ijestical roof fretted with golden fire, why, it

pears no other thing to me than a foul and
stilent congregation of vapours. What a piece

work is a man ! how noble in reason ! how infi-

:e in faculty! in form and moving how express

d admirable ! in adtion how like an angel

!

apprehension how like a god ! the beauty of

i world ! the paragon of animals ! And yet, to

;, what is this quintessence of dust? man delights

t me : no, nor woman neither, though by your
iling you seem to say so.

Ros. My lord, there was no such stuff in my
oughts.

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I said

an delights not me’?
Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not in

m,
I

what lenten entertainment the players shall

:eive from you : we coted them on the way

;

d hither are they coming, to offer you service.

Ham. He that plays the king shall be welcome

;

majesty shall have tribute of me ; the adven-
•ous knight shall use his foil and target; the
er shall not sigh gratis; the humorous man
ill end his part in peace ; the clown shall make
>se laugh whose lungs are tickled o’ the sere

;

d the lady shall say her mind freely, or the

nk verse shall halt for’t. What players are

j:y? 340
Ros. Even those you were wont to take delight

the tragedians of the city.

Ham. How chances it they travel? their resi-

ice, both in reputation and profit, was better

:h ways.
Ros. I think their inhibition comes by the

ans of the late innovation.

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they
|l when I was in the city? are they so fol-

ded? 350
Ros. No, indeed, are they not.

Ham. How comes it? do they grow rusty?
Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the
nted pace : but there is, sir, an aery of chil-

:n, little eyases, that cry out on the top of
sstion, and are most tyrannically clapped for’t

:

:se are now the fashion, and so berattle the
nmon stages—so they call them—that many
aring rapiers are afraid of goose-quills and
re scarce come thither. 360
Ham, What, are they children? who main-
11s ’em? how are they escoted? Will they
rsue the quality no longer than they can sing?
1 they not say afterwards, if they should grow
:mselves to common players—as it is most like,

heir means are no better—their writers do them
ong, to make them exclaim against their own
xession ?

Ros. ’Faith, there has been much to do on
:h sides

; and the nation holds it no sin to tarre
:m to controversy : there was, for a while, no
,»ney bid for argument, unless the poet and the
,yer went to cuffs in the question.
Hiam. Is ’t possible ?

Guil. O, there has been much throwing about
of brains.

Ham. Do the boys carry it away?
Ros. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and

his load too. 379
Ham. It is not very strange ; for mine uncle is

king of Denmark, and those thatwould makemows
at him while my father lived, give twenty, forty,

fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece for his picture in

little. ’Sblood, there is something in this more
than natural, if philosophy could find it out.

[Flourish of trztmfiets within.
Guil. There are the players.

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsi-

nore. Your hands, come then: the appurtenance
of welcome is fashion and ceremony: let me
comply with you in this garb, lest my extent to

the players, which, I tell you, must show fairly

outward, should more appear like entertainment
than yours. You are welcome : but my uncle-
father and aunt-mother are deceived.

Guil. In what, my dear lord?

Ham. I am but mad north-north-west : when the
j

wind is southerly I know a hawk from a handsaw.

Enter Polonius.

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen !

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern ; and you
too : at each ear a hearer : that great baby you
see there is not yet out of his swaddling-clouts.
Ros. Happily he’s the second time come to

them ; for they say an old man is twice a
j

child.

Ham. I will prophesy he comes to tell me of
j

the players; mark it. You say right, sir : o’Mon-
'

day morning; ’twas so indeed.

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you.
Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you.

'

When Roscius was an adtor in Rome,— 410 i

Pol. The adtors are come hither, my lord.
i

Ham. Buz, buz

!

Pol. Upon mine honour,

—

Ham. Then came each adtor on his ass,

—

Pol. The best adtors in the world, either for

tragedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-

comical, historical-pastoral, tragical-historical,

tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, scene individ-

able, or poem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too
heavy, nor Plautus too light. For the law of
writ and the liberty, these are the only men. 421
Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a

treasure hadst thou

!

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord ?

Ham. Why,
‘ One fair daughter, and no more.

The which he loved passing well.*

Pol. [Aside] Still on my daughter.
Ham. Am I not i’ the right, old Jephthah?

j

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I
|

have a daughter that I love passing well. 431 ;

Ham. Nay, that follows not.

Pol. What follows, then, my lord ?

Ham. Why,
‘As by lot, God wot,’

and then, you know,
‘ It came to pass, as most like it was/

—

the first row of the pious chanson will show you
more ; for look, where my abridgement comec.
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Enterfour orfive Players.

You are welcome, masters ;
welcome, all. I am

glad to see thee well. Welcome, good friends

O my old friend ! thy face is valanced since 1

saw thee last : comest thou to beard me in Den-

mark? What, my young lady and mistress!

Bv’r lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven

than when I saw you last, by the altitude of a

chopine. Pray God, your voice, like a piece ot

uncurrent gold, be not cracked within the ring

Masters, you are all welcome. We 11 e en to t

like French falconers, fly at any thing we see

:

we’ll have a speech straight: come, give us a

taste of your quality ;
come, a passionate speech.

First Play. What speech, my lord ?

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once,

but it was never added; or, if it was, not above

once ;
for the play, I remember, pleased not the

million ;
’twas caviare to the general : but it was

—as I received it, and others, whose judgements

in such matters cried in the top of mine an ex-

cellent play, well digested in the scenes, set down

with as much modesty as cunning. I remember,

one said there were no sallets in the lines to make

the matter savoury, nor no matter in the phrase

that might inditf: the author of affectation ; but

called it an honest method, as wholesome as

sweet, and by very much more handsome ^than

fine. One speech in it I chiefly loved: twas

^Eneas’ tale to Dido ;
and thereabout of it espe-

cially, where he speaks of Priam’s slaughter : if it

live in your memory, begin at this line : let me
see, let me see— , . , A71

‘The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcamanbeast, —
it is not so it begins with Pyrrhus

< The rugged Pyrrhus, he whose sable arms.

Black as his purpose, did the night resemble

When he lay couched in the ominous horse,
_

Hath now this dread and black complexion

smear’d
# r

With heraldry more dismal ; head to^foot

Now is he total gules ;
horridly trick’d

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons,

Baked and impasted with the parching streets,

That lend a tyrannpus and damned light

To their lord’s murder : roasted in wrath and

fire,

And thus o’er-sized with coagulate gore,

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus

Old grandsire Priam seeks.’

So, proceed you. . ,

Pol. ’Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with

good accent and good discretion.

First Play. ‘ Anon he finds him

Striking too short at Greeks ;
his antique sword,

Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls.

Repugnant to command : unequal match d,

Pyrrhus at Priam drives ;
in rage strikes wide

,

But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword

The unnerved father falls. Then senseless

Ilium,

Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top

Stoops to his base, and with a hideous crash

Takes prisoner Pyrrhus’ ear : for, lo ! his sword,

Which was declining on the milky head
< 5

00

Of reverend Priam, seem’d i’ the air to stick

:

So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood,

And like a neutral to his will and matter,

Did nothing.

But, as we often see, against some storm,

A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, -

The bold winds speechless and the orb below,.

As hush as death, anon the dreadful thunder

Doth rend the region, so, after Pyrrhus’ paus;

Aroused vengeance sets him new a-work
; 5

And never did the Cyclops’ hammers fall

On Mars’s armour forged for proof eterne

With less remorse than Pyrrhus’ bleeding swo:

Now falls on Priam.

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune! All y

gods,

In general synod, take away her power

;

Break all the spokes and fellies from her whee

And bowl the round have down the hill L

heaven,
As low as to the fiends !

’

Pol. This is too long. S

Ham . 1 1 shall to the barber’s, with your bear

Prithee, say on : he’s for ajig or a tale of bawdr-

or he sleeps : say on : come to Hecuba.

First Play. ‘ But who, O, who had seen ti

mobled queen—’

Ham. ‘The mobled queen? 1

Pol. That’s good ;
‘ mobled queen ’ is good

First Play. ‘Run barefoot up and dowi

threatening the flames

With bisson rheum ;
a clout upon that head ;

Where late the diadem stood, and for a robe
:

AbQUt her lank and all o’er-teemed loins, 5

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up

;

Wh'o this had seen, with tongue in venc|

steep’d,

’Gainst Fortune s state would treason have pi;

nounced:
But if the gods themselves did see her then

When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious spor

In mincing with his sword her husband’s liml

The instant burst of clamour that she made,

Unless things mortal move them not at all,

Would have made milch the burning eyes

heaven,
y

And passion in the gods.’ I

Pol. Look, whether he has not turned

colour and has tears in’s eyes. Pray you, :

m
°Ham. ’Tis well ; I ’ll have thee speak out t

rest soon. Good my lord, will you see t

players well bestowed? Do you hear, let th

be well used ; for they are the abstract and br

chronicles of the time : after your death youw
better have a bad epitaph than their ill rep

while you live. ,. J
Pol. My lord, I will use them according

their desert. .

Ham. God’s bodykms, man, much bett.

use every man after his desert, and who shoi

’scape whipping? Use them after your own h

our and dignity: the less they deserve, the m<

merit is in your bounty. Take them m.

Pol. Come, sirs.
,

‘
’

Ham. Follow him, friends : we 11 bear a p

to-morrow. {Exit Polonhis with all the Play

but the First.] Dost thou hear me, old inei

can you play the Murder of Gonzago?

First Play. Ay, my lord.

Ham. We’ll ha’t to-morrow night. >

could, for a need, study a speech of some do
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r sixteen lines, which I would set down and
lsert in’t, could you not?

First Play. Ay, my lord. 569
Ham. Very well. Follow that lord; and look

ou mock him not. [Exit First Player.] My
ood friends, I’ll leave you till night: you are

welcome to Elsinore.

Kos. Good my lord

!

Ham. Ay, so, God be wi’ ye; [Exeunt
\'osencrantz and Guildenstern.] Now I am

alone.

), what a rogue and peasant slave am I

!

5 it not monstrous that this player here,

!ut in a fiction, in a dream of passion,

buld force his soul so to his own conceit

'hat from her working all his visage wann’d, 580
ears in his eyes, distraction in ’s aspect,

, broken voice, and his whole function suiting

/ith forms to his conceit? and all for nothing !

or Hecuba

!

that’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,
'hat he should weep for her ? What would he do,

[ad he the motive and the cue for passion
'hat I have? He would drown the stage with

tears

.nd cleave the general ear with horrid speech,
lake mad the guilty and appal the free, 590
'onfound the ignorant, and amaze indeed
'he very faculties of eyes and ears.

"et I,

. dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak,
-ike John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cMise,
nd can say nothing ; no, not for a king,
rpon whose property and most dear life

. damn’d defeat was made. Am I a coward ?

/ho calls me villain? breaks my pate across?
lucks offmy beard, and blows it in my face ?

weaks me by the nose ? gives me the lie i’ the
throat, 600

s deep as to the lungs? who does me this?

[a!

'(wounds, I should take it : for it cannot be
ut I am pigeon-liver’d and lack gall

b make oppression bitter, or ere this

should have fatted all the region kites

/ith this slave’s offal : bloody, bawdy villain !

emorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless vil-

lain !

vengeance ! 6x0
/hy, what an ass am I ! This is most brave,
hat I, the son of a dear father murder’d,
rompted to my revenge by heaven and hell,

lust, like a whore, unpack my heart with words,
nd fall a-cursing, like a very drab,

. scullion

!

ie upon’t! foh! About, my brain! I have
heard

hat guilty creatures sitting at a play
lave by the very cunning of the scene
een struck so to the soul that presently 620
hey have proclaim’d their malefa&ions

;

or murder, though it have no tongue, will speak
/ith most miraculous organ. I’ll have these

players
lay something like the murder of my father
efore mine uncle : I ’ll observe his looks

;

11 tent him to the quick : if he but blench,
know my course. The spirit that I have seen
lay be the devil : and the devil hath power

To assume a pleasing shape
;
yea, and perhaps

Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 630
As he is very potent with such spirits,

Abuses me to damn me : I ’ll have grounds
More relative than this : the play’s the thing
Wherein I ’ll catch the conscience of the king.

[Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I. A room in the castle.

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia,
Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern.

King. And can you, by no drift of circum-
stance,

Get from him why he puts on this confusion.
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy?
Ros. He does confess he feels himself dis-

tracted ;

But from what cause he will by no means speak.
Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be

sounded,
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof,

When we would bring him on to some confession
Of his true state.

Queen. Did he receive you well? 10
Ros. Most like a gentleman.
Guil. But with much forcing of his dispos-

ition.

Ros. Niggard of question ; but, of our demands,
Most free in his reply.

Q7ieen. Did you assay him
To any pastime?
Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that certain players

We o'er-raught on the way : of these we told him

;

And there did seem in him a kind of joy
To hear of it : they are about the court,

And, as I think, they have already order 20
This night to play before him.
Pol. ’Tis most true

:

And he beseech’d me to entreat your majesties
To hear and see the matter.
King. With all my heart; and it doth much

content me
To hear him so inclined.

Good gentlemen, give him a further edge,
And drive his purpose on to these delights.

Ros, We shall, my lord.

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too

;

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither,

That he, as ’twere by accident, may here 30
Affront Ophelia

:

Her father and myself, lawful espials.

Will so bestow ourselves that, seeing, unseen,
We may of their encounter frankly judge,
And gather by him, as he is behaved.
If ’t be the affliction of his love or no
That thus he suffers for.

Queen. I shall obey you.
And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish
That your good beauties be the happy cause
Of Hamlet’s wildness: so shall I hope your

virtues 40
Will bring him to his wonted way again,
To both your honours.
Oph. Madam, I wish it may. [Exit Queen.
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Pol. Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, so

please you,

We will bestow ourselves. [To Ophelia] Read
on this book

;

That show of such an exercise may colour

Your loneliness. We are oft to blame in this,

—

’Tis too much proved—that with devotion’s visage

And pious action we do sugar o’jer

The devil himself.

King. [Aside] O, ’tis too true

!

How smart a lash that speech doth give my
conscience ! 5°

The harlot’s cheek, beautied with plastering art,

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it

Than is my deed to my most painted word

:

O heavy burthen

!

Pol. I hear him coming: let’s withdraw, my
lord. [.Exeunt King and Polonius.

Enter Hamlet.

>st -

Ham. To be, or not to be : that is the question

:

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,

And by opposing end them? To die : to sleep ; 6o

No more ; and by a sleep to say we end

The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks

That flesh is heir to, ’tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to sleep;

To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there’s the

rub

;

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

Must give us pause : there ’s the respedt

That makes calamity of so long life

;

For who would bear the whips and scorns of

time, 7°

The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s con-

tumely,
The pangs of despised love, the law’s delay,

The insolence of office and the spurns

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he himself might his quietus make
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,

To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death,

The undiscover’d country from whose bourn

No traveller returns, puzzles the will

And makes us rather bear those ills we have

Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all

;

And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought,

And enterprises of great pith and moment
With this regard their currents turn awry,

And lose the name of.adtion.—Soft you now !

The fair Ophelia
J
Nymph, in thy orisons

Be all my sins remember’d.
Oph. Good my lord,

How does your honour for this many a day?

Ham. I humbly thank you ;
well, well, well.

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours,

That I have longed long to re-deliver

;

I pray you, now receive them.

Ham. No, not I;

I never gave you aught.
. ,

Oph. My honour’d lord, you know right well

you did

;

8o

And, with them, words of so sweet breath com:

posed
#

' 1

As made the things more rich : their perfume lost :

Take these again ;
for to the noble mind iol

Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind. I
There, my lord.

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest?

Oph. My lord?

Ham. Are you fair?

Oph

.

What means your lordship ?

Ham. That if you be honest and fair, you

honesty should admit no discourse to your beauty

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have bette

commerce than with honesty ? n
Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beaut;

will sooner transform honesty from what it is to

bawd than the force of honesty can translat

beauty into his likeness : this was sometime

paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I di

love you once.

Oph. [Indeed, my lord, you made me believe S(

Ham. You should not have believed me ;
fc

virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock but w
shall relish of it : I loved you not. 12

Oph. I was the more deceived.

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery: why would:

thou be a breeder of sinners? I am myself ir

different honest; but yet I could accuse met
such things that it were better my mother ha

not borne me: lam very proud, revengeful, an

bitious, with more offences at my beck than

have thoughts to put them in, imagination to giv

them shape, or time to a<5t them in. What shoul

such fellows as I do crawling between earth an

heaven? We are arrant knaves, all; believ

none of us . Go thy ways to a nunnery. Where

your father?

Oph. At home, my lord.

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him, th<

he may play the fool no where but in’s ow
;

house. Farewell.
|

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! !

Ham. If thou dost marry, I’ll give thee th]

plague for thy dowry : be thou as chaste as icl

as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape calummi

Get thee to a nunnery, go : farewell. Or, if thcj

wilt needs marry, marry a fool; for wise me-

know well enough what monsters you make
<j

them. To a nunnery, go, and quickly toil

Farewell.
Oph. O heavenly powers, restore him !

Ham. I have heard of your paintings to<

well enough ;
God has given you one face, ar:

you make yourselves another: you jig, yc

amble, and you lisp, and nick-name God’s ere;

tures, and make your wantonness your ignoranc

90

Go to, I’ll no more on’t; it hath made me ma<
t 111 1~— momooroc • thOi
I say, we will have no more marriages

that are married already, all but one, shall liv<

the rest shall keep as they are. To a nunner

go- [Exh

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here o’erthrowij

The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tonguj

sword ; .

The expedlancy and rose of the fair state,

The glass of fashion and the mould of form.

The observed of all observers, quite, quite dowi

And I, of ladies most deje6l and wretched,

That suck’d the honey of his music vows,
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ow see that noble and most sovereign reason,

, ike sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh;

hat unmatch’d form and feature of blown
youth

asted with ecstasy: O, woe is me,

3 have seen what I have seen, see what I see !

Re-enter King and Polonius.

King. Love ! his affections do not that way
tend;

_

17°

or what he spake, though it lack’d form a little,

as not like madness. There’s something in

his soul,

er which his melancholy sits on brood ;

id I do doubt the hatch and the disclose

ill be some danger : which for to prevent,

lave in quick determination

ius set it down : he shall with speed to England,

ir the demand of our negledled tribute

:

aply the seas and countries different

ith variable objeCts shall expel
_

180

lis something-settled matter in his heart,

hereon his brains still beating puts him thus

om fashion of himself. What think you on’t ?

Pol. It shall do well : but yet do I believe

le origin and commencement of his grief

rung from negledted love. How now, Ophelia

!

iu need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said

;

e heard it all. My lord, do as you please ;

t, if you hold it fit, after the play

t his queen mother all alone entreat him 190
, show his grief : let her be round with him

;

d I’ll be placed, so please you, in the ear

all their conference. If she find him not,

England send him, or confine him where
ur wisdom best shall think.

King. It shall be so

:

tdness in great ones must not unwatch’d go.

\Exeunt.

Scene II. A kali in the castle.

Enter Hamlet and Players.

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I

•nounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue :

if you mouth it, as many of your players do,

ad as lief the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor
not saw the air too much with your hand,

is, but use all gently ; for in the very torrent,

ipest, and, as I may say, the whirlwind of

sion, you must acquire and beget a tempe-
ce that may give it smoothness. O, it offends

to the soul to hear a robustious periwig-pated

ow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to

it the ears of the groundlings, who for the most
t are capable of nothing but inexplicable

nb-shows and noise ; I would have such a

ow whipped for o’erdoing Termagant; it out-

ods Herod: pray you, avoid it.

7irst Play. I warrant your honour.
7am. Be not too tame neither, but let your
n discretion be your tutor : suit the adlion to

word, the word to the aCtion ; with this spe-

l observance, that you o’erstep not the modesty
lature : for any thing so overdone is from the

pose of playing, whose end, both at the first

l now, was and is, to hold, as ’twere, the mirror

to nature; to show virtue her own feature,

rn her own image, and the very age and body

of the time his form and pressure. Now this

overdone, or come tardy off, though it make the
unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious

grieve; the censure of the which one must in

your allowance o’erweigh a whole theatre of
others. O, there be players that I have seen
play, and heard others praise, and that highly,

not to speak it profanely, that, neither having the

accent of Christians nor the gait of Christian,

pagan, nor man, have so strutted and bellowed
that I have thought some of nature’s journeymen
had made men and not made them well, they
imitated humanity so abominably.
First Play. I hope we have reformed that

indifferently with us, sir. 41
Ham. O, reform it altogether. And let those

that play your clowns speak no more than is set

down for them; for there be of them that will

themselves laugh, to set on some quantity of
barren spectators to laugh too; though, in the
mean time, some necessary question of the play
be then to be considered: that’s villanous, and
shows a most pitiful ambition in the fool that

uses it. Go, make you ready. [.Exeunt Players.

Enter Polonius, Rosencrantz, and Guild-
enstern.

How now, my lord ! will the king hear this piece

of work?
Pol. And the queen too, and that presently.

Ham. Bid the players make haste. [Exit
Polonius.] Will you two help to hasten them?

Gifil 1
w^’ my l°rd*

[Exeunt Rose7icrantz and Guildenstern.

Ham. What ho ! Horatio !

Enter Horatio.

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service.

Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just a man
As e’er my conversation coped withal. 60
Hor. O, my dear lord,

—

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter;

For what advancement may I hope from thee
That no revenue hast but thy good spirits,

To feed and clothe thee? Why should the poor
be flatter’d ?

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp.
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou

hear?
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice
And could of men distinguish, her election

Hath seal’d thee for herself ; for thou hast been
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing, 71
A man that fortune’s buffets and rewards
Hast ta’en with equal thanks: and blest are

those
Whose blood and judgement are so well commin-

gled,

That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger

To sound what stop she please. Give me that
man

That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him
In my heart’s core, ay, in my heart of heart,

As I do thee.—Something too much of this.

—

There is a play to-night before the king; 80
One scene of it comes near the circumstance
Which I have told thee of mv father’s deqtVi •

_J
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I prithee, when thou seest that a<5l afoot,

Even with the very comment of thy soul

Observe mine uncle : if his occulted guilt

Do not itself unkennel in one speech,

It is a damned ghost that we have seen,

And my imaginations are as foul

As Vulcan’s stithy. Give him heedful note

;

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face,
. _

90
And after we will both our judgements join

In censure of his seeming.

Hor. Well, my lord:

If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing,

And ’scape detecting, I will pay the theft.

Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must
be idle :

Get you a place.

Danishmarch. Aflourish. Enter King, Queen,
Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guild-
enstern, and others.

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet?
Ham. Excellent, i’ faith ; of the chameleon’s

dish : I eat the air, promise-crammed :
you can-

not feed capons so. 100

King. I have nothing with this answer, Ham-
let ; these words are not mine.

Hain. No, nor mine now. {To Polonius'] My
lord, you played once i’ the university, you say?

Pol. That did I, my lord; and was accounted

a good a<5tor.

Ham. What did you ena<5t?

Pol. I did enadl Julius Caesar: I was killed

i’ the Capitol ;
Brutus killed me.

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill so

capital a calf there. Be the players ready ? 1 1

1

Ros. Ay, my lord ;
they stay upon your pa-

tience.

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by
me.
Ham. No, good mother, here’s metal more

Pol. [To the King] O, ho ! do you mark that?

Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap?

[Lying down at Ophelia?sfeet.

Oph. No, my lord. 120

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Do you think I meant country matters?

Oph. I think nothing, my lord.

Ham. That’s a fair thought to lie between

maids’ legs.

Oph. What is, my lord?

Ham. Nothing.
Oph. You are merry, my lord.

Ham. Who, I?

Oph. Ay, my lord. 13°

Ham. O God, your only jig-maker. What
should a man do but be merry ? for, look you,

how cheerfully my mother looks, and my father

died within these two hours.

Oph. Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham. So long? Nay then, let the devil wear

black, for I ’ll have a suit of sables. O heavens

!

die two months ago, and not forgotten yet?

Then there’s hope a great man’s memory may
outlive his life half a year: but, by’r lady, he

must build churches, then ; or else shall he suffer

not thinking on, with the hobby-horse, whose

epitaph is ‘For, O, for, O, the hobby-horse

forgot.’

Hautboys play. The dumb-show enters.

Enter a King a?id a Queen very lovingly ; ;

Queen embracing him
,
and he her. ^

kneels
,
and makes show ofprotestation w,

him. He takes her up
,
and declines his ht

iipon her neck: lays him down upon a bank

florwers : she, seeing him asleep
,
leaves hi

A non comes in a fellow,
takes off his cro%

kisses it, andpours poison in the King’s ea

and exit. The Queen returns ; finds .

King dead, andmakes passionate action, u

Poisoner, with some two or three Mut
comes in again, seeming to lament with h

The dead body is carried away. The Poisoi

wooes the Queen with gifts: she seems loi

and unwilling awhile, but in the end acce

his love. [Exeu

Oph. What means this, my lord ?

Ham. Marry, this is miching mallecho;

means mischief.

Oph. Belike this show imports the argumi

of the play.

Enter Prologue.

Ham. We shall know by this fellow:

players cannot keep counsel ;
they’ll tell all.

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant

:

Ham. Ay, or any show that you’ll show hi

be not you ashamed to show, he’ll not shame

tell you what it means.
Oph. You are naught, you are naught:

mark the play.

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy,

Here stooping to your clemency,
We beg your hearing patiently. [Ea

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a rii

Oph. ’Tis brief, my lord.

Ham. As woman’s love.

Enter two Players, King and Queen.

P. King. Full thirty times hath PhcetH

cart gone round
Neptune’s salt wash and Tellus’ orbed groujj

And thirty dozen moons with borrow’d sheel

About the world have times twelve thirties beb

Since love our hearts and Hymen did our hai|

Unite commutual in most sacred bands. I

P. Queen. So many journeys may the

and moon
Make us again count o’er ere love be done !i<

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late.

So far from cheer and from your former statjj

That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrusil

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must: 1

For women’s fear and love holds quantity
;

j

In neither aught, or in extremity.

Now, what my love is, proof hath made
know

;

And as my love is sized, my fear is so : 1
Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fefi

Where little fears grow great, great love grebi

there. 1

P. King. ’Faith, I must leave thee, lo

and shortly too ;

My operant powers their functions leave to <p



\nd thou shalt live in this fair world behind,
Honour’d, beloved

; and haply one as kind
For husband shalt thou

—

P. Queen. O, confound the rest

!

5uch love must needs be treason in my breast

:

n second husband let me be accurst f 189
'lone wed the second but who kill’d the first.

Ham. [Aside] Wormwood, wormwood.
P. Queen. The instances that second mar-

riage move
Vre base respedts of thrift, but none of love

:

V second time I kill my husband dead,
rVhen second husband kisses me in bed.
P. King. I do believe you think what now

you speak
;

3ut what we do determine oft we break,
hirpose is but the slave to memory,
)f violent birth, but poor validity : 199
Vhich now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree

;

But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be.
dost necessary ’tis that we forget
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt

:

Vhat to ourselves in passion we propose,
Che passion ending, doth the purpose lose.

Hie violence of either grief or joy
Their own enadtures with themselves destroy

:

Vhere joy most revels, grief doth most lament

;

Brief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident.
.'his world is not for aye, nor ’tis not strange
That even our loves should with our fortunes

change

;

’or ’tis a question left us yet to prove,
Vhether love lead fortune, or else fortune love,
he great man down, you mark his favourite

flies;

’he poor advanced makes friends of enemies,
tnd hitherto doth love on fortune tend ;

or who not needs shall never lack a friend,
aid who in want a hollow friend doth try,

)iredtly seasons him his enemy.
!ut, orderly to end where I begun, 220
)ur wills and fates do so contrary run
’hat our devices still are overthrown

;

)ur thoughts are ours, their ends none of our
own:

0 think thou wilt no second husband wed
;

»ut die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead.
P. Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor

heaven light

!

port and repose lock from me day and night

!

0 desperation turn my trust and hope !

m anchor’s cheer in prison be my scope !

-ach opposite that blanks the face ofjoy 230
leet what I would have well and it destroy !

loth here and hence pursue me lasting strife,
f, once a widow, ever I be wife

!

(am. If she should break it now

!

P. King. ’Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave
me here awhile

;

ly spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile
'he tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps

.

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain

;

.nd never come mischance between us twain !

[Exit.
1am. Madam, how like you this play ? 239
1ueen

.

The lady protests too much, methinks.
(am. O, but she’ll keep her word.
'ing. Have you heard the argument? Is
re no offence in’t?

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest;
no offence i’ the world.
King. What do you call the play?
Ham. The Mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tro-

pically. This play is the image of a murder done
in Vienna : Gonzago is the duke’s name ; his
wife, Baptista

:
you shall see anon ; ’tis a knavish

piece of work: but what o’ that? your majesty
and we that have free souls, it touches us not: let
the galled jade wince, our withers are unwrung.

Enter Lucianus.
This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king.
Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord.Ham. I could interpret between you and your

love, if I could see the puppets dallying.
Oph. You are keen, my lord, you are keen.
Ham. It would cost you a groaning to take

off my edge. 260
Oph. Still better, and worse.Ham. So you must take your husbands. Be-

gin, murderer; pox, leave thy damnable faces,
and begin. Come :

‘ the croaking raven doth
bellow for revenge.’

Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit,

and time agreeing

;

Confederate season, else no creature seeing

;

Thou mixture rank, ofmidnight weeds collected,
With Hecate’s ban thrice blasted, thrice infedted,
Thy natural magic and dire property, 270
On wholesome life usurp immediately.

[Pours thepoison into the sleeper’s ears.
Ham. He poisons him i’ the garden for’s

estate. His name’s Gonzago : the story is extant,
and writ in choice Italian

:
you shall see anon

how the murderer gets the love of Gonzago’s wife.
Oph. The king rises.

Ham. What, frighted with false fire !

Queen. How fares my lord?
Pol. Give o’er the play.
King. Give me some light : away ! 280
All. Lights, lights, lights !

[Exeunt all btit Hamlet and Horatio.Ham. Why, let the stricken deer go weep.
The hart ungalled play

;

For some must watch, while some must
sleep

:

So runs the world away.
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers—if
the rest of my. fortunes turn Turk with me—with
two Provincial roses on my razed shoes, get me a
fellowship in a cry of players, sir?

Hor. Half a share. 290Ham. A whole one, I.

For thou dost know, O Damon dear.
This realm dismantled was

Of Jove himself; and now reigns here
A very, very—pajock.

Hor. You might have rhymed.
Ham. O good Horatio, I’ll take the ghost’s

word for a thousand pound. Didst perceive?
Hor. Very well, my lord.

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning? 300
Hor. I did very well note him.
Ham. Ah, ha! Come, some music! come,

the recorders

!

For if the king like not the comedy,
Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy.

Come, some music!
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Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Guil. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word

with you.
Ham. Sir, a whole history.

Guil. The king, sir,— >
3TO

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him?
Guil. Is in his retirement marvellous distem-

pered.
Ham. With drink, sir?

Guil. No, my lord, rather with choler.

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more

richer to signify this to his dodtor ; for, for me to

put him to his purgation would perhaps plunge

him into far more choler. .3*9

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse into

some frame and start not so wildly from my affair.

Ham. I am tame, sir: pronounce.

Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great

affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you.

Ham. You are welcome.

Guil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not

of the right breed. If it shall please you to make

me a wholesome answer, I will do your mother s

commandment : if not, your pardon and my return

shall be the end of my business. 33°

Ha 7n. Sir, I cannot.

Guil. What, my lord ?

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer; my
wit’s diseased: but, sir, such answer as I can

make, you shall command ; or, rather, as you say,

my mother : therefore no more, but to the matter

.

my mother, you say,

—

Ros. Then thus she says
;
your behaviour hath

struck her into amazement and admiration. 339

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish

a mother ! But is there no sequel at the heels of

this mother’s admiration? Impart.

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her

closet, ere you go to bed.

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our

mother. Have you any further trade with us ?

Ros. My lord, you once did love me.

Ham. So I do still, by these pickers and

stealers.
.

349

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of

distemper? you do, surely, bar the door upon

your own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your

friend.

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement.

Ros. How can that be, when you have the

voice of the king himself for your succession in

Denmark? , ,

Ham. Ay, but sir,
4 While the grass grows, —

the proverb is something musty. 359

Re-enter Players with recorders.

0, the recorders! let me see one. To withdraw

with you :—why do you go about to recover the

wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil?

Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my
love is too unmannerly.

, , t WM1
Ham. I do not well understand that. Will

you play upon this pipe?

Guil. My lord, I cannot.

Ham. I pray you.

Guil. Believe me, I cannot.

Ham. I do beseech you. 37c

Guil. I know no touch of it, my lord.

Ham. ’Tis as easy as lying: govern the

ventages with your fingers and thumb, give 1

breath with your mouth, and it will discour

most eloquent music. Look you, these are tl

stops.

Guil. But these cannot I command to ai

utterance of harmony ;
I have not the skill.

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy

thing you make of me ! You would play up<

me; you would seem to know my stops; y<

would pluck out the heart of my mystery; y
would sound me from my lowest note to the t-

of my compass : and there is much music, exo

lent voice, in this little organ; yet cannot y|

make it speak. ’Sblood, do you think I am easi

to be played on than a pipe? Call me what instr

ment you will, though you can fret me, yet y
cannot play upon me.

Enter Polonius.

God bless you, sir ! 3

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak #1

you, and presently.

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud that s alm<

in shape of a camel?
.

:

Pol. By the mass, and ’tis like a camel, indec

Ham. Methinks it is like a weaseL

Pol. It is backed like a weasel.

Ham. Or like a whale?
Pol. Very like a whale. 2

Ham. Then I will come to my mother by a

by. They fool me to the top of my bent. I v

come by and by.

Pol. I will say” so.

Ham. By and by is easily said. [Exit Po

nius.] Leave me, friends. it

[Exeunt all but Hamit

’Tis now the very witching time of night,

When churchyards yawn and hell itself breath

Contagion to this world : now could I drink 1

blood,

And do such bitter business as the day

Would quake to look on. Soft! now to 5

mother. ^
0 heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever

The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom

:

Let me be cruel,' not unnatural

:

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none

;

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites

;

How in my words soever she be shent,

To give them seals never, my soul, consent

!

[Ea

Scene III. A room in the castle.

Enter King, Rosencrantz, and
Guildenstern.

King. I like him not, nor stands it safe with

To let his madness range. Therefore prep

you

;

I your commission will forthwith dispatch,

And he to England shall along with you

:

The terms of our estate may not endure

Hazard so dangerous as doth hourly grow

Out of his lunacies.

Guil. We will ourselves provide

:

> Most holy and religious fear it is

To keep those many many bodies safe
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'hat live and feed upon your majesty. 10
Eos. The single and peculiar life is bound,
/ith all the strength and armour of the mind,
‘o keep itself from noyance ; but much more
'^iat spirit upon whose weal depend and rest
he lives of many. The cease of majesty
>ies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw
/hat’s near it with it : it is a massy wheel,
ix’d on the summit of the highest mount,
o whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things
re mortised and adjoin’d

; which, when it falls,

ach small annexment, petty consequence, 21
ttends the boisterous ruin. Never alone
id^the king sigh, but with a general groan.
King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy

voyage

;

or we will fetters put upon this fear,
rhich now goes too free-footed.

}
We will haste us.

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Enter Polonius.

Pol. My lord, he ’s going to his mother’s closet

:

ehind the arras I ’ll convey myself,
o hear the process; I ’ll warrant she’ll tax him

home

:

nd, as you said, and wisely was it said, 30
is meet that some more audience than a mother,
nee nature makes them partial, should o’erhear
le speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my liege :

11 call upon you ere you go to bed,
id tell you what I know.
King. Thanks, dear my lord.

[Exit Polonius.
my offence is rank, it smells to heaven

;

hath the primal eldest curse upon’t,
brother’s murder. Pray can I not,
lough inclination be as sharp as will

:

y stronger guilt defeats my strong intent
; 40

id, like a man to double business bound,
tand in pause where I shall first begin,
id both negledl. What if this cursed hand
ere thicker than itself with brother’s blood,
there not rain enough in the sweet heavens
> wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy
it to confront the visage of offence ?

id what’s in prayer but this two-fold force,
> be forestalled ere we come to fall,

pardon’d being down? Then I’ll look up ; 50
y fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer
.n serve my turn? ‘ Forgive me my foul mur-

der’?
at cannot be ; since I am still possess’d
those effedls for which I did the murder,
y crown, mine own ambition and my queen.
iy one be pardon’d and retain the offence?
the corrupted currents of this world
fence’s gilded hand may shove by justice,
d oft ’tis seen the wicked prize itself
ys opt the law : but ’tis not so above ; 60
ere is no shuffling, there the adlion lies
his true nature ; and we ourselves compell’d,
en to the teeth and forehead of our faults,
give in evidence. What then? what rests?
y what repentance can; what can it not?
t what can it when one can not repent?
yretched state ! O bosom black as death

!

mied soul, that, struggling to be free,

Art more engaged ! Help, angels ! Make assay

!

Bow, stubborn knees ; and, heart with strings of
steel, 70

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe !

All may be well. [Retires and kneels.

Enter Hamlet.
Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is

praying;
And now I ’ll do ’t. And so he goes to heaven ;

And so am I revenged. That would be scann’d

:

A villain kills my father ; and for that,
I, his sole son, do this same villain send
To heaven.
O, this is hire and salary, not revenge.
He took my father grossly, full of bread

; 80
With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May ;

And how his audit stands who knows save heaven ?

But in our circumstance and course of thought,
’Tis heavy with him : and am I then revenged.
To take him in the purging of his soul,
When he is fit and season’d for his passage?
No

!

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent

:

When he is drunk asleep, or in his rage,
Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed

; 90
At gaming, swearing, or about some adl
That has no relish of salvation in ’t

;

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven,
And that his soul may be as damn’d and black
As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays

:

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [Exit.
King. [Rising] My words fly up, my thoughts

remain below

:

Words without thoughts never to heaven go.
[Exit.

Scene IV. The Queen's closet.

Enter Queen and Polonius.
Pol. He will come straight. Look you lay

home to him

:

Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear
with,

And that your grace hath screen’d and stood be-
tween

Much heat and him. I ’ll sconce me even here.
Pray you, be round with him.
Ham. [Within] Mother, mother, mother!
Queen.

.
I ’ll warrant you,

Fear me not: withdraw, I hear him coming.
[Polonius hides behind the arras.

Enter Hamlet.
Ham. Now, mother, what’s the matter?
Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much

offended.
Ham. Mother, you have my father much

offended. 1Q
Qtieen. Come, come, you answer with an idle

tdngue.
Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked

tongue.
Qtieen. Why, how now, Hamlet

!

Ham. What’s the matter now?
Queen. Have you forgot me ?

Ham. No, by the rood, not so:
You are the queen, your husband’s brother’s wife

;

And—would it were not so !—you are my mother.
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Queen. Nay, then, I ’ll set those to you that

can speak.

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you

shall not budge

;

You go not till I set you up a glass

Where you may see the inmost part of you. 20

Queen. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not mur-

der me ?

Help, help, ho

!

Pol. [.Behind ] What, ho ! help, help, help

!

Ham. [Drawing] How now ! a rat? Dead,

for a ducat, dead

!

[Makes a pass through the arras.

Pol. [Behind] O, I am slain ! [Falls a7iddies.

Queen. O me, what hast thou done ?

Ham. Nay, I know not

:

Is it the king?
. .

Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this

!

Ham. A bloody deed! almost as bad, good

mother,
As kill a king, and marry with his brother.

Queen. As kill a king !

Ham. Ay, lady, ’twas my word. 30

[Lifts up the arras and discovers Polonius.

Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell

!

I took thee for thy better : take thy fortune

;

Thou find’st to be too busy is some danger.

Leave wringing of your hands :
peace ! sit you

down,
And let me wring your heart ;

for so I shall,

If it be made of penetrable stuff,
^

If damned custom have not brass’d it so

That it is proof and bulwark against sense.

Queen. What have I done, that thou darest wag
thy tongue

In noise so rude against me? .

Ham. Such an a6t 4°

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty,

Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the rose

From the fair forehead of an innocent love

And sets a blister there, makes marriage-vows

As false as dicers’ oaths: O, such a deed

As from the body of contradlion plucks

The very soul, and sweet religion makes

A rhapsody of words : heaven’s face doth glow

;

Yea, this solidity and compound mass.

With tristful visage, as against the doom, c

Is thought-sick at the adt.

Queen,. Ay me, what a6t,

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index?

Ham. Look here, upon this pidlure, and on

this, . ,

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.

See, what a grace was seated on this brow ;

Hyperion’s curls ; the front of Jove himself;

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command
A station like the herald Mercury

.

New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill;

A combination and a form indeed,

Where every god did seem to set his seal.

To give the world assurance of a man

:

This was your husband. Look you now, what

follows:

Here is your husband ;
like a mildew d ear,

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes?

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed,

And batten on this moor? Ha ! have you eyes

?

You cannot call it love ;
for at your age

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble.

And waits upon the judgement : and what judge

ment 7

Would step from this to this? Sense, sure, yo

have,
,

I

Else could you not have motion ; but sure, tna

sense

Is apoplex’d ;
for madness would not err,

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne’er so thrall’d „

But it reserved some quantity of choice,

To serve in such a difference. What devil was
|

That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-blind? I

Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, |

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all,

Or but a sickly part of one true sense

Could not so mope.
O shame ! where is thy blush? Rebellious hell

If thou canst mutine in a matron’s bones,

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax,

And melt in her own fire
:
proclaim no shame

When the compulsive ardour gives the charge,

Since frost itself as adtively doth burn

And reason panders will.

Queen. O Hamlet, speak no mor<

Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul

;

And there I see such black and grained spots

As will not leave their tindt.

Ham. Nay, but to live

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed,

Stew’d in corruption, honeying and making lov<

Over the nasty sty,

—

Queen. O, speak to me no more

;

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears

;

No more, sweet Hamlet!
Ham. A murderer and a villau

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe

Of your precedent lord ;
a vice of kings

;

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule,

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole,

And put it in his pocket

!

Queen. No more

!

Ham. A king of shreds and patches,—

5°

60

Enter Ghost.

Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings,
>

I

You heavenly guards ! What would your gracio

figure ?

Queen. Alas, he’s mad !

Ham. Do you not come your tardy son

!

chide,

That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by

The important adting of your dread command

.

O, say! ... I

Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation 1

Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.
|

But, look, amazement on thy mother sits

:

O, step between her and her fighting soul

:

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works

:

Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ham. How is it with you, lady

Queen. Alas, how is’t with you,

That you do bend your eye on vacancy

And with the incorporal air do hold discourse ;;

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep

;

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm,

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements,

Starts up, and stands an end. O gentle son,

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look
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lam.
'ueen .

lam.
ueen.
Tam

lam. On him, on him ! Look you, how pale
he glares

!

> form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to stones,
>uld make them capable. Do not look upon me

;

it with this piteous action you convert
stern effe&s : then what I have to do 129

I want true colour; tears perchance for blood.
'ueen. To whom do you speak this ?

Do you see nothing there ?
Nothing at all

;
yet all that is I see.

Nor did you nothing hear?
No, nothing but ourselves.

Why, look you there! look, how it

steals away

!

father, in his habit as he lived

!

k, where he goes, even now, out at the portal

!

. .
[Exit Ghost,

ueen. This is the very coinage ofyour brain

;

; bodiless creation ecstasy
;ry cunning in.

am. Ecstasy
! 23g

pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time,
makes as healthful music : it is not madness

I I have utter’d : bring me to the test,
I the matter will re-word

; which madness
Id gambol from. Mother, for love of grace,
not that flattering undlion to your soul,

: not your trespass, but my madness speaks :

II but skin and film the ulcerous place,
st rank corruption, mining all within,
its unseen. Confess yourself to heaven

;

:nt what’s past; avoid what is to come ; 150
do not spread the compost on the weeds,
ake them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue

;

n the fatness of these pursy times
e itself of vice must pardon beg,
curb and woo for leave to do him good.
een.' O Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart in
twain.

m. O, throw away the worser part of it,

ive the purer with the other half,
night : but go not to mine uncle’s bed

;

ne a virtue, if you have it not. 160
monster, custom, who all sense doth eat,
abits devil, is angel yet in this,
to the use of ablions fair and good
cewise gives a frock or livery,
aptly is put on. Refrain to-night,
hat shall lend a kind of easiness
5 next abstinence : the next more easy

;

;e almost can change the stamp of nature,
either .... the devil, or throw him out 169
wondrous potency. Once more, good night

;

men you are desirous to be bless’d,
essing beg of you. For this same lord,

[Pointing to Polonius.
jpent : but heaven hath pleased it so,
nish me with this and this with me,
must be their scourge and minister,

bestow him, and will answer well
eath I gave him. So, again, good night.
: he cruel, only to be kind :

:>ad begins and worse remains behind,
ord more, good lady.

What shall I do ? 180
- Not this, by no means, that I bid you do

:

e bloat king tempt you again to bed ;

wanton on your cheek ; callyou his mouse
;

t him, for a pair of reechy kisses,

Or paddling in your neck with his damn’d fingers,
Make you to ravel all this matter out.
That I essentially am not in madness,
But mad in craft. ’Twere good you let him know

;

For who, that’s but a queen, fair, sober, wise, 189
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib,
Such dear concernings hide? who would do so?
No, in despite of sense and secrecy.
Unpeg the basket on the house’s top,
Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape,
To try conclusions, in the basket creep.
And break your own neck down.
Queen. Be thou assured, if words be made of

breath,
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe ,

What thou hast said to me. f
Ham. I must to England

; you know that ?

T Qufern- Alack, 200
i had forgot : ’tis so concluded on.
Ham. There’s letters seal’d: and my two

schoolfellows,
Whom I will trust as I will adders fang’d,
They bear the mandate; they must sweep my

way,
And^ marshal me to knavery. Let it work

;

For tis the sport to have the enginer
Hoist with his own petar : and ’t shall go hard
But I will delve one yard below their mines,
And blow them at the moon: 0/ ’tis most

sweet,
When in one line two crafts diredlly meet. 210
This man shall set me packing

:

I’ll lug the guts into the neighbour room.
Mother, good night. Indeed this counsellor

m
?st ?till, most secret and most grave,

Who was in life a foolish prating knave.
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you.
Good night, mother.

[Exeunt severally ; Hamlet dragging
in Polonius.

ACT IV.

Scene I. A room in the castle.

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and% Guildenstern.

King. There’s matter in these sighs, these
profound heaves:

You must translate : ’tis fit we understand them.
Where is your son ?

Queen. Bestow this place on us a little while.
[Exeunt Rosencrantz a?id Guildenstern.

Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night

!

King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet?
Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when both

contend
WTiich is the mightier : in his lawless fit,

Behind the arras hearing something stir,
Whips out his rapier, cries, ‘A rat, a rat !’ 10
And, in this brainish apprehension, kills
The unseen good old man.
King. O heavy deed

!

It had been so with us, had we been there

:

His liberty is full of threats to all;
To you yourself, to us, to every one.
Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answer’d ?
It will be laid to us, whose providence

S3
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Should have kept short, restrain’d and out of

haunt, , ,

This mad young man : but so much was our love,

We would not understand what was most ht ;
20

But, like the owner of a foul disease.

To keep it from divulging, let it feed

Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone
?

.

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill d

.

O’er whom his very madness, like some ore

Among a mineral of metals base,

Shows itself pure ;
he weeps for what is done.

King. O Gertrude, come away

!

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch.

But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed 30

We must, with all our majesty and skill,

Both countenance and excuse. Ho, Gundenstern

.

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where

body is, and go with us to the king.
#

Ham. The body is with the king, but

king is not with the body. The king is a thinj

Guil. A thing, my lord

!

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. H
fox, and all after. VExeu

Re-enter Rosencrantz a7id Guildenstern.

Friends both, go join you with some further aid:

Hamlet in madness hath Polomus slain,
.

And from his mother’s closet hath he dragg ddnm

.

Go seek him out; speak fair, and bring the body

Into the chapel. I pray you, haste m this.

\Exeunt Rose7icra7itz a7id Guildenstern.

Come, Gertrude, we ’ll call up our wisest friends

;

And let them know, both what we mean to do,

t And what’s untimely done 4°

Whose whisper o’er the world’s diameter,

As level as the cannon to his blank,

.

Transports his poison’d shot, may miss our name,

And hit the woundless air. O, come away

!

My soul is full of discord and dismay. {Exeunt.

Scene III. Another tooth in the castle.

ETiter King, attended.

King. I have sent to seek him, and to f

the body.
, .

. .

How dangerous is it that this man goes loose.

Yet must not we put the strong law on him

:

He’s loved of the distra&ed multitude,
.

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyi

And where ’tis so, the offender’s scourge

weigh’d.

But never the offence. To bear all smo

and even,

This sudden sending him away must seem

Deliberate pause : diseases desperate grown

By desperate appliance are relieved,

Or not at all.

Scene II. Another room in the castle.

Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Safely stowed.

Gad] \-
Within^ Hamlet! Lord Hamlet!

Ham. What noise? who calls on Hamlet? O,

here they come.

Enter Rosencrantz.

How now ! what hath befall’n?

Ros. Where the dead body is bestow’d,

lord,

We cannot get from him.
. , 0

Xing. But where is he ?

Rost’ Without, my lord; guarded, to ki

your pleasure.

King. Bring him before us.

Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring m my lord.:

Enter Rosencrantz aiid Guildenstern.

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the

dead body?
. . , , t , .

Haiii. Compounded it with ckist, whereto

’tis kin.
. . , ..

Ros. Tell us where ’tis, that we may take it

thence
And bear it to the chapel.

.

Ham. Do not believe it.

Ros. Believe what? 10

! Ham. That I can keep your counsel and not

mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge

.

what replication should be made by the son of

kin^ ?

Ros .

9

Take you me for a sponge, my lord?

Hutu. Ay, sir, that soaks up the king’s coun-

tenance, his rewards, his authorities But such

officers do the king best service in the end : he

keeps them, like an ape, in the corner of his

iaw- first mouthed, to be last swallowed when

he needs what you have gleaned, it is but

squeezing you. and, sponge, you shall be dry

again. . ,

Ros. I understand you not, my lord.

Ham. I am glad of it: a knavish speech sleeps

in a. foolish ear.

Eiiter Hamlet and Guildenstern.

King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polomus?

Ham. At supper.

King. At supper! where?

Ham. Not where he eats, but where n

eaten : a certain convocation of politic wo

are e’en at him. Your worm is your only

peror for diet: we fat all creatures else to

us, and we fat ourselves for maggots: your

king and your lean beggar is but variable sen*

two dishes, but to one table : that s the end.

King. Alas, alas
! ...

Ham. A man may fish with the worm

hath eat of a king, and eat of the fish that

fed of that worm. , - . „

King. What dost thou mean by this? I

Ham. Nothing but to show you now a il

may go a progress through the guts of a beg.

King. Where is Polonius?

Ham. In heaven ; send hither to see: u ’

messenger find him not there, seek him 1

other place yourself. But indeed, if you find

not within this month, you shall nose him as

go up the stairs into the lobby.

King.
Goseekhimthere.^^ A

Ham. He will stay till ye come.

^
J

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine esp<

WhiclTwedo tender, as we dearly grieve
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or that which thou hast done,—must send thee
hence

r

ith 'fiery quickness : therefore prepare thyself;

he bark is ready, and the wind at help,

he associates tend, and every thing is bent
or England.
Ham. For England

!

King. Ay, Hamlet.
Ham.

"
Good.

King. So is it, if thou knew’st our purposes.
Ham. I see a cherub that sees them. But,
me ; for England ! Farewell, dear mother. 51
King. Thy loving father, Hamlet.
Ham. My mother : father and mother is man
d wife ; man and wife is one flesh ; and so, my
)ther. Come, for England ! [Exit.
King. Follow him at foot; tempt him with

speed aboard

;

day it not ; I’ll have him hence to-night

:

vay ! for every thing is seal’d and done
latelse leans on the affair

:
prayyou, make haste.

[.Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.
id, England, ifmy love thou hold’st at aught

—

my great power thereof may give thee sense,
ice yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red
ter the Danish sword, and thy free awe
ys homage to us—thou mayst not coldly set
r sovereign process ; which imports at full,

letters congruing to that effect,

e present death of Hamlet. Do it, England;
r like the hectic in my blood he rages,
d thou must cure me : till I know ’tis done,
•we’er my haps, my joys were ne’er begun. 70

{Exit.

Scene IV. A plain in De7imark.

nter Fortinbras, a Captain, and Soldiers,
marching.

?or. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish
king

;

I him that, by his license, Fortinbras
ves.the conveyance of a promised march
?r his kingdom. You know the rendezvous,
hat his majesty would aught with us,
shall express our duty in his eye

;

1 let him know so.

ap. I will do’t, my lord.
'or. Go softly on.

[Exeunt Fortinhras and Soldiers.

'^Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern,
and others.

Tam. Good sir, whose powers are these?
ap. They are of Norway, sir. 10
r

am. How purposed, sir, I pray you ?

ap. Against some part of Poland.
am. Who commands them, sir?
vp. The nephews to old Norway, Fortinbras.
am. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir,

or some frontier?
ip. Truly to speak, and with no addition,
go to gain a little patch of ground
t hath in it no profit but the name.
)ay five ducats, five, I would not farm it ; 20
will it yield to Norway or the Pole
nker rate, should it be sold in fee.

am. Why, then the Polack never will
defend it.

Cap

.

Yes, it is already garrison’d.

Ham. Two thousand souls and twenty thousand
ducats

Will not debate the question of this straw

:

This is the imposthume ofmuch wealth and peace,
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without
Why the man dies. I humbly thank you, sir.

Cap. God be wi’ you, sir. [Exit.
Ros. Will’t please you go, my lord? 30 !

Ham. I’ll be with you straight. Go a little i

before.
_

[Exeunt all except Hamlet.
How all occasions do inform against me,
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man,
If his chief good and market of his time
Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more.
Sure, he that made us with such large discourse,
Looking before and after, gave us not
That capability and god-like reason
To fust in us unused. Now, whether it be
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 4c
Of thinking too precisely on the event,
A thought which, quarter’d, hath but one part

wisdom
And ever three parts coward, I do not know
Why yet I live to say ‘This thing’s to do; ’

Sith I have cause and will and strength and means !

To do’t. Examples gross as earth exhort me ;
1

Witness this army of such mass and charge
Led by a delicate and tender prince,
Whose spirit with divine ambition puff’d
Makes mouths at the invisible event, 50
Exposing what is mortal and unsure
To all that fortune, death and danger dare,
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great
Is not to stir without great argument,
But greatly to find quarrel in a straw
When honour ’s at the stake. How stand I then.
That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d.
Excitements ofmy reason and my blood,
And let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see
The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 60 I

That, for a fantasy and trick of fame,
Go to their graves like beds, fight for a plot
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause,
Which is not tomb enough and continent
To hide the slain? O, from this time forth,
My thoughts be bloody, or‘be nothing worth

! j

[Exit.
:

Scene Y. Elsinore. A room in the castle.

Enter Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman.
j

Queen. I will not speak with her.
Gent. She is importunate, indeed distract

: j

Her mood will needs be pitied.

Queen. What would she have ? !

Gent. She speaks much of her father; says
she hears

There’s tricks i’ the world; and hems, and beats
her heart

;

Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt,
That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing.
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move
The hearers to collection

; they aim at it.

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts
; j

Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures-yxeld
j

them, T j
i

Indeed would make one think there might be
|

thought,



Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.

Hor. ’Twere good she were spoken with ; for

she may strew

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds.

Queen. Let her come in. [Exit Horatio.

To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is,

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss

:

So full of artless jealousy is guilt.

It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 20

Re-enter Horatio, •with Ophelia.

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty of Den-

mark ?

Queen. How now, Ophelia

!

Oph. [Sings] How should I your true loveknow
From another one?

By his cockle hat and staff.

And his sandal shoon.

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what imports this

song?
Oph.

[Sings]

Queen.

Say you? nay, pray you, mark.

He is dead and gone, lady,

He is dead and gone ;

At his head a grass-green turf.

At his heels a stone.

Nay, but, Ophelia,

—

Oph. Pray you, mark.

[Sings] White his shroud as the mountain snow,

Enter King.

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph. [Sings] Larded with sweet flowers;

Which bewept to the grave did go
With true-love showers.

King. How do you, pretty lady? 40

Oph. Well, God Hid you ! They say the owl

was a baker’s daughter. Lord, we know whatwe
are, but know not what we may be. God be at

your table

!

King. Conceit upon her father.

Oph. Pray you, let’s have no words of this;

but when they ask you what itmeans, say you this

;

[Sings.] To-morrow is Saint Valentine’s day.

All in the morning betime,

And I a maid at your window, 5°

To be your Valentine.

Then up he rose, and donn’dhis clothes,

And dupp’d the chamber-door

;

Let in the maid, that out a maid
Never departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia!

Oph. Indeed, la, without an oath, I 11 make

an end on’t

:

[Sings] By Gis and by Saint Charity,

Alack, and fie for shame !

Young men will do’t, if they come to t

;

By cock, they are to blame. 61

Quoth she, before you tumbled me,

You promised me to wed.

So would I ha’ done, by yonder sun,

An thou hadst not come to my bed.

King. How long hath she been thus?

Oph. I hope all will be well. We must be

patient : but I cannot choose but weep, to think

they should lay him i’ the cold ground. My
brother shall know of it : and so I thank you for

your good counsel. Come, my coach! Good

night, ladies ;
good night, sweet ladies ;

good

night, good night. [Exit.

King. Follow her close
;
give her good watc

I pray you. [Exit Horat.

O, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs

Allfromherfather’s death. O Gertrude, Gertruc

When sorrows come, they come not single spie:

But in battalions. First, her father slain :

Next, your son gone ; and he most violent autl

Of his own just remove : the people muddied,

Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts i

whispers,

For good Polonius’ death; and we have done!
greenly.

In hugger-mugger to inter him :
poor Ophelia

Divided from herself and her fair judgement,

Without the whichwe are pictures, or merebeas
Last, and as much containing as all these,

Her brother is in secret come from France

;

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himsejf in clouds,

And wants not buzzers to infeft his ear

With pestilent speeches of his father’s death

;

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d,

Will nothing stick our person to arraign

In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this,

Like to a murdering-piece, in many places
_

Gives me superfluous death. [A noise with

Queen. Alack, what noise is th

King. Where are my Switzers? Let th

guard the door.

Enter another Gentleman.

What is the matter?
Gent. Save yourself, my lord

:

The ocean, overpeering of his list,

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,

O’erbears your officers. The rabble call 1:

lord

;

And, as the world were now but to begin.

Antiquity forgot, custom not known,
The ratifiers and props of every word,

They cry * Choose we : Laertes shall be king

:

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to i

clouds

:

* Laertes shall be king, Laertes king !

’

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail tr

cry

!

O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs ! >

j

King. The doors are broke. [Noise with

Enter Laertes, armed; Danes following:

Laer. Where is this king? Sirs, stand y

all without.

Danes. No, let’s come in.

I pray you, give me lea

We will, we will.

[They retire without the do

I thank you : keep the door. 0 tb

vile king,

Give me my father

!

Queen . Calmly, good Laertes.

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calm p

claims me bastard,

Cries cuckold to my father, brands the harlot

Even here, between the chaste unsmirched br

Of my true mother.
King. What is the cause, Laertes,

That thy rebellion looks so giant-like?

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person

There’s such divinity doth hedge a king.

Laer.
Danes.

Laer.



Scene v.] HAMLET.
"hat treason can but peep to what it would,
I6ts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes,
Vhy thou art thus incensed. Let him go Ger-

trude,

peak, man.
Laer. Where is my father ?

K-inS- Dead.
Quem. But not by him.
King. Let him demand his fill.

Laer How came he dead? I’ll not he jug-
gled with: J

jf0
o hell, allegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil 1

conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit >

dare damnation. To this point I stand,
hat both, the worlds I give to negligence
it come what comes ; only I ’ll be revenged
ost throughly for my father.
King. Who shall stay you?
Laer. My will, not all the world

:

id for my means, I ’ll husband them so well
iey shall go far with little.

King-
# Good Laertes,

you desire to know the certainty I4Q
your dear father’s ic’«-

•- •

837

.... miuir cue uciiauity X40
your dear father’s death, is’t writ in vour
revenge, J

1 at, swoopstake, you will draw both friend and
R foe,

finer and loser?
racr. None but his enemies.
Zing. Will you know them then?
*aer. To his good friends thus wide 1 ’ll opemy arms

;

r

d like the kind life-rendering pelican,
i past them with my blood.

,
Why, now you speak

e a good child and a true gentleman,
it I am guiltless of your father’s death,
lam most sensible in grief for it,

’

lso
* hall as level to your judgement pierce
* day does to your eye.
)anes-

TT
C Within] Let her come in.

aer. How now ! what noise is that?

Re-enter Ophelia.

;

eat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times salt,
n out the sense and virtue of mine eye »

leaven, thy madness shall be paid by weiVht
1 our scale turn the beam. O rose of May >

’

r maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia

!

iavens ! ls’t possible, a young maid’s wits

J

Hd be as mortal as an old man’s life ? x6o
ire is fine in love, and where ’tis fine
nds some precious instance of itself

*

* r the thing it loves.
*h. [Sings]
They bore him barefaced on the bier;Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny

;And in his grave rain’d many a tear :

—

you well, my dove

!

ter' Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade
revenge,

t uld not move thus.
h. [Sings] You must sing a-down a-down,

1

An y°u call him a-down-a. 17 x

c°rd
^conies it! It is the false

ira
> that stole his master’s daughter.

’ 7' “thing’s more than matter.
** liifre s rosemary, that’s for remem-

brance; pray, love, remember: and there is pan-
sies, that s for thoughts.

p

Laer. A document in madness, thoughts andremembrance fitted. * JZ
Opk. There ’s fennel for you, and columbines

:

there s rue for you; and here’s some for me *

we may call it herb-grace o’ Sundays: CL youmust wear your rue with a difference. There’s
a daisy: I would give you some violets, but they
withered all when my father died: they say hemade a good end,— J

[Sings] For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy.

^itself
h°Ught and affliction, passion, hell

She turns to favour and to prettiness.

Oj>h. [Sings] And will he not come again?
And will he not come again?

No, no, he is dead:
Go to thy death-bed :

He never will come again.

His beard was as white as snow.
All flaxen was his poll

:

He is gone, he is gone,
And we cast away moan

:

God ha’ mercy on his soul

!

And of all Christian souls, I pray God. God be

Do you see this, O God?
^Exit’ 200

^grief^
aertes

’ * must commune with your

Or you deny me right. Go but apart,

will

6 Wil0m your wisest friends you

And they shall hear and judge ’twixtyou and me :If by direct or by collateral hand
Ihey find us touch’d, we will our kingdom giveOur crown, our life, and all that we call ours.To you in satisfaction

; but if not,

An7°
U

-°
}
CI

\

dJom Patience to us, 210And we shall jointly labour with your soul
I o give it due content.
Laer. Let this be so;

His means of death, his obscure funeral

—

No n
r

nfi
hy

’*f

SWOrd
V
n0r Catchment o’er his bones,JNo noble rite nor formal ostentation—

Cry to be heard, as ’twere from heaven to earth.That I must call t m question.

A !7\
ng
C eu rr

So y°u shall

;

And where the offence is let the great axe fall
1 pray you, go with me. [Exeunt.

Scene VI. Another room in the castle.

Enter Horatio and a Servant.

^me?
What they that W°uld Speak wIth

^
for you

iIOrS
’ 511 1 they Say they haVS Ietters

T f°
r

'

* i

Let th7m COme in
‘ \-

E*it Servant.

T

d
h u

U°W fr°m what Part of the world
I should be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet.

Enter Sailors.

First Sail. God bless you, sir.
H°r. Let him bless thee too.
Kirst Sail. He shall, sir, an’t please him IThere s a letter for you, sir; it comes from the

!



ambassador that was bound for England ;
if your

name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. ix

Hor rReads]
* Horatio, when thou shalt have

overlooked this, give these fellows some means to

the king : they have letters for him Ere we were

two days old at sea, a pirate of very warlike

appointment gave us chase. Finding ourselves

too slow of sail, we put on a compelled valour

and in the grapple I boarded them : on the instant

they got clear of our ship ;
so I alone became

their prisoner. They have dealt with me like

thieves of mercy : but they knew what they dfa

,

I am to do a good turn for them. Let the king

have the letters I have sent ;
and repair thou t

me with as much speed as thou wouldst fly deaths

I have words to speak in thine ear will make thee

dumb * vet are they much too light for the bore

of "he matter. These good fellows will bring

thee where I am. Rosencrantz and GuUdenstem

hold their course for England: of them I have

much to tell thee. Farewell. „ 5
‘ He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet.

Come, I will make you way for these your letters

;

And do’t the speedier, that you may diredt me

To him from whom you brought them. [Exeunt

.

I loved your father, and we love ourself:

And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine—
jj

Enter a Messenger.

Scene VII. Another room in the castle.

Enter King and Laertes.

King. Now must your conscience my acquit-

tance seal, r c ' a
Amd you must put me in your heart for friend,

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear.

That he which hath your noble father slain

Pursued my life.
,

Laer. It well appears : but tell me

Why you proceeded not against these feats,

So crimeful and so capital in nature,

As by your safety, wisdom, all things else,

You mainly were stirr’d up.

King. O, for two special reasons ,

j

Which may to you, perhaps, seemmuch unsinew d,

j

But yet to me they are strong. The queen his

i
Lives" hnost by his looks ;

and for myself—

i My virtue or my plague, be it either which

j She’s so conjunctive to my life and soul.

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere,

I could not but by her. The other motive,

Why to a public count I might not go,

Is the great love the general gender bear him.

Who, dipping all his faults in their affe&ion.

Would, like the spring thatturneth wood to stone,

Convert his gyves to graces ;
so that my arrows,

Too slightly timber’d for so loud a wind,

Would have reverted to my bow again,

And not where I had aim d them.

Laer. And so have I a noble father lost;

A sister driven into desperate terms.

Whose worth, if praises may go back again,

Stood challenger on mount of all the age

For her perfeaions : but my revenge will come.

King. Break not your sleeps for that: you

must not think
, , n

3°

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull

;

That we can let our beard be shook with danger

j

And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear

more
:

How now! what news?

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamle

This to’your majesty; this to the queen

King. From Hamlet ! who brought them

.

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say ;
I saw the

They were given me by Claudio ;
he receiv<

them
Of him that brought them.

Tgitiv Laertes, you shall hear thei

Leave us iExit Messen&*

\Reads] ‘High and mighty, You shall know

am set naked on your kingdom To-morrc

shall I beg leave to see your kmglv eyes: wh

I shall, first asking your pardon thereunto, 1

count the occasion of my sudden and me

strange return.
< Hamlet.

What should this mean? Are all the rest coi

back? , - . 9

Or is it some abuse, and no such thing c

Laer. Know you the hand?
<1SJ ,

King. ’Tis Hamlet’s chafer. Nake<

And in a postscript here, he says ‘ alone.

Can you advise me?
# ,

Laer. I ’m lost in it, my lord. But let r.

It warms the very sickness in my heart.

That I shall live and tell him to his teeth,

‘Thus didest thou.’ _ .

King. If ^ be so, Laertes—

As how should it be so? how otherwise ?-

Will you be ruled by me ?

Laer. Ay, my lord;

So you will not o’errule me to a peace.

King. To thine own peace. If he be n

return’d, . . .

As checking at his voyage, and that he means

No more to undertake it, I will work him

To an exploit, now ripe in my device.

Under the which he shall not choose but fall.

And for his death no wind of blame shall breat

But even his mother shall uncharge the praCti

And call it accident. ,

Laer. My lord, I will be ruled

,

The rather, if you could devise it so

That I might be the organ.

Kin* It falls right.

You have been talk’d of since your travel mu<

And that in Hamlet’s hearing, for a quality

Wherein, they say, you shine :
your sum ot p

Did not together pluck such envy from him

As did that one, and that, in my regard,

Of the unvvorthiest siege. ,

Laer. What part is that, myT(

Kin*. A very riband in the cap of youth,
"

Yet needful too ;
for youth no less becomes

The light and careless livery that it wears

Than settled age his sables and his weeds.

Importing health and graveness, lwo mo

Here was a gentleman of Normandy

I’ve seen myself, and served against, the 1? re

And they can well on horseback : but this ga

Had witchcraft in't ;
he grew unto his seat

.
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id to such wondrous doing brought his horse,
i he had been incorpsed and demi-natured
ith the brave beast: so far he topp’d my

thought,
lat I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 90
)me short of what he did.

Laer. A Norman was’t?
King. A Norman.
Laer. Upon my life, Lamond.
King. The very same.
Laer. I know him well: he is the brooch

indeed
id gem of all the nation.
King. He made confession of you,
d gave you such a masterly report
r art and exercise in your defence
d for your rapier most especially,
at he cried out, ’twould be a sight indeed, xoo
one could match you: the scrimers of their

nation,

1 swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye,
you opposed them. Sir, this report of his
i Hamlet so envenom with his envy
at he could nothing do but wish and beg
lr sudden coming o’er, to play with him.
w, out of this,

—

*aer. What out of this, my lord ?

iing. Laertes, was your father dear to you ?

are you like the painting of a sorrow,
ace without a heart ?

•aer. Why ask you this ? no
ing. Not that I think you did not love your
father

;

that I know love is begun by time

;

1 that I see, in passages of proof,
le qualifies the spark and fire of it.

:re lives within the very flame of love
ind of wick or snuff that will abate it;

1 nothing is at a like goodness still ;

goodness, growing to a plurisy,
s in his own too much : that we would do,
should do when we would; for this ‘ would’
changes I2Q

: hath abatements and delays as many
here are tongues, are hands, are accidents;
then this ‘ should’ is like a spendthrift sigh,

t hurts by easing. But, to the quick o’ the
ulcer :

—

ilet comes back : what would you undertake,
how yourself your father’s son in deed
e than in words ?

To cut his throat i’ the church.
ing. No place, indeed, should murder sanc-
tuarize

;

mge should have no bounds. But, good
Laertes, I2g
you do this, keep close within your chamber,
ilet return’d shall know you are come home :

1 put on those shall praise your excellence
set a double varnish on the fame
Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine to-
gether
wager on your heads : he, being remiss,
generous and free from all contriving,
not peruse the foils

; so that, with ease,
ith a little shuffling, you may choose
ord unbated, and in a pass of practice
ute him for your father.

I will do ’t

:

140

And, for that purpose, I’ll anoint my sword.
I bought an undlion of a mountebank,
So mortal that, but dip a knife in it,

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare,
Collected from all simples that have virtue
Under the moon, can save the thing from death
That is but scratch’d withal : I’ll touch my point
With this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly,
It may be death.
King. Let’s further think of this; 149

Weigh what convenience both of time and means
May fit us to our shape t if this should fail,

And that our drift look through our bad per-
formance,

’Twere better not assay’d : therefore this project
Should have a back or second, that might hold.
If this should blast in proof. Soft ! let me see :

We’ll make a solemn wager on your cunnings:
Iha’t:
When in your motion you are hot and dry

—

As make your bouts more violent to that end

—

And that he calls for drink, I’ll have prepared
160

A chalice for the nonce, whereon but sipping,
If he by chance escape your venom’d stuck,
Our purpose may hold there.

Enter Queen.

How now, sweet queen !

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another’s
heel.

So fast they follow: your sister’s drown’d,
Laertes.

Laer. Drown’d! O, where?
Queen. There is a willow grows aslant a brook,

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream

;

There with fantastic garlands did she come 169
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name,
But our cold maids do dead men’s fingers call

them

:

There, op the pendent boughs her coronet weeds
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke

;

When down her weedy trophies and herself
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread

wide

;

And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up

:

Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes ;As one incapable of her own distress,
Or like a creature native and indued 180
Unto that element : but long it could not be
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,
Pull’d the poor wretch from her melodious lay*
To muddy death.
Laer. Alas, then, she is drown’d?
Queen. Drown’d, drown’d.
Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor

Ophelia,
And therefore I forbid my tears : but yet
It is our trick

; nature her custom holds,
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone,
The woman will be out. Adieu, my lord : 100
1 have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze,

^

But that this folly douts it. {.Exit.
King. Let’s follow, Gertrude:

How much I had to do to calm his rage !

Now fear I this will give it start again

;

Therefore let’s follow. {Exeunt.
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ACT V.

Scene I. A churchyard.

Enter two Clowns, with spades
,
&>c.

First Clo. Is she to be buried in Christian

burial that wilfully seeks her own salvation?

Sec. Clo. I tell thee she is; and therefore

make her grave straight: the crowner hath sat on

her, and finds it Christian burial.

First Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned

herself in her own defence ?

Sec. Clo. Why, ’tis found so.
,

First Clo. It must be ‘ se offendendo ;
it

cannot be else. For here lies the point : if 1

drown myself wittingly, it argues an adt : and

an act hath three branches ;
it is, to adt, to do, to

perform : argal, she drowned herself wittingly.

Sec. Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman

^FFsTcio. Give me leave. Here lies the

water; good; here stands the man; good: if the

man go to this water, and drown himself, it is

will he, nill he, he goes,—mark you that; but if

the water come to him and drown him, he drowns

not himself: argal, he that is not guilty of his

own death shortens not his own life.

Sec. Clo. But is this law?

First Clo. Ay, marry, ls’t; crowner s quest

la

*Sec. Clo. Will you ha’ the truth on’t? If this

had not been a gentlewoman, she should have

been buried out o’ Christian burial.

First Clo. Why, there thou say’st : and the

more pity that great folk should have counte-

nance in this world to drown or hang them-

selves, more than their even Christian. Come

my spade. There is no ancient gentlemen but

gardeners, ditchers, and grave-makers : they hold

up Adam’s profession.

Sec. Clo. Was he a gentleman?

First Clo. He was the first that ever bore

arms. ...
Sec. Clo. Why, he had none. 39

First Clo. What, art a heathen? How dost

thou understand the Scripture? The Scripture

says ‘Adam digged:’ could he dig y^^outarms.

I’ll put another question to thee, if thou an-

swerest me not to the purpose, confess thyself—

S
First

l

Clo. What is he that builds stronger

than either the mason, the shipwright, or the

Ca
£, clo. The gallows-maker ;

for that frame

outlives a thousand tenants. .

First Clo. I like thy wit well, m good faith,

the gallows does well ;
but how does it well . it

does well to those that do ill : now thou dost ill

to say the gallows is built stronger than the

church: argal, the gallows may do well to thee.

C

‘°Who builds stronger than a mason

a shipwright, or a carpenter?’

First Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke.

Sec. Clo. Marry, now I can tell. 50

First Clo. To ’t.

Sec. Clo. Mass, I cannot tell.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, at a distan

First Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more ai

it for your dull ass will not mend his pace

beating ;
and, when you are asked this que.

next, say ‘a grave-maker:’ the houses thai

makes last till doomsday. Go, get thee

tYaughan : fetch me a stoup of liquor.
' {Exit Sec. Clc

{He digs,
and si

In youth, when I did love, did love,

Methought it was very sweet,

To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behc

O, methought, there was nothing mee

Ham! Has this fellow no feeling of his 1

ness, that he sings at grave-making?

Hor. Custom hath made it m him a prof

of easiness. , , ... .

Ham. ’Tis e’en so : the hand of little enq

ment hath the daintier sense.

First Clo. {Sings']

But age, with his stealing steps,

Hath claw’d me in his clutch,

And hath shipped me intil the land,

As if I had never been such.

{Throws up a

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it and c

sing once : how the knave jowls it to the grc

as if it were Cain’s jaw-bone, that did the

murder! It might be the pate of a politi

which this ass now o’er-reaches ;
one that v

circumvent God, might it not?

Hor. It might, my lord.

Ham. Or of a courtier; which could

•Good morrow, sweet lord! How dost 1

good lord?’ This might be my lord such-a

that praised my lord such-a-one s horse, wh<

meant to beg it ;
might it not?

Hor. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Why, e’en so : and now my j

Worm’s ;
chapless, and knocked about the

zard with a sexton’s spade: here sfinexevoli

an we had the trick to see t. Did these I

cost no more the breeding, but to play at lo,

with ’em ? mine ache to think on t.

First Clo. {Sings]

A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade.

For and a shrouding sheet

:

O, a pit of clay for to be made
For such a guest is meet.

{Throws up another

Ham. There’s another: why may not

be the skull of a lawyer? Where be his quid

now, his quillets, his cases, his tenures, ar

tricks? why does he suffer this rude knave

to knock him about the sconce with a dirty s

and will not tell him of h.s adhon of bat

Hum 1 This fellow might be in s time a

buyer of land, with his statutes, his recogmza

his
y
fines, his double vouchers, his recovers

this the fine of his fines and the recoveiy

recoveries, to have his fine pate fuU o fine

will his vouchers vouch him no more of

chases, and double ones too, than the lengt

breadth of a pair of indentures? The ve }

veyances of his lands will hardly bcuithis

and must the inheritor himself have nom

Hor. Not a jot more, my lord.

Ham. I s not parchment made of sheep-.
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Hor. Ay, my lord, and of calf-skins too.

Ham. They are sheep and calves which seek

it assurance in that. I will speak to this fellow,

hose grave’s this, sirrah?

First Clo. Mine, air.

[Sings] 0,
a pit of clay for to be made
For such a guest is meet. 130

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed; for thou
:st in ’t.

First Clo. You lie out on’t, sir, and therefore

is not yours: for my part, I do not lie in’t,

d yet it is mine.
Ham. Thou dost lie in’t, to be in’t and say
is thine : ’tis for the dead, not for the quick

;

srefore thou liest.

First Clo. ’Tis a quick lie, sir; ’twill away
ain, from me to you. 140
Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ?

First Clo. For no man, sir.

Ham. What woman, then?
First Clo. For none, neither.

Ham. Who is to be buried in’t?

First Clo. One that was a woman, sir; but,
it her soul, she ’s dead.
Ham. How absolute the knave is ! we must
;ak by the card, or equivocation will undo us.
r the Lord, Horatio, these three years I have
:en a note of it; the age is grown so picked
it the toe of the peasant comes so near the heel
the courtier, he galls his kibe. How long hast
m been a grave-maker ?

First Clo. Of all the days i’ the year, I came
t that day that our last king Hamlet overcame
rtinbras.

Ham. How long is that since?
7irst Clo. Cannot you tell that? every fool

1 tell that: it was the very day that young
tmlet was born ; he that is mad, and sent into
gland.

Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into Eng-
d?
7irst Clo. Why, because he was mad: he
ill recover his wits there; or, if he do not, it’s

great matter there.

Ham. Why ?

7irst Clo. ’Twill not be seen in him there

;

re the men are as mad as he. 170
Ham. How came he mad?
7irst Clo. Very strangely, they say.
Ham. How strangely ?
7irst Clo. Faith, e’en with losing his wits.
Ham . Upon what ground?
7irst Clo. Why, here in Denmark : I have
:n sexton here, man and boy, thirty years.
Ham. How long will a man lie i’ the earth
he rot? 179
7irsi Clo. V faith, if he be not rotten before
die—as we have many pocky corses now-a-
rs, that will scarce hold the laying in—he will

: you some eight year or nine year : a tanner
I last you nine year.
Ham. Why he more than another?
?irst Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned
h his trade, that he will keep out water a great
ile ; and your water is a sore decayer of your
ireson dead body. Here’s a skull now; this
II has lain in the earth three and twenty

191
lam. Whose was it?

First Clo. A whoreson mad fellow’s it was

:

whose do you think it was?
Ham. Nay, I know not.
First Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad

rogue ! a’ poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head
once.. This same skull, sir, was Yorick’s skull,
the king’s jester.

Ham. This? 200
First Clo. E’en that.
Ham. Let .me see. [Takes the skull.]

Alas, poor Yorick ! I knew him, Horatio : a
fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy : he
hath borne me on his back a thousand times

; and
now, how abhorred in my imagination it is ! my
gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips that I
have kissed I know not how oft. Where be your
gibes now? your gambols? your songs? your
flashes of merriment, that were wont to set the
table on a roar? Not one now, to mock your
own grinning? quite chap-fallen? Now get you
to my lady’s chamber, and tell her, let her paint
an inch thick, to this favour she must come ;

make her laugh at that. Prithee, Horatio, tell

me one thing.

Hor. What’s that, my lord?
Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked 0’

this fashion i’ the earth ?

Hor. E’en so. 220
Ham. And smelt so ? pah !

[Puts down the skull.
Hor. E’en so, my lord.

Ham. To what base uses we may return,
Horatio ! Why may not imagination trace the
noble dust of Alexander, till he find it stopping a
bung-hole ?

Hor. ’Twere to consider too curiously, to
consider so.

Ham. No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him
thither with modesty enough, and likelihood to
lead it : as thus : Alexander died, Alexander was
buried, Alexander returneth into dust; the dust
is earth

; of earth we make loam
; and why of

that loam, whereto he was converted, might they
not stop a beer-barrel ?

Imperious Caesar, dead and turn’d to clay,
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away :

O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe,
Should patch a wall, to expel the winter’s flaw !

But soft ! but soft ! aside : here comes the king.

Enter Priests, &>c. in procession ; the Corpse 0/
Ophelia, Laertes and Mourners following ;
King, Queen, their trains

, &c.
The queen, the courtiers :• who is this they follow?
And with such maimed rites? This doth betoken
The corse they follow did with desperate hand
Fordo its own life : ’twas of some estate.
Couch we awhile, and mark.

[Retiring with Horatio

.

Laer. What ceremony else ?

HHam. That is Laertes,
A very noble youth : mark.
Laer. What ceremony else ?

First Priest. Her obsequies have been as
far enlarged 24g

As we have warrantise : her death was doubtful ;

And, but that great command o’ersways the order,
She should in ground unsandtified have lodged
Till the last trumpet; for charitable prayers,
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Shards, flints and pebbles should be thrown on
her

:

Yet here she is allow’d her virgin crants,

Her maiden strewments and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

Laer. Must there no more be done ?

First Priest. No more be done

:

We should profane the service of the dead
To sing a requiem and such rest to her 260

As to peace-parted souls.

Laer. Lay her i’ the earth

:

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh

May violets spring ! I tell thee, churlish priest,

A ministering angel shall my sister be,

When thou liest howling.

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia

!

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : farewell

!

[Scatteringflowers.

I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet’s

wife

;

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck’d, sweet

maid,
And not have strew’d thy grave.

Laer. O, treble woe
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 270

Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense

Deprived thee of ! Hold off the earth awhile,
*

Till I have caught her once more in mine arms :

[Leaps into the grave.

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead,

Till of this flat a mountain you have made,
To o’ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head
Of blue Olympus.
Ham. [Advancing'] What is he whose grief

Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow

Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them
stand

Like wonder-wounded hearers? This is I, 280

Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into the grave.

Laer. The devil take thy soul

!

[Grappling with him.

Ham. Thou pray’st not well.

I prithee, take thy fingers from throat

;

For, though I am not splenitive anci rash.

Yet have I something in me dangerous,

Which let thy wiseness fear : hold off thy hand.

King. Pluck them asunder.

Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet

!

A ll. Gentlemen,

—

Hor. Good my lord, be quiet.

[The Attendants part them, and they

come out of the grave.

Ham. Why, I will fight with him upon this

theme
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 290
Queen. O my son, what theme ?

Ham. I loved Ophelia: forty thousand bro-

thers

Could not, with all their quantity of love,

Make up my sum. What wilt thou do for her?

King. O, he is mad, Laertes.

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. -

Ham. ’Swounds, show m e what thou ’It do

:

Woo’t weep? woo’t fight? woo’t fast? woo’t

tear thyself?

Woo’t drink up eisel? eat a crocodile?

I’ll do’t. Dost thou come here to whine? 300

To outface me with leaping in her grave ?

Be buried quick with her, and so will I

:

And, if thou prate of mountains, let them thro

Millions of acres on us, till our ground,
Singeing his pate against the burning zone.

Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thou’lt mot;

I’ll rant as well as thou.

Queen. This is mere madness
And thus awhile the fit will work on him

;

Anon, as patient as the female dove,

When that her golden couplets are disclosed,

His silence will sit drooping.

Ham. Hear you, sir;

What is the reason that you use me thus?

I loved you ever : but it is no matter

;

Let Hercules himself do what he may.
The cat will mew and dogwill have his day. [E.

King. I pray you, good Horatio, wait u]

him. [ExitHora

[To Laertes] Strengthen your patience in

last night’s speech;
We’ll put the matter to the present push.

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son

This grave shall have a living monument

:

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see

;

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeu

Scene II. A hall in the castle.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.

Ham. So much for this, sir: now shall
;

see the other

;

You do remember all the circumstance?

Hor. Remember it, my lord !

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind

fighting,

That would not let me sleep : methought I la}

Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rash
And praised be rashness for it, let us know,
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well,

When our deep plots do pall: and that sho

teach us
There’s a divinity that shapes our ends,

Rough-hew them how we will,

—

Hor. That is most cert:

Ham. Up from my cabin,

My sea-gown scarf’d about me, in the dark

Groped I to find out them ; had my desire.

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew
To mine own room again ; making so bold,

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal

Their grand commission; where I found, 1

ratio,

—

0 royal knavery !—an exadt command,
Larded with many several sorts of reasons

Importing Denmark’s health and England’s tc

With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life,

That, on the supervise, no leisure bated.

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe,

My head should be struck off.

Hor. Is’t possible?

Ham. Here ’s the commission : read it at m
leisure.

But wilt thou hear me how I did proceed?
Hor. I beseech you.
Ham. Being thus be-netted round with 1

lanies,

—

Ere I could make a prologue to my brains,

They had begun the play—I sat me down,
Devised a new commission, wrote it fair

:

1 once did hold it, as our statists do,
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iseness to write fair and labour’d much
/ to forget that learning, but, sir, now
d me yeoman’s service : wilt thou know
effect of what I wrote ?

or.
^

Ay, good my lord.

am. An earnest conjuration from the king,
England was his faithful tributary,

ove between them like the palm might flou-

rish, 40
eace should still her wheaten garland wear
stand a comma ’tween their amities,

many such-like ‘As’es of great charge,
t, on the view and knowing of these contents,

lout debatement further, more or less,

ihould the bearers put to sudden death,
shriving-time allow’d.

or.
'

How was this seal’d?

xm. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant.

i my father’s signet in my purse,

;h was the model of that Danish seal
; 50

ed the writ up in form of the other,

cribed it, gave’t the impression, placed it

safely,

changeling never known. Now, the next day
our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent
1 know’ st already.

rr\ So Guildenstern and Rosencrantz go to’t.

im. Why, man, they did make love to this

employment

;

r are not near my conscience ; their defeat
; by their own insinuation grow

:

dangerous when the baser nature comes 60
een the pass and fell incensed points
ighty opposites.

>r. Why, what a king is this !

im. Does it not, thinks ’t thee, stand me
now upon

—

hat hath kill’d my king and whored my
mother,

< ’d in between the eledtion and my hopes,
wn out his angle for my proper life,

with such cozenage—is’t not perfedt con-
science,

juit him with this arm? and is’t not to be
damn’d,

It this canker of our nature come
J rther evil ? 70
'r. It must be shortly known to him from
England

1
l is the issue of the business there.

>m. It will be short: the interim is mine

;

] a man’s life ’s no more than to say ‘ One.’
i am very sorry, good Horatio,
1 to Laertes I forgot myself

;

< by the image of my cause, I see
1 portraiture of his : I ’ll court his favours

:

3 sure, the bravery of his grief did put me
] a towering passion.

Peace ! who comes here ? 80

Enter Osric.

]**• Your lordship is right welcome back to
nark.

im. I humbly thank you, sir. Dost know
vater-fly?

r. No, my good lord.

’-m. Thy state is the more gracious ; for ’tis

2 to know him. He hath much land, and
2 : let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib

shall stand at the king’s mess : ’tis a chough ; but,
as I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 90

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at lei-

sure, I should impart a thing to you from his
majesty.
Ham. I will receive it, sir, with all diligence

of spirit. Put your bonnet to his right use; ’tis

for the head.
Osr. I thank your lordship, it is very hot.
Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold; the wind

is northerly. 99
Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.
Ham. But yet methinks it is very sultry and

hot for my complexion.
Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry,

—

as ’twere,—I cannot tell how. But, my lord, his
majesty bade me signify to you that he has laid
a great wager on your head : sir, this is the mat-
ter,

—

Ham. I beseech you, remember

—

{Hamlet moves him to put on his hat.
Osr. Nay, good my lord; for mine ease, in

good faith. Sir, here is newly come to court
Laertes ; believe me, an absolute gentleman, full

of most excellent differences, of very soft society
and great showing : indeed, to speak feelingly of
him, he is the card or calendar of gentry, for you
shall find in him the continent of what part a
gentleman would see.

Hatn. Sir, his definement suffers no perdition
in you ; though, I know, to divide him inventori-
ally would dizzy the arithmetic of memory, fand
yet but yaw neither, in respedt of his quick sail.

But, in the verity of extolment, I take him to be
a soul of great article ; and his infusion of such
dearth and rareness, as, to make true didtion of
him, his semblable is his mirror; and who else
would trace him, his umbrage, nothing more.

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of
him.
Ham. The concernancy, sir ? why do we wrap

the gentleman in our more rawer breath?
Osr. Sir? 13o
Hor. Is’t not possible to understand in ano-

ther tongue? You will do’t, sir, really.
Ham. What imports the nomination of this

gentleman ?

Osr. Of Laertes?
Hor. His purse is empty already; all’s golden

words are spent.

Ham. Of him, sir.

Osr. I know you are not ignorant

—

Ham.
*

I would you did, sir; yet, in faith, if
you did, it would not much approve me. Well,
sir?

Osr. You are not ignorant of what excellence
Laertes is

—

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should
compare with him in excellence

; but, to know a
man well, were to know himself.

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon
; but in the

imputation laid on him by them, in his meed he’s
unfellowed. I3o
Ham. What’s his weapon?
Osr. Rapier and dagger.
Ham. That’s two of his weapons: but, well

.

Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with him
six Barbary horses : against the which he has im-
poned, as I take it, six French rapiers and
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poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, hangers,

and so : three of the carriages, in faith, are very-

dear to fancy, very responsive to the hilts, most
delicate carriages, and of very liberal conceit.

Ham. What call you the carriages ?

Hor. I knew you must be edified by the mar-
gent ere you had done.

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers.

Ham. The phrase would be more german to

the matter, if we could carry cannon by our sides

:

I would it might be hangers till then. But, on

:

six Barbary horses against six French swords,

their assigns, and three liberal-conceited carriages;

that’s the French bet against the Danish. Why
is this ‘imponed,’ as you call it?

.
17 1

Osr. The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen
passes between yourself and him, he shall not ex-

ceed you three hits : he hath laid on twelve for

nine ; and it would come to immediate trial, if

your lordship would vouchsafe the answer.

Ham. How if I answer ‘ no’?

Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your
person in trial.

. p79
Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall : if it

please his majesty, ’tis the breathing time of day
with me ; let the foils be brought, the gentleman

willing, and the king hold his purpose, I will win
for him an I can ; if not, I will gain nothing but

. my shame and the odd hits.

Osr. Shall I re-deliver you e’en so?

Ham. To this effect, sir; after what flourish

your nature will.

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship.

Ham. Yours, yours. [Exit Osric. ] He does

well to commend it himself ; there are no tongues

else for’s turn.

Hor. This lapwing runs away with the shell

on his head.
Ham. He did comply with his dug, before he

sucked it. Thus has he—and many more of the

same bevy that I know the drossy age dotes on-
only got the tune of the time and outward habit

of encounter ;
a kind of yesty colledtion, which

carries them through and through the most ffond

and winnowed opinions ; and do but blow them
to their trial, the bubbles are out.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him
to you by young Osric, who brings back to him,

that you attend him in the hall : he sends to know
if your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that

you will take longer time.

Ham. I am constant to my purposes; they

follow the king’s pleasure : if his fitness speaks,

mine is ready ; now or whensoever, provided I be

so able as now. 211

Lord. The king and queen and all are coming
down.
Ham. In happy time.

Lord. The queen desires you to use some
gentle entertainment to Laertes before you fall

to play.

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord.
Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord.

Ham. I do not think so ;
since he went into

France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall

win at the odds. But thou wouldst not think how
ill all’s here about my heart ; but it is no matter.

Hor. Nay, good my lord,—
Ham. It is but foolery ;

but it is such a k

gain-giving, as would perhaps trouble a woi

Hor. If your mind dislike any thing, ob

I will forestal their repair hither, and say y(

not fit.

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury: the

special providence in the fall of a sparrow,

be now, ’tis not to come ; if it be not to coi

will be now; if it be not now, yet it will (

the readiness is all : since no man has au|

what he leaves, what is’t to leave betimes?

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, 0
and Attendants withfoils,

&>c.

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and tak

hand from me.
[The Kingputs Laertes' hand into Hat,

Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I ’ve

you wrong

;

But pardon ’t, as you are a gentleman.
This presence knows,
And you must needs have heard, how I air

ish’d

With sore distradlion. What I have done,

That might your nature, honour and excep

Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madn
Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes? Never Hs
If Hamlet from himself be ta’en away, 1

And when he’s not himself does wrong Lae

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it

Who does it, then? His madness: if ’t be s

Hamlet is of the fadlion that is wrong’d;

His madness is poor Hamlet’s enemy.
Sir, in this audience

,

Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil

Free me so far in your most generous thong

That I have shot mine arrow o’er the house

And hurt my brother.

Laer. I am satisfied in natui

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me
To my revenge : but in my terms of honoui

I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement,

Till by some elder masters, of known honoi

I have a voice and precedent of peace,

To keep my name ungored. But till that t

I do receive your offer’d love like love,

And will not wrong it.

Ham. I embrace it freely

;

And will this brother’s wager frankly play.

Give us the foils. Come on.

Laer. Come, one for i

Ham. I ’ll be your foil, Laertes : in mi)

norance
Your skill shall* like a star i’ the darkest ni.

Stick fiery off indeed.

Laer. You mock me, sir.

Ham. No, by this hand.

King. Give them the foils, young Osric. C

Hamlet,
You know the wager?
Ham. Very well, my lord ;

1

Your grace hath laid the odds 0’ the weakei

King. I do not fear it ; I have seen you

But since he is better’d, we have therefore !

Laer. This is too heavy, let me see ano

Ham. This likes me well. These foils

all a length ? [ Theyprepare to

Osr. Ay, my good lord.
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'

ing• Set me the-stoups of wine upon that
table.

lamlet give the first or second hit,

quit in answer of the third exchange, 280
all the battlements their ordnance fire

;

: king shall drink to Hamlet’s better breath

;

l in the cup an union shall he throw,
ier than that which four successive kings
)enmark’s crown have worn. Give me the
cups;

' let the kettle to the trumpet speak,
trumpet to the cannoneer without,
cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth,
w the king drinks to Hamlet.’ Come, begin :

you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 290
am. Come on, sir.

ier. Come, my lord. {Theyplay,
am. One.
xer. No.
am. Judgement,
r. A hit, a very palpable hit.

xer Well; again.
ing. Stay; give me drink. Hamlet, this
pearl is thine

;

-’s to thy health.

rwnpets sound
,
and cannon shot offwithin.
Give him the cup.

xm. I ’ll play this bout first ; set it by awhile,
e. {Theyplayi\ Another hit

; what say you

?

\er. A touch, a touch, I do confess.
‘ng. Our son shall win.
'een. He’s fat, and scant of breath.
Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows

:

queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet. 300
im. Good madam

!

ng- Gertrude, do not drink.
een. I will, my lord ; I pray you, pardon me.
ng. {A side] It is the poison’d cup : it is too
late.

xm. I dare not drink yet, madam ; byand by.
teen . Come, let me wipe thy face.
ier. My lord, I’ll hit him now.
nS‘ I do not think ’t.

ier. {A side] And yet ’tis almost ’gainst my
conscience.
xm. Come, for the third, Laertes ; you but
dally

;

iy you, pass with your best violence ;

afeard you make a wanton of me. 310
-er. Say you so? come on. {They play,
r. Nothing, neither way.
ier. Have at you now

!

.aeries wounds Hamlet ; then
,
in scuffling,

they change rapiers
, and Hamlet wounds

Laertes.
nS* Part them ; they are incensed.
xm. Nay, come, again. {The Queenfalls.
r' Look to the queen there, ho !

ir. They bleed on both sides. How is it,

my lord?
r. How is ’t, Laertes?
\er. Why, as awoodcock tomine own springe,
Osric

;

justly kill’d with mine own treachery.
xm. How does the queen?
nS- She swounds to see them bleed.
een. No, no, the drink, the drink,—O my
dear Hamlet,— g20
drink, the drink ! I am poison’d. {Dies.

Ham. O villany ! Ho ! let the door be lock’d :

Treachery ! Seek it out.
Laer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art

slain

;

No medicine in the world can do thee good;
In thee there is not half an hour of life

;

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand,
Unbated and envenom’d : the foul practice
Hath turn’d itself on me

; lo, here I lie, 329
Never to rise again : thy mother’s poison’d

:

I can no more : the king, the king’s to blame.Ham. The point !—envenom’d too

!

Then, venom, to thy work. {Stabs the King.
A ll. Treason ! treason !

King. O, yet defend me, friends; I am but
hurt.

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murderous,
damned Dane,

Drink off this potion. Is thy union here?
Follow my mother.

. .
{King dies.

Laer. He is justly served

;

It is a poison temper’d by himself. 339Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet

:

Mine and my father’s death come not upon thee,
Nor thine on me

!
[Dies.Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow

thee.
I am dead, Horatio. Wretched queen, adieu

!

You that look pale and tremble at this chance.
That are but mutes or audience to this adt,
Had I but time—as this fell sergeant, death.
Is stridt in his arrest—O, I could tell you

—

But let it be. Horatio, I am dead;
Thou livest ; report me and my cause aright
To the unsatisfied.

Hor. Never believe it
: 351

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane

:

Here’s yet some liquor left.
*

Ham. As thou’rt a man,
Give me the cup: let go ; by heaven, I’llhave’t.
0 good Horatio, what a wounded name,
Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind

me

!

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,
Absent thee from felicity awhile,
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain,
To tell my story.

[March afar off, andshot within.
What warlike noise is this? 360

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come
from Poland,

To the ambassadors of England gives
This warlike volley.

Ham.
'

O, I die, Horatio

;

The potent poison quite o’er-crows my spirit

:

1 cannot live to hear the news from England ;

But I do prophesy the election lights
On Fortinbras : he has my dying voice ;

So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less,
Which have solicited. The rest is silence. [Dies.
Hor. Now cracks a noble heart. Goodnight,

sweet prince
; 370

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest

!

Why does the drum come hither ?

[March within.

Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors,
and others.

Fort. Where is this sight?
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Hor. What is it ye would see ?

If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search.

Fort. This quarry cries on havoc. O proud
death.

What feast is toward in thine eternal cell,

That thou so many princes at a shot

So bloodily hast struck?

First A mb. The sight is dismal

;

And our affairs from England come too late :

The ears are senseless that should give us hearing,

To tell him his commandment is fulfill’d, 381

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead

:

Where should we have our thanks?

Hor. Not from his mouth,

Had it the ability of life to thank you :

He never gave commandment for their death.

But since, so jump upon this bloody question,

You from the Polack wars, and you from Eng-
land,

Are here arrived, give order that these bodies

High on a stage be placed to the view
; 389

And let me speak to the yet unknowing world

How these things came about : so shall you hear

Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural a6ts,

Of accidental judgements, casual slaughters,

Of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause.

And, in this upshot, purposes mistook

Fall’n on the inventors’ heads : all this can 3

Truly deliver.

Fort. Let us haste to hear it,

And call the noblest to the audience.

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune

I have some rights of memory in this kingd<

Which now to claim my vantage doth invite

Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to s;

And from his mouth whose voice will dra
more

:

But let this same be presently perform’d,

Even while men’s minds are wild ; lest more
chance.

On plots and errors, happen.
Fort. Let four captaii

Bear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage;

For he was likely, had he been put on,

To have proved most royally : and, for his

sage,

The soldiers’ music and the rites of war
Speak loudly for him.
Take up the bodies : such a sight as this

Becomes the field, but here shows much am
Go, bid the soldiers shoot.

[A dead march. Exeunt, bearing of

dead bodies ; after which a peal of
Is shot off

\
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Scene: Britain,

ACT I.

Scene I. King Lear’s palace.

Enter Kent, Gloucester, and Edmund.
tent. I thought the king had more affedled
Duke of Albany than Cornwall.
rlou. It did always seem so to us : but now,
the division of the kingdom, it appears not
ich of the dukes he values most

; for equalities
; so weighed, that curiosity in neither can make
ice of either’s moiety.
Cent, Is not this your son, my lord?
dou. His breeding, sir, hath been at my

;

rge : I have so often blushed to acknowledge
] i, that now I am brazed to it. n
Cent. I cannot conceive you.
lou. Sir, this young fellow’s mother could

:

;;reupon she grew round-wombed, and had,
i:ed, sir, a son for her cradle ere she had a
1 band for her bed. Do you smell a fault?

Jent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the
i e of it being so proper.
'lou. But I have, sir, a son by order of law,

? e year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in
r account : though this knave came something
= :ily into the world before he was sent for, yet
k his mother fair ; there was good sport at his
' dng, and the whoreson must be acknowledged.
I you know this noble gentleman, Edmund?
dm. No, my lord.

lou. My lord of Kent : remember him here-
* r as my honourable friend.

dm. My services to your lordship.
ent. I must love you, and sue to know you

' er
-

.
3i

dm. Sir, I shall study deserving.
7oti. He hath been out nine years, and away

1 hall again. The king is coming.

> net. EnterKing Lear, Cornwall, Albany,
; ERIL

> Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants.
ear. Attend the lords of France and Bur-
gundy, Gloucester.

r
ou. I shall, my liege.

[Exeunt Gloucester and Edmund.

Lear. Meantime we shall express our darker
purpose.

Give me the map there. Know that we have
divided

In three our kingdom : and ’tis our fast intent
1 o shake all cares and business from our age • 40
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we
Unburthen d crawl toward death. Our son of

Cornwall,
And you, our no less loving son of Albany,We have this hour a constant will to publish
Our daughters several dowers, that future strifeMay be prevented now. The princes, France

and Burgundy,
Great rivals in our youngest daughter’s love,
Long in our court have made their amorous

sojourn,
And here are to be answer’d. Tell me, my

daughters,

—

Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 5o
Interest of territory, cares of state,—
Which of you shall we say doth love us most?
I hat we our largest bounty may extend
Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril,
Our eldest-born, speak first.

G°n
.

.

Sir, I love you more than words can
wield the matter;

Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty;
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare

;No less than life, with grace, health, beauty,
honour

;

As much as child e’er loved, or father found
; 60A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable •

Beyond all manner of so much I love you.
Cor. [A side] What shall Cordelia do? Love,

and be silent.

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line
to this,

With shadowy forests and with champains rich’d.
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,We make thee lady: to thine and Albany’s issueBe this perpetual. What says our second daughter.
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.
Reg. Sir, I am made yoOf the self-same metal that my sister is,

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart
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I find she names my very deed of love ;

Only she comes too short : that I profess

Myself an enemy to all other joys,

Which the most precious square ofsense possesses

;

And find I am alone felicitate

In your dear highness’ love.

Cor. [Aside] Then poor Cordelia

!

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love’s

More richer than my tongue. 80

Lear. To thee and thine hereditary ever

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom

;

No less in space, validity, and pleasure,

Than that conferr’d on Goneril. Now, our joy,

Although the last, not least ; to whose young love

The vines of France and milk of Burgundy
Strive to be interess’d ;

what can you say to draw

A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.

Cor. Nothing, my lord.

Lear. Nothing! 9°

Cor. Nothing.
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing: speak

again.

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave

My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty

According to my bond ; nor more nor less.

Lear. How, how, Cordelia ! mend your speech

a little.

Lest it may mar your fortunes.

Cor. Good my lord.

You have begot me, bred me, loved me : I

Return those duties back as are right fit,

Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 100

Why have my sisters husbands, if they say

They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,

That lord whose hand must take my plight shall

Half mylove with him, half my care and duty:

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters,

To love my father all.

Lear. But goes thy heart with this?

C0r. Ay, good my lord.

Lear. So young, and so untender?

Cor. So young, my lord, and true.

Lear. Let it be so ;
thy truth, then, be thy

dower: 110

For, by the sacred radiance of the sun,

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night;

By all the operation of the orbs

From whom we do exist, and cease to be ,

Here I disclaim all my paternal care,

Propinquity and property of blood,

And as a stranger to my heart and me
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous

Scythian,

Or he that makes his generation messes

To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 120

Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and relieved.

As thou my sometime daughter.

Kent. Good my liege,—

Lear. Peace, Kent!
Come not between the dragon and his wrath.

I loved her most, and thought to set my rest

On her kind nursery. Hence, and avoid my sight

.

So be my grave my peace, as here I give

Her father’s heart from her ! Call France ;
who

stirs?

Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany, 129

With my two daughters’ dowers digest this third.

Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.

I do invest you jointly with my power,

Pre-eminence, and all the large effects

That troop with majesty. Ourself, by montl

courseCUlil
^

With reservation of an hundred knights,

By you to be sustain’d, shall our abodeJt>y you 10 UC subLa.111 u, snail uui

Make with you by due turns. Only we still ret

The name, and all the additions to a king

;

The sway, revenue, execution of the rest,

Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm,

This coronet part betwixt you. [Giving the crot

Kent. Royal Lear,

Whom I have ever honour’d as my king^

Loved as my father, as my master follow’d,

As my great patron thought on in my prayers

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make fr

the shaft.

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork inv;

The region ofmy heart : be Kent unmannerly

When Lear is mad. What wilt thou do, old m:

Think’st thou that duty shall have dread to spe

When power to flattery bows? To plainr.

honour’s bound,
When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doc

And, in thy best consideration, check

This hideous rashness : answer my life my jud

ment,
Thy youngest daughter does not love thee lea

Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sounc

Reverbs no hollowness.

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no me

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn

To wage against thy enemies ; nor fear to lose

Thy safety being the motive.
.

Lear. Out of my sight

!

Ken t. See better, Lear ;
and let me still rem

The true blank of thine eye.

Lear. Now, by Apollo,

—

Kent. Now, by Apollo, ki

Thou swear’st thy gods in vain.

Lear. O, vassal ! miscrea

[Laying his hand on his swo

“Corn }
-Gear s*r’

f°r^ear*

Kent. Do ; 1

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow

Upon thy foul disease. Revoke thy doom ;

Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat.

I’ll tell thee thou dost evil.

Lear. Hear me, recreant

On thine allegiance, hear me !

Since thou hast sought to make us break our v

Which we durst never yet, and with strai

pride

To come between our sentence and our powei

Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,

Our potency made good, take thy reward.

Five days we do allot thee, for provision

To shield thee from diseases of the world

;

And on the sixth to turn thy hated back
_

Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day follow)

Thy banish’d trunk be found in our dominion:

The moment is thy death. Away ! by Jupite

This shall not be revoked.

Keiit. Fare thee well, king : sith thus thou

appear, . ,

Freedom lives hence, and banishment is nere.

[To Cordelia] The gods to their dear shelter t

thee, maid.
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’hat justly think’st, and hast most rightly said

!

ToRegan andGoneril ] And your large speeches
may your deeds approve,

'hat good effects may spring from words of love,
'hus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu

;

[e ’ll shape his old course in a country new. [Exit.

lourish. Re-enter Gloucester, with France,
Burgundy, and Attendants.

Glou. Here’s France and Burgundy, my noble
lord. IQI

Lear. My lord of Burgundy,
iq first address towards you, who with this

king
ath rivall’d for our daughter : what, in the least,
ill you require in present dower with her,
r cease your quest of love ?

Bur. Most royal majesty,
crave no more than what your highness offer’d,
or will you tender less.

Lear. Right noble Burgundy,
hen she was dear to us, we did hold her so

;

it now her price is fall’n. Sir, there she stands :

aught within that little seeming substance, 201
r all of it, with our displeasure pieced,
id nothing more, may fitly like your grace,
ie’s there, and she is yours.
Bur.

'
I know no answer.

Lear. Will you, with those infirmities she
owes,

afriended, new-adopted to our hate,
iwer’d with our curse, and stranger’d with our

j
oath,

ike her, or leave her?
Bur. Pardon me, royal sir;
e&ion makes not up on such conditions.
Lear. Then leave her, sir

; for, by the power
1 that made me, 210
ell you all her wealth. [To France] For you,

great king,
vould not from your love make such a stray,
match you where I hate

; therefore beseech
you

avert your liking a more worthier way
an on a wretch whom nature is ashamed
nost to acknowledge hers.
France. This is most strange,
at she, that even but now was your best objedt,
e argument of your praise, balm of your age,
>st best, most dearest, should in this trice of
time

nmit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 220
many folds of favour. Sure, her offence
>st be of such unnatural degree,
at monsters it, or your fore-vouch’d affedlion
l’n into taint: which to believe of her,
st be a faith that reason without miracle

1 dd never plant in me.
or- I yet beseech your majesty,

—

;

or I want that glib and oily art,
speak and purpose not; since what I well
intend,

j

do’t before I speak,—that you make known
{

5 no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 230
: unchaste adtion, or dishonour’d step,
• -t hath deprived me of your grace and favour

;

•?,

Ven
/°.r

.

want of that f°r which I am richer,

t

-ill-soliciting eye, and such a tongue
1 am glad I have not, though not to have it

Hath lost me in your liking.
Lear. Better thou

Hadst not been born than not to have pleased me
better.

w£j'
ance' kut this*

—

a tardiness in nature
Which often leaves the history unspoke
That it intends to do? My lord of Burgundy,
What say you to the lady? Love’s not love 241When it is mingled with regards that stand
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her?
She is herself a dowry.
Bur. Royal Lear,

Give but that portion which yourself proposed.
And here I take Cordelia by the hand,
Duchess of Burgundy.
Lear. Nothing: I have sworn; I am firm.
Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost a

father
That you must lose a husband.

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy! 250
Since that respe&s of fortune are his love,
I shall not be his wife.

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich,
being poor;

Most choice, forsaken
; and most loved, despised !

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon

:

Be it lawful I take up what’s cast away.
Gods, gods! ,

tis strange that from their cold’st
negledf

My love should kindle to inflamed respedf.
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my

chance,
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France ; 260
Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy
Can buy this unprized precious maid of me.
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind

:

Thou losest here, a better where to find.
Lear. Thou hast her, France: let her be

thine
; for we

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see
That face of hers again. Therefore be gone
Without our grace, our love, our benison.
Come, noble Burgundy.

[Flourish. Exeunt all but France
,

Goneril
,
Regan

,
and Cordelia.

France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 270
Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash’d

eyes
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ;And like a sister am most loath to call
Your faults as they are named. Use well our

father

:

To your professed bosoms I commit him

:

But yet, alas, stood I within his grace,
I would prefer him to a better place.
So, farewell to you both.
Reg. Prescribe not us our duties.
Con. Let your study 279

Be to content your lord, who hath received you
At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted,
And well are worth the want that you have

wanted.
Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited cunning

hides:
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.
Well may you prosper !

France. Come, my fair Cordelia.
[Exeunt France and Cordelia.

Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say of
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what most nearly appertains to us both. I think

our father will hence to-night.

Reg. That’s most certain, and with you ; next

month with us.
, „ _ , ,.

290

Gon. You see how full of changes his age is,

the observation we have made of it hath not been

little • he always loved our sister most ;
and with

what poor judgement he hath now cast her off

appears too grossly.

Reg. ’Tis the infirmity of his age
:
yet he hath

ever but slenderly known himself.

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath

been but rash; then must we look to receive

from his age, not alone the imperfedtions of long-

engraffed condition, but therewithal the unruly

waywardness that infirm and choleric years bring

with them. ...

Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to

have from him as this of Kent’s banishment.

Gon. There is further compliment of leave-

taking between France and him. Pray you, let s

hit together : if our father carry authority with

such dispositions as he bears, this last surrender

of his will but offend us. 3 10

Reg. We shall further think on t.

Gon. We must do something, and i’ the heat.

[Exeunt.

Edm. Nothing, my lord. .

Glou. No? What needed, then, that tern

dispatch of it into your pocket? the quality

nothing hath not such need to hide itself. Le

see: come, if it be nothing, I shall not ne

S

^Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me : it i:

letter from my brother, that I have not all o;

read ;
and for so much as I have perused, I fi

it not fit for your o’er-looking.

Glou. Give me the letter, sir.
#

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain or g

it. The contents, as in part I understand the

are to blame.
Glou. Let’s see, let’s see.

# .

Edm. I hope, for my brother s justificati

he wrote this but as an essay or taste of my virt

Glou. [Reads] ‘This policy and reverence

age makes the world bitter to the best of •

times; keeps our fortunes from us till our oldn

cannot relish them. I begin to find an idle ;

fond bondage in the oppression of aged tyrani

who sways, not as it hath power, but as it

suffered. Come to me, that of this I may sp.

more. If our father would sleep till I waked h

you should enjoy half his revenue for ever,

live the beloved of your brother, Edgar
Hum—conspiracy!

—‘Sleep till I waked hin

yop should enjoy half his revenue, —My
Edgar ! Had he a hand to write this? a h<

and brain to breed it in?—When came this

you? who brought it?
. , ,

Edm. It was not brought me, my lord ; the

the cunning of it; I found it thrown in at

casement of my closet.

Glou. You know the character to be v

brother’s? , , j

Edm. If the matter were good, my lor«

durst swear it were his ;
but, in respect of th£

would fain think it were not.

Glou. It is his.

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ;
but I hope

heart is not in the contents. }

Glou. Hath he never heretofore sounded

in this business?

Edm. Never, my lord : but I have heard

oft maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect

:

and fathers declining, the father should b<

ward to the son, and the son manage his revei

Glou. O villain, villain ! His very opinio

the letter! Abhorred villain! Unnatural,

tested, brutish villain ! worse than brutish

!

sirrah, seek him ; I ’ll apprehend him : aboi

able villain ! Where is he ? .

Edm. I do not well know, my lord,

shall please you
;
to suspend your mdigns

against my brother till you can derive from

better testimony of his intent, you shall ri

certain course ;
where, if you violently pro

against him, mistaking his purpose, it would n

a great gap in your own honour, and snafc

pieces the heart of his obedience. I dare j

down my life for him, that he hath wrote th

feel my affedlion to your honour, and to nc

ther pretence of danger.

Glou. Think you so?
. T

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, 1

place you where you shall hear us confer oi

and by an auricular assurance have yourj

Scene II. The Earl of Gloucester's castle.

Enter Edmund, with a letter.

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy

law
My services are bound. Wherefore should I

Stand in the plague of custom, and permit

The curiosity of nations to deprive me,

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon-

Lag o^a brother ? Why bastard ? wherefore base ?

When my dimensions are as well compa<5t,

My mind as generous, and my shape as true,

As honest madam’s issue? Why brand they us

With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base?

Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take n
More composition and fierce quality

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed.

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,

Got ’tween asleep and wake ? Well, then,

Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land

.

Our father’s love is to the bastard Edmund.

As to the legitimate: fine word,—legitimate .

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed.

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 2c

Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper:

Now, gods, stand up for bastards

.

Enter Gloucester.

Glou. Kent banish’d thus! and France in

choler parted ! ., , , .

And the king gone to-night! subscribed his

power

!

Confined to exhibition ! All this done

Upon the gad! Edmund, how now ! what news?

Edm. So please your lordship, none.

[Putting up the letter.

Glou. Why so earnestly seek you to put up

that letter ?

Edm. I know no news, my lord.
#

Glou. What paper were you reading? 3°
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Ction ; and that without any further delay than
is very evening. ioi
Glou. He cannot be such a monster

—

Edm. Nor is not, sure.

Glou. To his father, that so tenderly and
itirely loves, him. Heaven and earth! Ed-
und, seek him out: wind me into him, I pray
>u : frame the business after your own wisdom,
would unstate myself, to be in a due resolution.
Edm.' I will seek him, sir, presently

; convey
e business as I shall find means, and acquaint
u withal. in
Glou. These late eclipses in the sun and moon
rtend no good to us : though the wisdom of na-
re can reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds
elf scourged by the sequent effects : love cools,
endship falls off, brothers divide : in cities, mu-
les ; in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason

;

d the bond cracked ’twixt son and father. This
lain ofmine comes under the prediction ; there’s
a against father: the king falls from bias of
ture; there’s father against child. We have
:n the best of our time : machinations, hollow-
’s, treachery, and all ruinous disorders, follow
disquietly to our graves. Find out this villain,

mund ; it shall lose thee nothing ; do it care-
ly. And the noble and true-hearted Kent
fished ! his offence, honesty ! ’Tis strange.

{Exit.
Vdm. This is the excellent foppery of the
rid, that, when we are sick in fortune,—often
: surfeit of our own behaviour,—we make guilty
>ur disasters the sun, the moon, and the stars

:

if we were villains by necessity ; fools by hea-
ily compulsion ; knaves, thieves, and treachers,
spherical predominance ; drunkards, liars, and
ilterers, by an enforced obedience of planetary
uence ; and all that we are evil in, by a divine
listing on: an admirable evasion of whore-
ster man, to lay his goatish disposition to the
rge of a star ! My father compounded with
mother under the dragon’s tail ; an£ my na-

I

ty was under Ursa major; so that it fol-
s, I am rough and lecherous. Tut, I should
e been that I am, had the maidenliest star

f

‘ " '

the firmament twinkled on my bastardizing.
-?ar

—

Enter Edgar.
2 pat he comes like the catastrophe of the old
uedy: my cue is villanous melancholy, with a
£ i like Tom o’. Bedlam. O, these eclipses do
I end these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi.
dg. How now, brother Edmund ! what se-

r s contemplation are you in ? 15

1

dm.
.

I am thinking, brother, of a prediction
f ad this other day, what should follow these
[Coses.

dg. Do you busy yourself about that ?

dm. I promise you, the effeCls he writes of
s;eed unhappily

; as of unnaturalness between
t child and the parent

; death, dearth, dissolu-
1 s of ancient amities

; divisions in state, me-
n is and. maledictions against king and nobles;
15 Hess diffidences, banishment of friends, dissi-
(P on of cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I know
» what
dg. How long have you been a seCtary as-

n omical?

Edm. Come, come; when saw you my father
last?

Edg. Why, the night gone by.
Edm. Spake you with him?
Edg. Ay, two hours together. 170
Edm. Parted you in good terms? Found you

no displeasure in him by word or countenance?
Edg. None at all.

Edm. Bethink yourself wherein you may have
offended him : and at my entreaty forbear his
presence till, some little time hath qualified the
heat of his displeasure

; .

which at this instant so
rageth in him, that with the mischief of your
person it would scarcely allay.
Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong. 180
Edm. That’s my fear. I pray you, have a

continent forbearance till the speed of his rage
goes, slower; and, as I say, retire with me to my
lodging, from whence I will fitly bring you to
hear my lord speak

:
pray ye, go ; there ’s my

key: ifyou do stir abroad, go armed.
Edg. Armed, brother

!

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best; go
armed : I am no honest man if there be any good
meaning towards you: I have told you what I
have seen and heard; but faintly, nothing like
the image and horror of it

:
pray you, away.

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon?
Edm. I do serve you in this business.

{Exit Edgar.
A credulous father ! and a brother noble.
Whose nature is so far from doing harms,
That he suspeCts none ; on whose foolish honesty
My practices ride easy ! I see the business.
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit : 199
All with me’s meet that I can fashion fit. {Exit.

Scene III. The Duke ofA Ibanyls fialace.

Enter Goneril, and Oswald, her steward.

Gon.
.

Did my father strike my gentleman for

every

chiding of his fool ?

Osw. Yes, madam.
Gon. By day and night he wrongs me

hour
He flashes into one gross crime or other,
That sets us all at odds : I’ll not endure it:
His knights grow riotous, and himselfupbraids us
On every trifle. When he returns from hunting,
I will not speak with him ; say I am sick :

If you come slack of former services,
You shall do well ; the fault of it I’ll answer. 10
Osw. He ’s coming, madam

; I hear him.
{Horns within.

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please,
You and your fellows ; I ’Id have it come to ques-

tion :

If he dislike it, let him to our sister,

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,
Not to be over-ruled. Idle old man,
That still would manage those authorities
That he hath given away ! Now, by my life,

Old fools are babes again ; and must be used
With checks as flatteries,—when they are seen

abused. 2Q
Remember what I tell you.
Osw.

.
Well, madam.

Gon. And let his knights have colder looks
among you

;
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What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows

I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall^

That I may speak : I ’ll write straight to my sister,

To hold my very course. Prepare for dinner.
[Exeunt.

Scene IV. A hall in the same.

Enter Kent, disguised.

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow,

That can my speech defuse, my good intent

May carry through itself to that full issue

For which I razed my likeness. Now, banish’d

Kent,
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand con-

demn’d,
So may it come, thy master, whom thou lovest.

Shall find thee full of labours.

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights,

and Attendants.

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner
;
go get

it ready. [Exit an Attendant.] How now!

what art thou ? 10

Kent. A man, sir.

Lear. What dost thou profess? what wouldst

thou with us ?

Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem

;

to serve him truly that will put me in trust ;
to

love him that is honest; to converse with him

that is wise, and says little ; to fear judgement

;

to fight when I cannot choose ; and to eat no fish.

Lear. What art thou?

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as

poor as the king.
,

2
-

1

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject as he is

for a king, thou art poor enough. What wouldst

thou?
Service.

Who wouldst thou serve ?

You.
Dost thou know me, fellow?

No, sir; but you have that in your

countenance which I would fain call master. 30

Lear. What’s that?

Kent. Authority.

Lear. What services canst thou do?

Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run,

mar a curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain

message bluntly: that which ordinary men are

fit for, I am qualified in ; and the best of me is

diligence.

Lear. How old art thou? 39
Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for

singing, nor so old to dote on her for any thing

:

I have years on my back forty eight.

Lear. Follow me; thou shalt serve me: if I

like thee no worse after dinner, I will not part

from thee yet. Dinner, ho, dinner ! Where ’s

my knave? my fool? Go you, and call my fool

hither. [Exit an A ttendant.

Re-enter Knight.

How now ! where’s that mongrel?
Knight. He says, my lord, your daughte:

not well.

Lear. Why came not the slave back to

when I called him.
Knight. Sir, he answered me in the round

manner, he would not.

Lear. He would not

!

Knight. My lord, I know not what the m
ter is; but, to my judgement, your highness

not entertained with that ceremonious affedt

as you were wont ; there ’s a great abatemen
kindness appears as well in the general depe

ants as in the duke himself also and y
daughter.
Lear. Ha ! sayest thou so ?

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lo

if I be mistaken ; for my duty cannot be sil

when I think your highness wronged.
Lear. Thou but rememberest me of mine 0

conception : I have perceived a most faint negl

of late ;
which I have rather blamed as mine 0

jealous curiosity than as a very pretence and p

pose of unkindness: I will look further int(

But where ’s my fool ? I have not seen him

'

two days.
Knight. Since my young lady’s going i

France, sir, the fool hath much pined away.

Lear. No more of that
;

I have noted it w
Go you, and tell my daughter I would speak \\

her. [Exit an Atie?idaut.] Go you, call hit

my fool. [Exit an A ttenda

Kent.
Lear.
Kent.
Lear.
Kent.

Enter Oswald.

You, you, sirrah, where’s my daughter?

Osw. So please you,— [Exit.

Lear. What says the fellow there? Call the

clotpoll back. [Exit a Knight.] Where ’s my

]

fool, ho? I think the world ’s asleep.

Re-e7iter Oswald.

O, you sir, you, come you hither, sir : who an

My lady’s father.

sir?

Osw. .

Lear. ‘My lady’s father’! my lord’s kna

you whoreson dog ! you slave ! you cur !

Osw. I am none of these, my lord ; I bese>

your pardon.
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, 3

rascal? [Striking h
Osw. I ’ll not be struck, my lord.

Kent. Nor tripped neither, you base foot-1

player. [Tripping up his he-

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest 1

and I ’ll love thee.

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away ! I ’ll teach 3

differences: away, away! If you will meas

your lubber’s length again, tarry : but away

!

to ;
have you wisdom ? so. [Pushes Oswald 0

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank th

there ’s earnest of thy service.

[Giving Kent mor„

Enter F00L

Fool. Let me hire him too: here’s my c

comb. [Offering Kent his c

Lear. How now, my pretty knave ! how c

thou ?

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcof

Kent. Why, fool?

Fool. Why, for taking one’s part that s ou'

favour : nay, an thou canst not smile as the w

sits, thou ’It catch cold shortly: there, take



KING LEAR

.

853

Dxcomb : why, this fellow has banished two on ’s

aughters, and did the third a blessing against
is will ; if thou follow him, thou must needs wear
ly coxcomb. How now, nuncle ! Would I had
vo coxcombs and two daughters !

Lear. Why, my boy? ng
Fool. If I gave them all my living, I ’Id keep
y coxcombs myself. There ’s mine ; beg another
' thy daughters.
Lear. Take heed, sirrah ; the whip.
Fool. Truth’s a dog must to kennel ; he must
; whipped out, when Lady the brach may stand
j the fire and stink.

Lear. A pestilent gall to me !

Fool. Sirrah, I’ll teach thee a speech.
Lear. Do.
Fool. Mark it, nuncle : 130

Have more than thou showest.
Speak less than thou knowest,

I Lend less than thou owest,
Ride more than thou goest,
Learn more than thou trowest,
Set less than thou throwest

:

Leave thy drink and thy whore,
And keep in-a-door,

And thou shalt have more
Than two tens to a score. 140

Kent. This is nothing, fool.

Fool. Then ’tis like the breath of an unfee’d
vyer; you gave me nothing for’t. Can you
ike no use of nothing, nuncle ?

Lear. Why, no, boy; nothing can be made
t of nothing.
Fool. [To Kent] Prithee, tell him, so much
i rent of his land comes to ; he will not believe
ool.

Lear. A bitter fool ! 150
Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy,
tween a bitter fool and a sweet fool ?

Lear. No, lad ; teach me.
Fool. That lord that counseled thee

To give away thy land,
Come place him here by me.
Do thou for him stand

:

The sweet and bitter fool
Will presently appear

;

The one in motley here, 160
The other found out there.

T
^ear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ?
q'ool. All thy other titles thou hast given away

;

t thou wast born with.
Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord.
Fool.

*
No, faith, lords and great men will not

me
; if I had a monopoly out, they would have

t on’t; and ladies too, they will not let me
/e all fool to myself; they’ll be snatching.
'e me an egg, nuncle, and I ’ll give thee two
wns. 1?I
,ear. What two crowns shall they be ?
7ool. Why, after I have cut the egg i’ the
Idle, and eat up the meat, the two crowns of
egg. When thou clovest thy crown i’ the

Idle, and gavest away both parts, thou borest
ass on thy back o’er the dirt : thou hadst little
in thy bald crown, when thou gavest thy
den one away. If I speak like myself in this,
him be whipped that first finds it so. 180
,lging\ Fools had ne’er less wit in a year;

! For wise men are grown foppish,

They know not how their wits to wear.
Their manners are so apish.

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of
songs, sirrah?

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou
madest thy daughters thy mothers : for when thou
gavest them the rod, and put’st down thine own
breeches, jgo
[Singing

]

Then they for sudden joy did weep,
And I for sorrow sung,

That such a king should play bo-peep,
And go the fools among.

Prithee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can
teach thy fool to lie : I would fain learn to lie.

Lear. An you lie, sirrah, we’ll have you
whipped.
Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy daugh-

ters are ; they ’ll have me whipped for speaking
true, thou’lt have me whipped for lying; and
sometimes I am whipped for holding my peace.
I had rather be any kind o’ thing than a fool ; and
yet I would not be thee, nuncle

; thou hast pared
thy wit o’ both sides, and left nothing i’ the mid-
dle ; here comes one o’ the parings.

Enter Goneril.

Lear. How now, daughter ! what makes that
frontlet on? Methinks you are too much of late
i’ the frown. 209

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou
hadst no need to care for her frowning; now thou
art an O without a figure ; I am better than thou
art now; I am a fool, thou art nothing. [To Gon.]
Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue ; so your
face bids me, though you say nothing. Mum,
mum,

He that keeps nor crust nor crum,
Weary of all, shall want some.

[Pointing to Lear

\

That’s a shealed peascod.
Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licensed fool,

But other of your insolent retinue 221
Do hourly carp and quarrel

; breaking forth
In rank and not-to-be endured riots. Sir,
I had thought, bymaking this well known unto you,
To have found a safe redress; but now grow

fearful,

By what yourself too late have spoke and done,
That you protedl this course, and put it on
Byyour allowance

; which ifyou should, the fault
Would not ’scape censure, nor the redresses sleep,
Which,, in the tender of a wholesome weal, 230
Might in their working do you that offence,
Which else were shame, that then necessity
Will call discreet proceeding.

Fool. For, you trow, nuncle,
The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long,
*1 hat it’s had it head bit off by it young.

So, out went the candle, and we were left darklin'5-
.

Lear. Are you our daughter?
Gon. Come, sir, 239

Turu°
U^ ^°U WOJ^ make use of that good wisdom,

jWhereof I know you are fraught
; and put away

|I hese dispositions, that of late transform you :

From what you rightly are.
Fool. May not an ass know when the cart

!

draws the horse? Whoop, Jug! I love thee. i

Lear. Doth any here know me? This is not !

Lear

:



Doth Lear walk thus? speak thus? Where are

his eyes?
Either his notion weakens, his discernmgs

Are lethargied—Ha ! waking? ’tis not so.

Who is it that can tell me who lam? 250

Fool. Lear’s shadow.

Lear. I would learn that; for, by the marks

of sovereignty, knowledge, and reason, I should

be false persuaded I had daughters.

Fool. Which they will make an obedient

father.

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman ?

Gon. This admiration, sir, is much o’ the sa-

vour
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you

To understand my purposes aright :
260

As you are old and reverend, you should be wise.

Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires

;

Men so disorder’d, so debosh’d and bold,

That this our court, infeAed with their manners,

Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust

Make it more like a tavern or a brothel

Than a graced palace. The shame itself doth

For instant remedy : be then desired

By her, that else will take the thing she begs,

A little to disquantity your train ;
270

And the remainder, that shall still depend.

To be such men as may besort your age,

And know themselves and you.

Lear. Darkness and devils

!

Saddle my horses ; call my train together.

Degenerate bastard ! I ’ll not trouble thee

:

Yet have I left a daughter.

Gon. You strike my people ;
and your dis-

order’d rabble

Make servants of their betters.

And be a thwart disnatured torment to her

!

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth

;

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks;

Turn all her mother’s pains and benefits

To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel

How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is 3

To have a thankless child ! Away, away ! [Ex
Alb. Now, gods that we adore, whereof coir

this?

Gon. Never afflidl yourself to know the caus

But let his disposition have that scope

That dotage gives it.

Enter Albany.

Lear. Woe, that too late repents,—[To Alb.]

O, sir, are you come ?

Is it your will? Speak, sir. Prepare my horses.

Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend, 281

More hideous when thou show’st thee in a child

Than the sea-monster

!

Alb. Pray, sir, be patient.

Lear. [To Gon.] Detested kite! thou liest:

My train are men of choice and rarest parts,

That all particulars of duty know,

And in the most exadt regard support

The worships of their name. O most small fault,

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show ! 289

That, like an engine, wrench’d my frame ofnature

From the fix’d place ;
drew from my heart all love,

And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear

!

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in,

[Striking his head.

And thy dear judgement out ! Go, go, my people.

A lb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant

Of what hath moved you.

Lear. It may be so, my lord.

Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear!

Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend

To make this creature fruitful

!

Into her womb convey sterility !

Dry up in her the organs of increase
; _

And from her derogate body never spring

A babe to honour her ! If she must teem,

Create her child of spleen ;
that it may live,

Re-enter Lear.

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap

Within a fortnight

!

Alb. What’s the matter, sir?

Lear. I’ll tell thee: [To Gon.] Life a

death ! I am ashamed
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thi

That these hot tears, which- break from me p
force, *i

Should make thee worth them. Blasts and fc

upon thee

!

The untented woundings of a father’s curse

Pierce every sense about thee ! Old fond eye:

Beweep this cause again, I’ll pluck ye out,

And cast you, with the waters that you lose.

To temper clay. Yea, is it come to this?

Let it be so
:
yet have I left a daughter.

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable

:

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nail

She’ll flay thy wolvish visage. Thou shalt fin

That I’ll resume the shape which thou dost thi

I have cast off for ever : thou shalt, I warrant th

[Exeunt Lear
,
Kent

,
andA ttendari

Gon. Do you mark that, my lord?

.

A lb. I cannot be so partial, Goneril,

To the great love I bear you,

—

Gon. Pray you, content. What, Oswald, 1

[To the Fool] You, sir, more knave than fc

after your master.
Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry

take the fool with thee.

A fox, when one has caught her,

And such a daughter,
Should sure to the slaughter.

If my cap would buy a halter

;

So the fool follows after. [Ei
Gon. This man hath had good counsel:

hundred knights

!

’Tis politic and safe to let him keep
At point a hundred knights

:
yes, that, on ev

dream.
Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislik

H e may enguard his dotage with their powers;

And hold our lives in mercy. Oswald, I say

!

Alb. Well, you may fear too far. ‘

j

Gon. Safer than trust too far

:

Let me still take away the harms I fear,

Not fear still to be taken : l know his heart.

What he bath utter’d I have writ my sister : ;

If she sustain him and his hundred knights,

When I have show’d the unfitness.— .

300
Re-enter Oswald.

How now, Oswr

What, have you writ that letter to my sister?

Osw. Yes, madam.
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Gon. Take you some company, and away to

horse

:

form her full of my particular fear
; 360

id thereto add such reasons of your own
may compa6l it more. Get you gone

;

id hasten your return. [Exit Oswald.] No,
no, my lord,

is milky gentleness and course of yours
ough I condemn not, yet, under pardon,
u are much more attask’d for want of wisdom
an praised for harmful mildness.
4 lb. How far your eyes may pierce I cannot

tell

:

iving to better, oft we mar what’s well.

'ion. Nay, then— 370
4 lb. Well, well; the event. [Exeunt.

Scene V. Court before the same.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

\ear. Go you before to Gloucester with these
ers. Acquaint my daughter no further with
r thing you know than comes from her demand
of the letter. If your diligence be not speedy,
tail be there afore you.
Cent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have
ivered your letter. [Exit,
’ool. If a man’s brains were in’s heels, were’t
in danger of kibes ?

,ear. Ay, boy. 10
7
ool. Then, I prithee, be merry; thy wit shall
;r go slip-shod.

.ear. Ha, ha, ha

!

[

7
ool.' Shalt see thy other daughter will use
; kindly; for though she’s as like this as a
o’s like an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell.

ear. Why, what canst thou tell, my boy?
'ool. She will taste as like this as a crab does
crab. Thou canst tell why one’s nose stands

ne middle on’s face ? 20
ear. No.
[ool. Why, to keep one’s eyes of either side ’s

1; ; that what a man cannot smell out, he may
into.

ear. I did her wrong

—

ool. Canst tell how an oyster makes his
1 ?

ear. No.
ool. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a snail
a house. 30
ear. Why?
ool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it

y to his daughters, and leave his horns with-
a case.

ear. I will forget my nature. So kind a
er! Be my horses ready?
ool. Thy asses are gone about ’em. The
on why the seven stars are no more than seven
pretty reason.
ear. Because they are not eight? 40
ool. Yes, indeed : thou wouldst make a good

ear. To take ’t again perforce ! Monster
atitude !

ool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I ’Id have
beaten for being old before thy time.
ear. How ’s that?
ool. Thou shouldst not have been old till

1 hadst been wise.

Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet
heaven

! 50
Keep me in temper : I would not be mad !

Enter Gentleman.

How now ! are the horses ready?
Gent. Ready, my lord.

Lear. Come, boy.
Fool. She that’s a maid now, and laughs at

my departure,
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut

shorter. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. The Earl of Gloucester1

s castle.

Enter Edmund, and Curan meets him.

Edm. Save thee, Curan.
Cicr. And you, sir. I have been with your

father, and given him notice that the Duke of
Cornwall and Regan his duchess will be here
with him this night.

Edm. How comes that?
Cur. Nay, I know not. You have heard of

the news abroad; I mean the whispered ones,
for they are yet but ear-kissing arguments?
Edm. Not I

:
pray you, what are they? 10

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars to-
ward, ’twixt the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany?
Edm. Not a word.
Cur. You may do, then, in time. Fare you

well, sir. [Exit.
Edm. The duke be here to-night? The bet-

ter! best!
This weaves itself perforce into my business.
My father hath set guard to take my brother

;

And I have one thing, of a queasy question,
Which I must adl : briefness and fortune, work

!

Brother, a word ; descend : brother, I say ! 21

Enter Edgar.

My father watches : O sir, fly this place;
Intelligence is given where you are hid

;

You have now the good advantage of the night

:

Have you not spoken ’gainst the Duke of Corn-
wall?

He ’s coming hither
; now, i’ the night, i’ the haste,

And Regan with him : have you nothing said
Upon his party ’gainst the Duke of Albany?
Advise yourself.

Edg. I am sure on’t, not a word.
Edm. I hear my father coming

:
pardon me;

In cunning I must draw my sword upon you : 31
Draw; seem to defend yourself; now quit you

well.

Yield : come before my father. Light, ho, here

!

Fly, brother. Torches, torches ! So, farewell.

[Exit Edgar.
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion

[ Wounds his arm.
Of my more fierce endeavour; I have seen

drunkards
Do more than this in sport.

.
Father, father !

Stop, stop ! No help?

Enter Gloucester, and Servants with torches.

Glou. Now, Edmund, where’s the villain?
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Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp

sword out,
,

4°

Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon
To stand auspicious mistress,—

Glou. But where is he ?

Edm. Look, sir, I bleed.

Gloti. Where is the villain, Edmund?
Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means

he could—
Glou. Pursue him, ho! Go after. [Exeunt

some Servants.] By no means what?

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your

lordship ;

But that I told him, the revenging gods

'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend

;

Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond

The child was bound to the father ;
sir, in fine, 50

Seeing how loathly opposite I stood

To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion.

With his prepared sword, he charges home
My unprovided body, lanced mine arm:

But when he saw my best alarum’d spirits.

Bold in the quarrel’s right, roused to the en-

counter,

Or whether gasted by the noise I made,

Full suddenly he fled.

Glou. Let him fly far :

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught ;

And found—dispatch. The noble duke my master,

My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night : 61

By his authority I will proclaim it,

That he which finds him shall deserve our thanks,

Bringing the murderous coward to the stake

;

He that conceals him, death.

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent,.

And found him pight to do it, with curst speech

I threaten’d to discover him : he replied,

‘ Thou unpossessing bastard ! dost thou think,

If I would stand against thee, would the reposal

Of any trust, virtue, or worth in thee 71

Make thy words faith’d? No: what I should

deny,

—

' As this I would; ay, though thou didst produce

My very character,—I ’Id turn it all

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice

:

And thou must make a dullard of the world.

If they not thought the profits of my death

Were very pregnant and potential spurs

To make thee seek it.’

Glou. Strong and fasten d villain !

Would he deny his letter? I never got him. 80
[Tucket within.

Hark, the duke’s trumpets ! I know not why he

comes.
All ports I’ll bar ;

the villain shall not scape ;

The duke must grant me that : besides, his pi&ure

I will send far and near, that all the kingdom

May have due note of him ;
and of my land.

Loyal and natural boy, I’ll work the means

To make thee capable.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants.

Corn. How now, my noble friend! since I

came hither,

Which I can call but now, I have heard strange

news.

Eez If it be true, all vengeance comes too

short 9C

Which can pursue the offender. How dost, j

lord? 1

Glou. O, madam, my old heart is crack d,

crack’d !

Reg. What, did my father’s godson seek y<

life?
„

He whom my father named? your n,dgar?

.

Glou. O, lady, lady, shame would have it h

Reg. Was he not companion with the riot<

knights
That tend upon my father?

Glou. I know not, madam : tis too bad,

bad.

Edm, Yes, madam, he was of that consort.

Reg. No marvel, then, though he were ill

fe<5ted :

’Tis they have put him on the old man s death

To have the expense and waste of his revenue:

I have this present evening from my sister

Been well inform’d of them; and with such c

tions,

That if they come to sojourn at my house,

I’ll not be there.

Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.

Edmund; I hear that you have shown your fat

A child-like office.

Edm. ’Twas my duty, sir.

Glou. He did bewray his practice; and

ceived
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him.

Corn. Is he pursued? 2
Glou. Ay, my good lord.

Corn. If he be taken, he shall never more

Be fear’d of doing harm : make your own purp(

How in my strength you please. For you,

.

mund,
_

....
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant

So much commend itself, you shall be ours :

Natures of such deep trust we shall much nee

You we first seize on.

Edm. I shall serve you, sir.

Truly, however else.

Glou. For him I thank your grace.

Corn. You know not why we came to 1

you,—
.

Reg. Thus out of season, threading darlc-e

night :

Occasions, noble Gloucester, of some poise.

Wherein we must have use of your advice :

Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister,

Of differences, which I least thought it fit

To answer from our home ; the several mes<

gers .

.

From hence attend dispatch. Our good old frie

Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow

Your needful counsel to our business,

Which craves the instant use.

Glou. I serve you, madam :

Your graces are right welcome. [Exei 1

Scene II. Before Gloucester s castle.

Enter Kent and Oswald, severally. 1

Osw. Good dawning to thee, friend: ar

this house?
Kent. Ay.
Osw. Where may we set our horses?

1 Kent. I’ the mire.

, Osw. Prithee, if thou lovest me, tell me.
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Kent. I love thee not.

Osw. Why, then, I care not for thee.
Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I
uld make thee care for me. 10
Osw. Why dost thou use me thus? I know
:e not.

Kent. Fellow, I know thee.
Osw. What dost thou know* me for?
Kent. A knave ; a rascal

; an eater of broken
ats ; a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-
ted, hundred-pound, filthy, worsted-stocking
ive; a lily-livered, adlion-taking knave, a
oreson, glass-gazing, superserviceable, finical

ue ; one-trunk-inheriting slave ; one that
iildst be a bawd, in way of good service, and
nothing but the composition of a knave,

;gar, coward, pandar, and the son and heir of
nongrel bitch: one whom I will beat into
norous whining, if thou deniest the least syl-
!e of thy addition.
hw. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou,
s to rail on one that is neither known of thee
knows thee ! 29
'ent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou,
leny thou knowest me ! Is it two days ago
:e I tripped up thy heels, and beat thee
ire the king? Draw, you rogue: for, though
>e night, yet the moon shines; I’ll make a
0’ the moonshine of you : draw, you whore-
cullionly barber-monger, draw.

[Drawing his sword,
sw. Away ! I have nothing to do with thee.
'ent. Draw, you rascal: you come with let-

against the king
; and take vanity the puppet’s

against the royalty of her father : draw, you
le, or I’ll so carbonado your shanks: draw,
rascal ; come your ways.
sw. Help, ho ! murder ! help

!

ent. Strike, you slave ; stand, rogue, stand ;

neat slave, strike. [Beating him.
sw. Help, ho ! murder ! murder

!

90

er Edmund, with his rapier drawn
, Corn-

all, Regan, Gloucester, and Servants.

dm. How now ! What’s the matter?
ent.^ With you, goodman boy, an you please

:

e, I’ll flesh ye ; come on, 3^oung master.
7
ou. Weapons! arms! What’s the matter

5i
irn. Keep peace, upon your lives :

lies that strikes again. What is the matter?
?g. The messengers from our sister and the

'rn. WTiat is your difference? speak.
w. I am scarce in breath, my lord.
mt. No marvel, you have so bestirred your
ir. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims

1 ee : a tailor made thee. 60
'rn. Thou art a strange fellow: a tailor
b a man?
mt. Ay, a tailor, sir: a stone-cutter or a

; cer could not have made him so ill, though
: ad been but two hours at the trade.
rn. Speak^yet, how grew your quarrel ?

w. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I
spared at suit of his gray beard,

—

'nt. Thou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary
'

! My lord, if you will give me leave, I will
i this unbolted villain into mortar, and daub

the walls of a jakes with him. Spare my gray
beard, you wagtail?

Corn. Peace, sirrah

!

You beastly knave, know you no reverence?
Kent. Yes, sir

; but anger hath a privilege.
Corn. Why art thou angry ?

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a
sword,

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as
these,

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords a-twain 80
Which are too intrinse t’ unloose ; smooth every

passion
That in the natures of their lords rebel

;

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods

;

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks
With every gale and vary of their masters,
Knowing nought, like dogs, but following.
A plague upon your epileptic visage !

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool?
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain,
Fid drive ye cackling home to Camelot.
Corn. What, art thou mad, old fellow?
Glou. How fell you out? say that.
Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy

Than I and such a knave.
Corn. Why dost thou call him knave? What’s

his offence?
Kent. His countenance likes me not.
Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor

his, nor hers.

Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain :

I have seen better faces in my time
Than stands on any shoulder that I see 100
Before me at this instant.
Corn.

*
This is some fellow,

Who, having been praised for bluntness, doth
affedl

A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb
Quite from his nature : he cannot flatter, he,
An honest mind and plain, he must speak truth

!

An they will take it, so; if not, he’s plain.
These kind of knaves I know, which in this

plainness
Harbour morb craft and more corrupter ends
Than twenty silly ducking observants
That stretch their duties nicely. Ho
Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity,

Under the allowance of your great aspedl.
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire
On flickering Phoebus’ front,

—

Corn. What mean’st by this?
Kent. To go out of my dialed!, which you

discommend so much. I know, sir, I am no
flatterer : he that beguiled you in a plain accent
was a plain knave; which for my part I will
not be, though I should win your displeasure to
entreat me to ’t. I20

Corn. What was the offence you gave him ?

Osw. I never gave him any

:

It pleased the king his master very late
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction

;When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure,
Tripp’d me behind ; being down, insulted, rail’d,
And put upon him such a deal of man,
That worthied him, got praises of the king
For him attempting who was self-subdued

;

And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit! 100
Drew on me here again.



Kent

.

None of these rogues and cowards

But Ajax is their fooL
. , ,

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks !

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend brag-

gart,

We’ll teach you—
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn

:

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king

;

On whose employment I was sent to you

:

You shall do small respeft, show too bold malice

Against the grace and person of my master,

Stocking his messenger.

Corn. Fetch forth the stocks! As I have life

and honour, 14°

There shall he sit till noon.

Reg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all

night too.
, ,

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father s dog,

You should not use me so. ...

Reg Sir, being his knave, I will.

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour

Our sister speaks of. Come, bring away the

stocks » [Stocks brought out.

Glou. Let me beseech your grace not to do so :

His fault is much, and the good king his master

Will check him for’t: your purposed low cor-

re<5tion ,

Is such as basest and contemned’st wretches 150

For pilferings and most common trespasses

Are punish’d with : the king must take it ill,

That he’s so slightly valued in his messenger.

Should have him thus restrain’d.

Corn. I’ll answer that.

Reg. My sister may receive it much more

To havener gentleman abused,, assaulted,

For following her affairs. Put in his legs.

[Kent isput in the stocks.

Come, my good lord, away.
{Exeunt all but Gloucester and Kent.

Glou. I am sorry for thee, friend; ’tis the

duke’s pleasure,
, , „ , *

Whose disposition, all the world well knows, 160

Will not be rubb’d nor stopp’d : I ’ll entreat for

Kent* Pray, do not, sir; I have watched and

travel!d hard

;

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I 11 whistle.

A good man’s fortune may grow out at heels

:

Give vou good morrow

!

Glou. The duke ’s to blame m this ; ’twill be

ill taken
{Exit.

Kent. Good king, that must approve the com-

mon saw,

Thou out of heaven’s benediction comest

To the warm sun
! , ,

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe,
:
170

That by thy comfortable beams I may
_

Peruse this letter ! Nothing almost sees miracles

But misery : I know ’tis from Cordelia,

Who hath most fortunately been inform d

Of my obscured course ; and shall find time

t From this enormous state, seeking to give
^

Losses their remedies. All weary and o er-

watch’d, , , .

,

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold

This shameful lodging.

Fortune, good night: smile once more , turn thy

wheel! {Sleeps. 180

Scene III. A wood.

Enter Edgar.

Edg. I heard myself proclaim’d;

And by the happy hollow of a tree

Escaped the hunt. No port is free ; no place,

That guard, and most unusual vigilance,

Does not attend* my taking. Whiles I ir

’scape,

I will preserve myself ; and am bethought

To take the basest and most poorest shape

That ever penury, in contempt of man,

Brought near to beast: my face I’ll grime w

filth;
, . . ,

Blanket my loins ;
elf all my hair in knots;

And with presented nakedness out-face

The winds and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof and precedent

Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices

Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arm

Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary

And with this horrible object, from low farms,

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills,

Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime v

prayers,

Enforce their charity. Poor Turlygod! p

Tom!
That’s something yet: Edgar I nothing am.

IA

Scene IV. Before Gloucester*s castle. K
in the stocks.

Enter 'Lear, Fool, and Gentleman.

Lear. ’Tis strange that they should so de]

from home,
And not send back my messenger.

Gent. As I leam

The night before there was no purpose in the

Of this remove.
Kent. Hail to thee, noble master l

Lear. Ha

!

Makest thou this shame thy pastime ?

Kent.
,

No> mX'
Fool. Ha, ha ! he wears cruel garters. Ho

are tied by the heads, dogs and bears by the n

monkeys by the loins, and men by the legs . v>

a man’s over-lusty at legs, then he wears woe

nether-stocks. , _
Lear. What’s he that hath so much thy p

mistook
To set thee here?

Kent. It is both he and she

;

Your son and daughter.

Lear. No.
Kent. Yes.

Lear. No, I say.

Kent. I say, yea.

Lear. No, no, they would not.

Kent. Yes, they have.

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no.

Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay.

Lear. They durst not d

They could not, would not do’t ;
tis worse

murder,
To do upon respeft such violent outrage.

Resolve me, with all modest haste, which wa

Thou mightst deserve, or they impose, this u~

Coming from us.
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tent. My lord, when at their home
l commend your highness" letters to them,
I. was risen from the place that show’d
duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 30
r’d in his haste, half breathless, panting forth
a Goneril his mistress salutations

;

yer’d letters, spite of intermission,
;h presently they read : on whose contents,
t summon’d up their meiny, straight took
horse ;

manded me to follow, and attend
leisure of their answer

;
gave me cold looks

:

meeting here the other messenger,
se welcome, I perceived, had poison’d mine,

—

g the very fellow that of late 40
lay’d so saucily against your highness,

—

ng more man than wit about me, drew :

aised the house with loud and coward cries,
son and daughter found this trespass worth
ihame which here it suffers.

?/. Winter’s not gone yet, if the wild-geese
at way.

Fathers that wear rags
Do make their children blind

;

But fathers that bear bags 50
Shall see their children kind.

Fortune, that arrant whore,
Ne’er turns the key to the poor.

ror all this, thou shalt have as many. dolours
y daughters as thou canst tell in a year.
ir. O, how this mother swells up toward
my heart

!

:rica passio, down, thou climbing sorrow,
demerit’s below ! Where is this daughter?
it. With the earl, sir, here within.
r- Follow me not

;

iere. [Exit. 60
t. Made you no more offence but what
)eak of?
it. None.
:hance the king comes with so small a train?
1. An thou hadst been set i’ the stocks for
uestion, thou hadst well deserved it.

t. Why, fool?
1. We’ll set thee to school to an ant, to
thee there’s no labouring i’ the winter,
at follow their noses are led by their eyes
ind men; and there’s not a nose among
'but can smell him that’s stinking. Let
hold when a great wheel runs down a hill,

break thy neck with following it ; but the
>ne that goes up the hill, let him draw thee
When a wise man gives thee better coun-

'e me mine again : I would have none but
• follow it, since a fool gives it.

iat sir which serves and seeks for gain,
And follows but for form,

° #

80
ill pack when it begins to rain,
And leave thee in the storm,
it I will tarry ; the fool will stay.
And let the wise man fly

:

ie knave turns fool that runs away

;

The fool no knave, perdy.
* Where learned you this, fool?

Not i’ the stocks, fool.

Re-enter Lear, with Gloucester.
'• Deny to speak with me? They are
ck? they are weary?

They have travell’d all the night? Mere fetches

;

The images of revolt and flying off. 91Fetch me a better answer.
Glou. My dear lord,

You know the fiery quality of the duke;
How unremoveable and fix’d he is
In his own course.
Lear. Vengeance

! plague ! death ! confusion !

Fiery? what quality? Why, Gloucester, Glou-
cester,

I ’Id speak with the Duke of Cornwall and his
wife.

Glou. Well, my good lord, I have inform’d
them so.

Lear. Inform’d them ! Dost thou understand
me, man? IOO

Glou. Ay, my good lord.
Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall

;

the dear father
Would with his daughter speak, commands her

service

:

Are they inform’d of this ? My breath and blood

!

Fiery? the fiery duke? Tell the hot duke that—
No, but not yet : may be he is not well

;

Infirmity doth still negledt all office
Whereto our health is bound; we are not our-

selves
When nature, being oppress’d, commands the

mind
To suffer with the body : I ’ll forbear ; no
And am fall’n out with my more headier will,
To take the indisposed and sickly fit

For the sound man. Death on my state ! where-

0 ,

/ore
_ .

[.Looking on Kent.
Should he sit here ? This adl persuades me
That this remotion of the duke and her
Is pradlice only. Give me my servant forth.
Go tell the duke and ’s wife I ’Id speak with them,
Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear

me,
Or at their chamber-door I’ll beat the drum
Till it cry sleep to death. 12Q

Glou. I would have all well betwixt you. [Exit.
Lear. O me, my heart, my rising heart ! but,

down

!

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to
the eels when she put ’em i’ the paste alive

; she
knapped ’em o’ the coxcombs with a stick, and
cried ‘Down, wantons, down!’ ’Twas her bro-
ther that, in pure kindness to his horse, buttered
his hay.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloucester, and
Servants.

Lear. Good morrow to you both.
Com. Hail to your grace !

[Kent is set at liberty.
Keg. I am glad to see your highness. 130
Lear. Regan, I think you are

; I know what
reason

I have to think so : if thou shouldst not be glad,
I would divorce me from thy mother’s tomb,
Sepulchring an adultress. [To Kent] O, are you

free ?

Some other time for that. Beloved Regan
Thy sister’s naught.; O Regan, she hath tied
Sharp-tooth’d unkindness, like a vulture, here

:

T ,
[Points to his heart.

I can scarce speak to thee ; thou ’It not believe
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With how depraved a quality—O Regan!
Reg. I pray you, sir, take patience : I have

hope *4°

You less know how to value her desert

Than she to scant her duty.

Lear. Say, how is that?

Reg. I cannot think my sister in the least

Would fail her obligation : if, sir, perchance

She have restrain’d the riots of your followers,

’Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end,

As clears her from all blame.

Lear

.

My curses on her !

Reg. O, sir, you are old

;

Nature in you stands on the very verge

Of her confine
:
you should be ruled and led 150

By some discretion, that discerns your state

Better than you yourself. Therefore, I pray you,

That to our sister you do make return

;

Say you have wrong’d her, sir.

Lear. Ask her forgiveness ?

Do you but mark how this becomes the house

:

‘ Dear daughter, I confess that I am old

;

[Kneeling.

Age is unnecessary : on my knees I beg
?

That you ’ll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.’

Reg. Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly

tricks

:

Return you to my sister.

Lear. [Rising] Never, Regan: 160

She hath abated me of half my train

;

Look’d black upon me ; struck me with her

tongue,
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart

:

All the stored vengeances of heaven fall

On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones,

You taking airs, with lameness

!

Corn

.

Fie, sir, fie !

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blind-

ing flames
Into her scornful eyes ! Infedt her beauty,

You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful sun,

To fall and blast her pride ! *7°

Reg. O the blest gods ! so will you wish on

me.
When the rash mood is on.

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my
curse

:

Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give

Thee o’er to harshness : her eyes are fierce ; but

thine

Do comfort and not bum. ’Tis not in thee

To grudge my pleasures, to cut' off my train,

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,

And in conclusion to oppose the bolt

Against my coming in : thou better know’st 180

The offices of nature, bond of childhood.

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude

;

Thy half o’ the kingdom hast thou not forgot,

Wherein I thee endow’d.

Reg. Good sir, to the purpose.

Lear. Who put my man i’ the stocks?
[Tucket •within.

Corn. What trumpet’s that?

Reg. I know’t, my sister’s: this approves her

letter,

That she would soon be here.

Enter Oswald.

Is your lady come?

Lear. This is a slave, whose easy-borr *<

pride

Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows.

Out, varlet, from my sight

!

Corn. What means your grace?

Lear. Who stock’d my servant? Regs
have good hope

Thou didst not know on’t. Who comes 1

0 heavens,

Enter Goneril.

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old,

Make it your cause; send down, and take

part

!

[To Gon.] Art not ashamed to look upon

beard?
O Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand?

Gon. Why not by the hand, sir? How }

1 offended?
All’s not offence that indiscretion finds

And dotage terms so.

Lear. O sides, you are too tough

Will you yet hold? How came my man i

stocks?
Corn. I set him there, sir : but his own

orders
Deserved much less advancement.
Lear.

#

You ! did y

Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seei

If, till the expiration of your month,

You will return and sojourn with my sister,

Dismissing half your train, come then to me

I am now from home, and out of that provis:

Which shall be needful for your entertaimne

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dism

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose

To wage against the enmity o’ the air

;

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,—
Necessity’s sharp pinch ! Return with her;

Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless

Our youngest born, I could as well be brou£

To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pensio;

To keep base life afoot. Return with her?

Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter

To this detested groom. [Pointing at Osi

Gon. At your choice, sir.

Lear. I prithee, daughter, do not mak
mad

:

I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell

:

We’ll no more meet, no more see one anoth

But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daug

Or rather a disease that’s in my flesh,

Which I must needs call mine : thou art a 1

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle,
#

In my corrupted blood. But I’ll not chide 1

Let shame come when it will, I do not call

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot,

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove:

Mend when thou canst ;
be better at thy lei

I can be patient ;
I can stay with Regan,

I and my hundred knights. ,

Reg. Not altogether i

I look’d not for you yet, nor am provided

For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my s

For those that mingle reason with your pas:

Must be content to think you old, and so—

But she knows what she does.

Lear. Is this well sp
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'eg. I dare avouch it, sir: what, fifty fol-

lowers ? 240
t not well ? What should you need of more ?

or so many, sith that both charge and danger
ak ’gainst so great a number? How, in one
house,

uld many people, under two commands,
d amity? ’Tis hard ; almost impossible.
on. Why might not you, my lord, receive
attendance
m those that she calls servants or from mine ?

eg. Why not, my lord? If then they chanced
to slack you,
could control them. If you will come to
me,—

•

now I spy a danger,—I entreat you 250
aring but five and twenty : to no more
I give place or notice.

ear. I gave you all—
eg. And in good time you gave it.

ear.

'

Made you my guardians, my deposi-
taries ;

kept a reservation to be follow’d
1 such a number. What, must I come to you
I five and twenty, Regan ? said you so ?

eg. And speak’t again, my lord; no more
with me.

>ar. Those wicked creatures yet do look
well-favour’d,

:n others are more wicked; not being the
worst 260
ds in some rank of praise. [To Gon.] I’ll

go with thee :

fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty,
thou art twice her love.

Hear me, my lord :

t need you five and twenty, ten, or five,

jilow in a house where twice so many
e a command to tend you ?

S- What need one?
ar. O, reason not the need: our basest
beggars
n the poorest thing superfluous :

v not nature more than nature needs,
s life’s as cheap as beast’s : thou art a lady;
ly to go warm were gorgeous, 271
, nature needs not what thou gorgeous
wear’st,

h scarcely keeps thee warm. But, for true
need,—
heavens, give me that patience, patience I
need !

;ee me here, you gods, a poor old man,
II of grief as age ; wretched in both !

)e you that stir these daughters’ hearts
1st their father, fool me not so much
:ar it tamely; touch me with noble anger,
let not women’s weapons, water-drops, 280
my man’s cheeks ! No, you unnatural hags,
have such revenges on you both,
all the world shall—I will do such things,—
they are, yet I know not ; but they shall be
errors of the earth. You think I ’ll weep

;

’ll not weep :

e full cause of weeping
; but this heart

break into a hundred thousand flaws,
e I’ll weep. O fool, I shall go mad !

Exeunt Lear, Gloucester
,
Kent

,
arid Fool.

Storm and tempest.

Corn. Let us withdraw
; ’twill be a storm. 290

Reg. This house is little: the old man and
his people

Cannot be well bestow’d.
Gon. ’Tis his own blame; hath put himself

from rest,

And must needs taste his folly.

Reg. For his particular, I’ll receive him
gladly,

But not one follower.
Gon.

*
So am I purposed.

Where is my lord of Gloucester?
Corn. P ollow’d the old man forth : he is re-

turn’d.

Re-enter Gloucester.
Glou. The king is in high rage.
Corn. Whither is he going?
Glou.

*

He calls to horse ; but will I know not
whither. goo

Corn. ’Tis best to give him way; he leads
himself.

Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to
stay.

Glou. Alack, the night comes on, and the
bleak winds

Do sorely ruffle
; for many miles about

There’s scarce a bush.
_Reg.'

* 0, sir, to wilful men,
The injuries that they themselves procure
Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your doors

:

He is attended with a desperate train

;

And what they may incense him to, being apt
To have his ear abused, wisdom bids fear. 310

Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord; ’tis a
wild night

:

My Regan counsels well : come out 0’ the storm.

[Exeunt

.

ACT III.

Scene I. A heath.

Storm still. Enter Kent and a Gentleman,
meeting.

Kent. Who’s there, besides foul weather?
Gent. One minded like the weather, most

unquietly.
Kent. I know you. Where’s the king?
Gent. Contending with the fretful element;

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea,
Or swell the curled waters ’bove the main,
That things might change or cease; tears his

white hair,

Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage.
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of;
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 10
The to-and-fro-conflidting wind and rain.
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would

couch,
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs,
And bids what will take all.

Kent. But who is with him?
Gent. None but the fool; who labours to out-

jest
His heart-struck injuries.

Kent. Sir, I do know you

;

And dare, upon the warrant of my note,



Commend a dear thing to you. There is division,

Although as yet the face of it be cover’d 20

With mutual cunning, ’twixt Albany and Corn-

wall ; .

Who have—aswho have not, that their great stars

Throned and set high?—servants, who seem no

less, .

Which are to France the spies and speculations

Intelligent of our state ;
what hath been seen,

Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes.

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne

Against the old kind king ; or something deeper,

Whereof perchance these are but furnishings ;

But, true it is, from France there comes a power

Into this scatter’d kingdom ;
who already,

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet

In some of our best ports, and are at point

To show their open banner. Now to you :

If on my credit you dare build so far

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find

Some that will thank you, making just report

Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow

The king hath cause to plain.

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 4C

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer

This office to you.

Gent. I will talk further with you.

Kent. No>
do not

For confirmation that I am much more

Than my out-wall, open this purse, and take

What it contains. If you shall see Cordelia,—

As fear not but you shall,—show her this ring ;

And she will tell you who your fellow is

That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm

!

I will go seek the king. 5°

Gent. Give me your hand : have you no more

to say?
Kent. Few words, but, to effedt, more than

all yet
; . . .. ,

That, when we have found the king,—in which

You owe me no subscription : then let fall

Your horrible pleasure ;
here I stand, your slj

A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man

:

But yet I call you servile ministers,

That have with two pernicious daughters join

Your high engender’d battles ’gainst a head

So old and white as this. O ! O ! ’tis foul

!

Fool. He that has a house to put’s hea

has a good head-piece.

The cod-piece that will house
Before the head has any,

The head and he shall louse

;

So beggars marry many.
The man that makes his toe

What he his heart should make
Shall of a corn cry woe,
And turn his sleep to wake.

For there was never yet fair woman but she n

mouths in a glass.

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patiej

I will say nothing.

your pam
That way, I ’ll this,—he that first lights on him

Holla the other. \Exeunt severally.

Enter Kent.

Kent. Who’s there?

Fool. Marry, here’s grace and a cod-pi<

that’s a wise man and a fool.

Kent. Alas, sir, are you here? things

love night

Love not such nights as these ;
the wrathful

Gallow the very wanderers of the dark,

And make them keep their caves : since I wasr

Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thun

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I nev<

Remember to have heard : man’s nature ca

Scene II. Anotherpart ofthe heath. Storm
still.

Enter Lear and Fool.

Lear. Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks

!

rage ! blow

!

You cataradls and hurricanoes, spout

Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown d the

You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,

Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts,
_

Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking

thunder,

Smite flat the thick rotundity o the world

!

Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once,

That make ingrateful man
! .

9

Fool. O nuncle, court holy-water m a dry

house is better than this rain-water out o’ door.

Good nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters’ blessing:

here’s a night pities neither wise man nor fool.

Lear. Rumble thy bellyful ! Spit, fire

!

spout, rain! .

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters :

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness

;

I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children,

carry

The affli&ion nor the fear.

Lear. Let the great god<

That keep this dreadful pother o’er our head:

Find out their enemies now. Tremble,

wretch,
That hast within thee undivulged crimes,

Unwhipp’d ofjustice : hide thee, thou bloodyh

Thou perjured, and thou simular man of virt

That art incestuous: caitiff, to pieces shake.

That under covert and convenient seeming

Hast practised on man’s life : close pent-up gi

Rive your concealing continents, and cry

These dreadful summoners grace. I am a n

More sinn’d against than sinning.

Kent. Alack, bare-headec

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel

Some friendship will it lend you ’gainst

tempest :

Repose you there ;
while I to this hard nous!

More harder than the stones whereof ’tis rail

Which even but now, demanding after you, ;

Denied me to come in—return, and force
j

Their scanted courtesy.

Lear. My wits begin to turr

Come on, my boy : how dost, my boy? art d

I am cold myself. Where is this straw, my fel

The art of our necessities is strange,

That can make vile things precious. Come, "

hovel. . J

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my r

That’s sorry yet for thee.
\

Fool. [,Singing] He that has and a little

wit,— . J
With hey, ho, the wind and the ram,-
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Must make content with his fortunes fit,

For the rain it raineth every day.
Lear. True, my good boy. Come, bring us

to this hovel. [.Exeunt Lear and Kent.
Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan.
'II speak a prophecy ere I go : 80
When priests are more in word than matter ;When brewers mar their malt with water ;When nobles are their tailors’ tutors

;

No heretics burn’d, but wenches’ suitors;
When every case in law is right

;

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight

;

When slanders do not live in tongues

;

i Nor cutpurses come not to throngs
;

When usurers tell their gold i’ the field ;

And bawds and whores do churches build
;

go
Then shall the realm of Albion

j

Come to great confusion :

Then comes the time, who lives to see’t,

I
That going shall be used with feet,
lis prophecy Merlin shall make; for I live

before his time.
[Exit
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Scene III. Gloucester's castle.

Enter Gloucester and Edmund.
Aoii. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this
latural dealing.

.
When I desired their leave

it I might pity him, they took from me the use
nine own house

; charged me, on pain of their
petual displeasure, neither to speak of him,
reat for him, nor any way sustain him.
\dm. Most savage and unnatural

!

rlou. Go to; say you nothing. There’s a
lsion betwixt the dukes ; and a worse matter
n that : I have received a letter this night •

dangerous to be spoken ; I have locked the
erm my closet: these injuries the king now
.rs will be revenged home; there’s part of a

j

^er already footed : we must incline to the
! I will seek him, and privily relieve him

:

! and maintain talk with the duke, that my
1 rity be not of him perceived : if he ask for me,
n ill, and gone to bed. Though I die for it,
10 (ess is threatened me, the king my old master

|

5t Je relieved. There is some strange thing
i ard, Edmund; pray you, be careful. [Exit. 21
dm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke

I tantly know; and of that letter too :

.

s seems a fair deserving, and must draw me
;

it which my father loses ; no less than all

:

:
younger rises when the old doth fall. [Exit.

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou’ldst shun a bear ;

t'u*'
1

,,
y flight lay toward the raging sea, 10

1 hou Idst meet the bear i’ the mouth. When the
mind ’s free,

The body’s delicate : the tempest in my mind
T>oth from my senses take all feeling else ’

oave what beats there. Filial ingratitude !

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand
I or lifting food to’t ? But I will punish home

:

JN o, I will weep no more. In such a night
I o shut me out ! Pour on

; I will endure.
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Gbneril

!

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,

—

O, that way madness lies; let me shun that ; 21No more of that.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.
Lear. Prithee, go in thyself; seek thine own

ease

:

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more. But I ’ll go in.
[To the Fool\ In, boy

; go first. You houseless
poverty,

—

Nay, get. thee in. I’ll pray, and then I’ll sleep,

-n , , ,
[Foolgoes in.

.roor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are,
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm’ 29How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides,
Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend you
h rom seasons such as these? O, I have ta’en
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp

;

Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel,
That thou mayst shake the superflux to them,
And show the heavens more just.

,
[Within] Fathom and half, fathom and

half I Poor Tom

!

[The Fool runs outfrom the hovel.
Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here’s a spirit

Help me, help me ! .0
Kent. Give me thy hand. Who’s there

?

Fool A spirit, a spirit: he says his name’s
poor Tom.
Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there

1 the straw ? Come forth.

Enter Edgar disguised as a madman.

Scene IV. The heath. Before a hovel.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

ent. Here is the place, my lord
; good my

lord, enter

:

! : tyranny of the open night’s too rough
5 nature to endure. [Storm still.
e
.
ar' Let me alone.
ent. Good my lord, enter here.
e
.

ar
: _ Wilt break my heart

?

ent. I had rather break mine own. Goodmy lord, enter.
ear. Thou think’st ’tis much that this con-
tentious storm

ides us to the skin : so ’tis to thee

;

: where the greater malady is fix’d,

TIdg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me !

through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind.Hum
! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee.

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters ?And art thou come to this ? coEdg Who gives any thing to poor Tom?whom the foul fiend hath led through fire and
through flame, and through ford and whirlipool
oer bog and quagmire; that hath laid knives
under his pillow, and halters in his pew ; set rats-
bane by his porridge

; made him proud of heart,
to ride on a bay trotting-horse over four-inched
bridges, to course his own shadow for a traitor
Bless thy five wits ! Tom ’s a-cold,—O, do de’
do de, do de. Bless thee from whirlwinds, star-
blasting, and taking ! Ho poor Tom some charity,
whom the foul fiend vexes : there could I have
him now,—and there,—and there again, and
there. [Storm still.
Lear. What, have his daughters brought him

to this pass?
Couldst thou save nothing? Didst thou give them
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Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had

been all shamed.
Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pen-

dulous air

Hang fated o’er men’s faults light on thy daugh-

ters ! ,

7°

Kent

.

He hath no daughters, sir.

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have sub-

dued nature

To such a lowness but his unkind daughters.

Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers

Should have thus little mercy on their flesh?

Judicious punishment ! ’twas this flesh begot

Those pelican daughters.

Edg. Pillicock sat on Pillicock-hill

:

Halloo, halloo, loo, loo !

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools

and madmen.
, _ , , ,

Sl

Edg. Take heed o’ the foul fiend : obey thy

parents; keep thy word justly ;
swear not; com-

mit not with man’s sworn spouse; set not thy

sweet heart on proud array. Tom’s a-cold.

Lear. What hast thou been ?

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind

;

that curled my hair ;
wore gloves in my cap

;

served the lust of my mistress’ heart, and did the

a<5l of darkness with her
;
swore as many oaths as

I spake words, and broke them in the.sweet face

of heaven : one that slept in the contriving of lust,

and waked to do it: wine loved I deeply, dice

dearly ;
and in woman out-paramoured the Turk

:

false of heart, light of ear, bloody of hand ; hog

in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in

madness, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of

shoes nor the rustling of silks betray thy poor

heart to woman : keep thy foot out of brothels,

thy hand out of plackets, thy pen from lenders

books, and defy the foul fiend.
t

ioi

Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind

:

Says suum, mun, ha, no, nonny.

Dolphin my boy, my boy, sessa! let him trot by.

[Storm still.

Lear. Why, thou wert better in thy grave than

to answer with thy uncovered body this extremity

of the skies. Is man no more than this? Con-

sider him well. Thou owest the worm no silk,

the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no

perfume. Ha! here’s three on ’s are sophisti-

cated! Thou art the thing itself: unaccom-

modated man is no more but such a poor, bare,

forked animal as thou art. Off, off, you lendings

!

come, unbutton here. [Tearing offhis clothes.

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, be contented; tis a

naughty night to swim in. Now a little fire in a

wild field were like an old lecher’s heart ; a small

spark, all the rest on ’s body cold. Look, here

comes a walking fire. 1X9

Enter Gloucester, with a torch.

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet:

he begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock

;

he gives the web and the pin, squints the eye, and

makes the hare-lip; mildews the white wheat,

and hurts the poor creature of earth.

S.Withold footed thrice the old ;

He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold

;

Bid her alight,

And her troth plight,

And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee

!

f. How fares your grace?
What’s he?

t. Who’s there? What Is ’t you seek?

. What are you there ? Your names?

w . Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frc

the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt and t

water ;
that in the fury of his heart, when t

foulfiend rages, eatscow-dung for sallets ; swallo

the old rat and the ditch-dog ;
drinks the gre

mantle of the standing pool ;
who is whipped fr<

tithing to tithing, and stock-punished, and i

prisoned ; who hath had three suits to his ba(

six shirts to his body, horse to ride, and weap
to wear

;

But mice and rats, and such small deer,

Have been Tom’s food for seven long year.

Beware my follower. Peace, Smulkin; pea
thou fiend !

Glou. What, hath your grace no better co

pany ?

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentlems

Modo he ’s call’d, and Mahu.
Glou. Our flesh and blood is grown so vi

my lord,

That it doth hate what gets it.

Edg. Poor Tom ’s a-cold.

Glou. Go in with me : my duty cannot suff

To obey in all your daughters’ hard command.
Though their injundtion be to bar my doors,

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon yi

Yet have I ventured to come seek you out,

And bring you where both fire and food is rea<

Lear. First let me talk with this philosoph

What is the cause of thunder ?

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer
;
go h

the house.
Lear. I ’ll talk a word with this same lean

Theban.
What is your study?
Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to

vermin.
Lear. Let me ask you one word in private.

Kent. Importune him once more to go>

lord

;

His wits begin to unsettle.

Glou. Canst thou blame him? [Storm st

His daughters seek his death : ah, that good Ke
He said it would be thus, poor banish’d man!

Thou say’st the king grows mad ; I ’ll tell th

friend,

I am almost mad myself : I had a son,

Now outlaw’d from my blood ;
he sought my l

But lately, very late : I loved him, friend

;

No father his son dearer : truth to tell thee,

The grief hath crazed my wits. What a nigr

this

!

I do beseech your grace,

—

Lear. O, cry you mercy, s

Noble philosopher, your company.
Edg. Tom ’s a-cold.

,

Glou. In, fellow, there, into the hovel: k

thee warm.
Lear. Come, let’s in all.

Kent. This way, my lord.

Lear.
m

With him;

I will keep still with my philosopher.

Kent. Good my lord, soothe him; let

take the fellow.

Gloti. Take him you on.
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Kent. Sirrah, come on
; go along with us.

Lear. Come, good Athenian.
Clou. No words, no words : hush. •

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came
His word was still,—Fie, foh, and fum,

I smell the blood of a British man.

[Exeunt .

Scene V. Gloucester's castle.

Enter' Cornwall and Edmund.
' orn• I have my revenge ere I depart his
Ine.

Idm How, my lord, I may be censured, that
ure thus gives way to loyalty, something fears
to think of.

:°rn. I now perceive, it was not altogether
ir brother s evil disposition made him seek his
th; but a provoking merit, set a-work by a
roveable badness in himself.

g7.dm. How malicious is my fortune, that I
>t repent to be just ! This is the letter he spoke
.vhich approves him an intelligent party to the
antages of Franee. O heavens ! that this trea-
were not, or not I the detedlor

!

orn. Go with me to the duchess.
drn. If the matter of this paper be certain,
have mighty business in hand.
orn. True or false, it hath made thee earl of
ucester. Seek out where thy father is, that
nay be ready for our apprehension. 20

[Aside] If I find him comforting the
r
» it will stuff his suspicion more fully.—I will
evere in my course of loyalty, though the
act be sore between that and my blood.
°™' 1 will lay trust upon thee; and thou
t find a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt.

VI. A chamber in a farmhouse adjoin-
ing the castle.

der Gloucester, Lear, Kent, Fool, and
Edgar.

’on. Here is better than the open air
; take

inkful ly. I will piece out the comfort with
addition I can : I will not be long from you.
7lt'

, A11
.

tbe Power °f his wits have given
to his impatience: the gods reward your

)

css
• [Exit Gloucester.

{S- Frateretto calls me ; and tells me Nero
angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, inno-
and beware the foul fiend.
ol. Prithee, nuncle, tell me whether a mad-
be a gentleman or a yeoman? nA king, a king

!

?/. No, he’s a yeoman that has a gentleman
son ; for he s a mad yeoman that sees his
gentleman before him.
xr

\
To have a thousand with red burning

spits

: hissing in upon ’em,

—

g The foul fiend bites my back.
>1. He’s mad that trusts in the tameness
wolf, a horse’s health, a boy’s love, or a
: s oath. 2I
:’r'

.

It shall he done
; I will arraign them

straight.

dgar] Come, sit thou here, most learned
iusticer;

865

[To the Fool ] Thou, sapient sir, sit here. Now
you she foxes

!

f"
0°k’ where he stands and glares!w antest thou eyes at trial, madam ?

Come o’er the bourn, Bessy, to me,—
Fool. Her boat hath a leak,

And she must not speakWhy she dares not come over to thee. 30Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the
voice of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom’s
belly for two white herring. Croak not, black
angel

; I have no food for thee.
Kent. How do you, sir? Stand you not so

amazed :

Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions’
Lear. I’ll see their trial first. Bring in the

evidence.
[To Edgar] Thou robed man of justice, take thy

place ;

J

[To the Fool] And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity,
Bench by his side: [To Kent] you are o’ the

commission. „
Sit you too.

40

Edg. Let us deal justly.
Sleepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd?
Thy sheep be in the corn

;

Ar£Jor one bIast of thY minikin mouth,
1 hy sheep shall take no harm.

Pur ! the cat is gray.
Lear. Arraign her first; ’tis Goneril. I here

take my oath before this honourable assembly,
she kicked the poor king her father. 50

Goneril ?

C°me hither
’ mistress - Is your name

Lear. She cannot deny it.

stooT*
Cry y°U mercy

’ 1 took you for a

Lear. And here’s another, whose warp’d looks
proclaim

What store her heart is made on. Stop her there !

Arms, arms, sword, fire ! Corruption in the place i

raise justicer, why hast thou let her ’scape?
Edg. Bless thy five wits !

Kent. O pity ! Sir, where is the patience now,
1 hat you so oft have boasted to retain ?
Edg. [Aside] My tears begin to take his part

so much,
They’ll mar my counterfeiting.
Lear. The little dogs and all,

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark
at me.

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them
Avaunt, you curs

!

Be thy mouth or black or white,
Tooth that poisons if it bite ;

«0
Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim,
Hound or spaniel, brach or lym,
Or bobtail tike or trundle-tail,
Tom will make them weep and wail:
For, with throwing thus my head,
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled.

Do de, de, de. Sessa ! Come, march to wakes
and fairs and market-towns. Poor Tom, thy horn
ls dfy- 70
Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan ; see

what breeds about her heart. Is there any cau^e
in nature that makes these hard hearts? [To Ed-
gar] You, sir, I entertain for one of my hundred;
only I do not like the fashion of your garments

:

55
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£OU will say they are Persian attire ;
but let them

e^ge
Now, good my lord, lie here and rest

^Lear Make no noise, make no noise ;
draw

the curtains : so, so, so. We’ll go to supper i’ the

morning. So, so, so. 91

Root. And I ’ll go to bed at noon.

tion : we are bound to the like. Our posts s)

be swift and intelligent betwixt us. FarewIJC JDW Ul <XllKX

dear sister : farewell, my lord of Gloucester,

Re-enter Gloucester.

Clou. Gome hither, friend: where is the king

my master?
,

..

Kent. Here, sir ; but trouble him not, his wits

are gone.
, . . .

Glou. Good friend, I prithee, take him in thy

arms
; , . , .

I have o’erheard a plot of death upon him

.

There is a litter ready ;
lay him in ’t.

And drive towards Dover, friend, where thou

shalt meet
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy

If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life, 100

With thine, and all that offer to defend him,

Stand in assured loss: take up, take up;

And follow me, that will to some provision

Give thee quick conduct.

Kent. Oppressed nature sleeps

:

This rest might yet have balm’d thy broken

senses,

Which, if convenience will not allow,

Stand in hard cure. [To the Foot\ Come, help

to bear thy master

;

Thou must not stay behind.

Glou. Come, come, away.
[Exeunt all hut Edgar.

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our

woes,
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. no
Who alone suffers suffers most i’ the mind.

Leaving free things and happy shows behind
: _

But then the mind much sufferance doth o’erskip,

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship.

How light and portable my pain seems now,
#

I

When that which makes me bend makes the king

bow, _ ,

j
He childed as I father’d ! Tom, away !

Mark the high noises ;
and thyself bewray

,

When false opinion, whose wrong thought denies

1

In thy just proof, repeals and reconciles thee. 120

I What will hap more to-night, safe ’scape the king!

I Lurk, lurk. ^ExtL

Enter Oswald.

How now ! where’s the king?

Osw. My lord of Gloucester hath conve

him hence

:

Some five or six and thirty of his knights,

Hot questrists after him, met him at gate

;

Who, with some other of the lords dependant'

Are gone with him towards Dover ; where tl

boast

To have well-armed friends.

Corn. Get horses for your mistress.

Con. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister.

Corn. Edmund; farewell.

[Exeunt Goneril,
Edmund, and Oswi

Go seek the traitor Glouces

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us.

[Exeunt other Serva

Though well we may not pass upon his life

Without the form of justice, yet our power

Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men

May blame, but not control. Who’s there?

traitor,?

Enter Gloucester, brought in by two or th

Scene VII. Gloucester’s castle.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, Edmund,
and Servants.

Corn. Post speedily to my lord your husband

;

show him this letter: the army of France is

landed. Seek out the villain Gloucester.

[Exeunt some of the Servants.

Reg. Hang him instantly.

Gon. Pluck out his eyes.

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure. Edmund,

keep you our sister company : the revenges we

are bound to take upon your traitorous father are

not fit for your beholding. Advise the duke,

where you are going, to a most festinate prepara-

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! ’tis he.

Corn. Bind fast his corky arms.

Glou. What mean your graces? Good
friends, consider

You are my guests : do me no foul play, fnen

Corn. Bind him, I say. [Servants bind h

Reg. Hard, hard. O filthy trai

Glou. Unmerciful lady as you are, I’m no

Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, 1

shalt find— [Regan plucks his bei

Glou. By the kind gods, ’tis most ignobly c

To pluck me by the beard.

Rez. So white, and such a traitor .

Glou. Naughty 1;

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from

chin, I

Will quicken, and accuse thee : I am your he

With robbers hands my hospitable favours

You should not ruffle thus. What will you d

Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you

from France?
Reg. Be simple answerer, for we know)

truth.

Corn. And what confederacy have you 1

the traitors

Late footed in the kingdom?
Reg. To whose hands have you sent the 1

tic king ?

SP
G/^. I have a letter guessingly set down

Which came from one that’s of a neutral hea

And not from one opposed.

Corn. Cunning.

Rez And false

Corn. Where hast thou sent the king?

Glou. To Dover. ,

Reg. Wherefore to Dover? Wast thou

charged at peril— .

Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Let him

answer that.



>CENE VII.

J

KING LEAR.
867

Glou. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand
the course.

Reg. Wherefore to Dover, sir?

Glou. Because I would not see thy cruel nails
Muck out his poor old eyes

; nor thy fierce sister
n his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs,
he sea, with such a storm as his bare head
n hell-black night endured, would have buoy’d up,
md quepch’d the stelled fires : 61
et, poor old heart, he holp the heavens to rain,
f wolves had at thy gate howl’d that stern time,
'hou shouldst have said ‘ Good porter, turn the

key,’

11 cruels else subscribed : but I shall see
he winged vengeance overtake such children.
Corn. See ’t shalt thou never. Fellows, hold

the chair.
rpon these eyes of thine I ’ll set my foot.
Glou. He that will think to live till he be old,
ive me some help

!
.
O cruel ! O you gods

! 70
Reg. One side will mock another ; the other

too.

Corn. If you see vengeance,

—

First Serv. Hold your hand, my lord :

have served you ever since I was a child

;

ut better service have I never done you
han now to bid you hold.
Reg* How now, you dog 1

First Serv. If you did wear a beard upon
your chin,

d shake it on this quarrel. What do you
mean?

Corn. My villain
! [ They draw andfight.

First Serv. Nay, then, come on, and take the
chance of anger.

Reg. Give me thy sword. A peasant stand
up thus

! 80
[ Takes a sword

\
and runs at him behind.

First Serv. O, I am slain! My lord, you
have one eye left

> see some mischief on him. O ! fDies.
Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it. Out, vile

jelly

!

...

here is thy lustre now?
Glou. All dark and comfortless. Where ’s my

t
son Edmund?

!mund, enkindle all the sparks of nature,
quit this horrid a<5l.

\%e/r-
t m

Out, treacherous villain

!

ou call st on him .that hates thee : it was he
at made the overture of thy treasons to us

;

ho is too good to pity thee. go
Ami. O my follies ! then Edgar was abused,
nd gods, forgive me that, and prosper him

!

'leg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him
smell

s way to Dover. [Exit one with Gloucester.]
How, is’t, my lord? how look you?

- orn • I have received a hurt : follow me, lady,
rn out that eyeless villain

; throw this slave
on the dunghill. Regan, I bleed apace

:

timely comes this hurt
:
give me your arm.

[Exit Cornwall, led by Regan.
>ec. Serv. I’ll never care what wickedness

I do,

his man come to good.
' hird Serv. If she live long, 100
d in the end meet the old course of death,
’men will all turn monsters.

Sec. Serv. Let’s follow the old earl, and get
the Bedlam

To lead him where he would: his roguish madness
Allows itself to any thing.
Third Serv. Go thou: I’ll fetch some flax

and whites of eggs
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help

him I [Exeunt severally.

ACT IV.

Scene I. The heath.

Enter Edgar.
Edg. Yet better thus, and .known to be con-

temn’d,
Than still contemn’d and flatter’d. To be worst,
The lowest and most dejedted thing of fortune,
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear

:

The lamentable change is from the best

;

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then,
Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace

!

The wretch that thou hast blown unto the worst
Owes nothing to thy blasts. But who comes here?

Enter Gloucester, led by an Old Man.
My father, poorly led? World, world, O world

!

But that thy .strange mutations make us hate thee
Life would not yield to age.
Old Man. O, my good lord, I have been your

tenant, and your father’s tenant, these fourscore
years.

Glou. Away, get thee away
;
good friend, be

gone

:

Thy comforts can do me no good at all

;

Thee they may hurt.
OldMan. Alack, sir, you cannot see your way.
Glou. I have no way, and therefore want no

eyes
; 2Q

I stumbled when I saw: full oft ’tis seen,
Our means secure us, and our mere defeats
Prove our commodities. O dear son Edgar,
The food of thy abused father’s wrath !

Might I but live to see thee in my touch,
I ’Id say I had eyes again !

Old Man. How now ! Who’s there?
Edg. [Aside'] O gods! Who is ’t can say ‘ I

am at the worst’?
I am worse than e’er I was.
Old Man.

.
’Tis poor mad Tom.

Edg. [Aside] And worse I may be yet: the
worst is not

So long as we can say * This is the worst.’ 30
Old Man. Fellow, where goest?
Glou. Is it a beggar-man?
Old Man. Madman and beggar too.
Glou. He has some reason, else he could not

beg.
I’ the last night’s storm I such a fellow saw

;

Which made me think a man a worm : my son
Came then into my mind

; and yet my mind
Was then scarce friends with him: I "have heard

more since.

As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods,
They kill us for their sport.

[Aside] How should this be?
Bad is the trade that must play fool to sorrow, 40
Angering itself and others.—Bless thee, master !

Glou. Is that the naked fellow?
Old Man. Ay, my lord.

55—2
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Glou. Then, prithee, get thee gone: if, for

my sake,

Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or twain,

I’ the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love ;

And bring some covering for this naked soul,

Who I’ll entreat to lead me.
Old Man. Alack, sir, he is mad.

Glou. ’Tis the times’ plague, when madmen
lead the blind.

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure

;

Above the rest, be gone. 5°

Old Man. I ’ll bring him the best ’parel that

I have,
Come on’t what will. [Exit.

Glou. Sirrah, naked fellow,—
Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. [Aside] I cannot

daub it further.

Glou. Come hither, fellow.

Edg. [Aside] And yet I must.—Bless thy sweet

eyes, they bleed.

Glou. Know’st thou the way to Dover?
Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and foot-

path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good

wits: bless thee, good man’s son, from the foul

fiend ! five fiends have been in poor Tom at once

;

of lust, as Obidicut; Hobbididance, prince of

dumbness ;
Mahu, of stealing ;

Modo, of murder

;

Flibbertigibbet, of mopping and mowing, who
since possesses chambermaids and waiting-wo-

men. So, bless thee, master

!

Glou. Here, take this purse, thou whom the

heavens’ plagues
Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched

Makes thee the happier : heavens, deal so still

!

Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man, 70

That slaves your ordinance, that will not see

Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly

;

So distribution should undo excess,

And each man have enough. Dost thou know
Dover ?

Edg. Ay, master.

Glou. There is a cliff, whose high and bending

head
Looks fearfully in the confined deep

:

Bring me but to the very brim of it,

And I’ll repair the misery thou dost bear

With something rich about me : from that place

I shall no leading need.

Edg. Give me thy arm : 81

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt

.

What most he should dislike seems pleasant

him;
What like, offensive.

Gon. [To Edrn.] Then shall you go no furtht

It is the cowish terror of his spirit,

That dares not undertake : he’ll not feel wrong
Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes

,

the way
May prove effedls. Back, Edmund, to r

brother

;

Hasten his musters and condutt his powers :

I must change arms at home, and give the dist:

Into my husband’s hands. This trusty servani

Shall pass between us: ere long you are li

to hear,
_

• V

If you dare venture in your own behalf,

A mistress’s command. Wear this ; spare speec

[Giving a favoi
Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak,

Would stretch thy spirits up into the air

:

Conceive, and fare thee well.

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death.

Gon. My most dear Gloucestf

[Exit Edmt/r,

O, the difference of man and man !

To thee a woman’s services are due

:

My fool usurps my body.

Osw. Madam, here comes my loi

[Ex

Enter the Duke of Albany.

Gon. I have been worth the whistle.

Alb. O Gonei

You are not worth the dust which the ru

wind
#

/i

Blows in your face. I fear your disposition:

That nature, which contemns its origin,

Cannot be border’d certain in itself;

She that herself will sliver and disbranch

From her material sap, perforce must wither

And come to deadly use.

Gon. No more
;
the text is foolish.

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile se<

vile :

Filths savour but themselves. What have y

done ?

Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform

A father, and a gracious aged man,
Whose reverence even the head-lugg’d b<

would lick,

Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have y

Scene II. Before the Duke ofAlbany's palace.

Enter Goneril and Edmund.

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel our mild

husband
Not met us on the way.

Enter Oswald.

Now, where’s your master?

Osw. Madam, within ;
but never man so

changed.
I told him of the army that was landed

;

He smiled at it : I told him you were coming
; ?

His answer was ‘ The worse :’ of Gloucester s

treachery,
And of the loyal service of his son,

When I inform’d him, then he call’d me sot,

And told me I had turn’d the wrong side out

:

madded.
Could my good brother suffer you to do it?

A man, a prince, by him so benefited

!

If that the heavens do not their visible spirits

Send quickly down to tame these vile offences

It will come,
Humanity must perforce prey on itself,

Like monsters of the deep.

Gon. Milk-liver’d man

!

That bear’st a cheek for blows, a head

wrongs

:

Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning

Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not know

Fools do those villains pity who are punish d

Ere they have done their mischief. Where s tj

drum ? # .

France spreads his banners in our noiseless lar

f With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats
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Vhiles thou, a moral fool, sit’st still, and criest
Alack, why does he so?’

A lb. See thyself, devil

!

’roper deformity seems not in the fiend 60
0 horrid as in woman.
Gon. O vain fool

!

A lb. Thou changed and self-cover’d thing,
for shame,

e-monster not thy feature. Were ’t my fitness
o let these hands obey my blood,
hey are apt enough to dislocate and tear
hy flesh and bones : hov/e’er thou art a fiend,
woman’s shape doth shield thee.
Gon. Marry, your manhood now—

•

Alb.

Enter a Messenger.

What news ?

Mess. O, my good lord, the Duke of Corn-
wall ’s dead

; yQ
ain by his servant, going to put out
he other eye of Gloucester.
A lb. Gloucester’s eyes !

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill’d with
remorse,

pposed against the a<5t, bending his sword
) his great master

; who, thereat enraged,
ew on him, and amongst them fell’d him dead

;

it not without that harmful stroke, which since
ath pluck’d him after.

A lb. This shows you are above,
>u justicers, that these our nether crimes

j> speedily can venge ! But, O poor Gloucester

!

>st he his other eye ?

Mess. Both, both, my lord. 81
iis letter, madam, craves a speedy answer

;

is from your sister.

Ion. [Aside] One way I like this well

;

it being widow, and my Gloucester with her,
ay all the building in my fancy pluck
>on my hateful life : another way,
ie news is not so tart.—I’ll read, and answer.

[Exit.
4 lb. Where was his son when they did take

i his eyes ?

Mess. Come with my lady hither.
Alb. He is not here. 90
Hess.

'
No, my good lord; I met him back

again.

4 lb. Knows he the wickedness?
Hess.

.
Ay, my good lord ; ’twas he inform’d

against him

;

<! quit the house on purpose, that their punish-
ment

ght have the freer course.
4 lb. • Gloucester, I live
thank thee for the love thou show’dst the king,
d to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, friend

:

lime what more thou know’st. [Exeunt

.

>cene III. The French camp near Dover.

Enter Kent and a Gentleman.

lent. Why the King of France is so suddenly
•e back know you the reason ?

•ent. Something he left imperfect in the state,
ch since his coming forth is thought of;
ch imports to the kingdom so much fear and

danger, that his personal return was most re-
quired and necessary.
Kent. Who hath he left behind him general?
Gent. The Marshal of France, Monsieur

La Far. 1Q
Ke7it. Did your letters pierce the queen to

any demonstration of grief?
Gent. Ay, sir; she took them, read them in
my presence

;

And now and then an ample tear trill’d down
Her delicate cheek: it seem’d she was a queen
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like.
Sought to be king o’er her.
Rent. O, then it moved her.
Gent. Not to a rage: patience and sorrow

strove
Who should express her goodliest. You have

seen
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears
fWere like a better way: those happy smilets, 21
That play’d on her ripe lip, seem’d not to know
What guests were in her eyes; which parted

thence,
As pearls from diamonds dropp’d. In brief,
Sorrow would be a rarity most beloved.
If all could so become it.

Kent.
.

Made she no verbal question?
Gent. ’Faith, once or twice .she heaved the

name of * father’
Pantingly forth, as if it press’d her heart

;

Cried ‘ Sisters 1 sisters ! Shame of ladies ! sisters

!

Kent! father! sisters! What, i’ the storm? i’

the night? 30
Let pity not be believed !

’ There she shook
The holy water from her heavenly eyes,
And clamour moisten’d : then away she started
To deal with grief alone.
Kent. It is the stars.

The stars above us, govern our conditions

;

Else one self mate and mate could not beget
Such different issues. You spoke not with her

since ?

Gent. No.
Ke7it. Was this before the king return’d?
Gent.

*
No, since.

Kent. Well, sir, the poor distressed Lear’s i’

the town

;

Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers
What we are come about, and by no means
Will yield to see his daughter.

Gent. Why, good sir?
Ke>it. A sovereign shame so elbows him : his

own unkindness.
That stripp’d her from his benedidtion, turn’d her
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights
To his. dog-hearted daughters, these things sting
His mind so venomously, that burning shame
Detains him from Cordelia.

Gent.
'

Alack, poor gentleman

!

Kent. Of Albany’s and Cornwall’s powers you
heard not? 5Q

Gent. ’Tis so, they are afoot.
Ke7it. Well, sir. I’ll bring you to our master

Lear,
And leave you to attend him : some dear cause
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile ;

When I am known aright, you shall not grieve
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go
Along with me. [Exeunt.



Scene IV. The same. A tent.

Enter, with drum and colours,
Cordelia,

Doctor, and Soldiers.

qsw.
I may not, madam

:

Mv lady charged my duty in this business. .

Reg. Why should she write to Edmun I

Might not you

Cor. Alack, ’tis he: why, he was met even

now
.

As mad as the vex’d sea ; singing aloud

;

Crown’d with rank fumiter and furrow-weeds,

With bur-docks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers,

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow

In our sustaining corn. A century send forth

;

Search every acre in the high-grown held.

And bring him to our eye. [Exit an Officer.]

What can man’s wisdom
In the restoring his bereaved sense?

He that helps him take all my outward worth, io

DoCt. There is means, madam

:

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose,

The which he lacks ;
that to provoke in him,

Are many simples operative, whose power

Will close the eye of anguish.

Cor.
All blest secrets,

All you unpublish’d virtues of the earth,

Spring with my tears ! be aidant and remediate

In the good man’s distress ! Seek, seek for him ;

Lest his ungovern’d rage dissolve the life

That wants the means to lead it.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. News, madam ;
20

The British powers are marching hithenvard.

Cor. ’Tis known before ; our preparation stands

In expectation of them. O dear father,

It is thy business that I go about;

Therefore great France
. . ,

My mourning and important tears hath pitied.

No blown ambition doth our arms incite.

But love, dear love, and our aged father s right

:

Soon may I hear and see him ! [Exeunt

.

iUignt nut yuu
Transport her purposes by word ? Belike,

Something—I know not what : I 11 love th

much.much,
Let me unseal the letter.

Osw. Madam, I had rather

Reg. I know your lady does not love 1.

husband

;

I am sure of that : and at her late being here

She gave strange oeillades and most speaking loo

To noble Edmund. I know you are of her boso

Osw. I, madam?
Reg.

_, maucuu i

I speak in understanding; you are,

know’t:KllUW l • #

Therefore I do advise you, take this note

:

My lord is dead ;
Edmund and I have talk d;

And more convenient is he for my hand

Than for your lady’s: you may gather more.
J

If you do find him, pray you, give him this

:

And when your mistress hears thus much frtl

you,
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her.

So, fare you well.

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor,

Preferment falls on him that cuts him off.

Osw. Would I could meet him, madam

!

should show
What party I do follow.

Reg. Fare thee well. {Exeunt.

Scene VI. Fields near Dover.

Scene V. Gloucesters castle.

Enter Regan and Oswald.

Reg But are my brother’s powers set forth?

Osw. Ay, madam.

Reg. Himself in person there?

qs7V.
Madam, with much ado

:

Your sister is the better soldier.

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord

at home?
Osw. No, madam.
Reg. What might import my sisters letter

to him?
Osw. I know not, lady.

Reg. ’Faith, he is posted hence on serious

matter. .

It was great ignorance, Gloucester s eyes being

out,
.

To let him live : where he arrives he moves 10

All hearts against us : Edmund, I think, is gone,

In pity of his misery, to dispatch

His nighted life ;
moreover, to descry

The strength o’ the enemy.

Osw. I must needs after him, madam, with

my letter.

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow: stay

with us

;

The ways are dangerous.

Enter Gloucester, and Edgar dressed lik

feasant.

Glou. When shall we come to the top of ti

same hill?

Edg. You do climb up it now : look, how

labour.

Clou. Methinks the ground is even.

Edg. Horrible ste

Hark, do you hear the sea?

Glou. No, truly.

Edg. Why, then, your other senses gij

imperfecft

By your eyes’ anguish.
. , ,

Glou. So may it be, indeed

:

Methinks thy voice is alter’d ; and thou speak

In better phrase and matter than thou didst.

Edg. You're much deceived: in nothing

I changed
j

But in my garments
Glou. Methinks you re better spoken,

j

Edg. Come on, sir; here’s the place : std

still. How fearful :

And dizzy ’tis, to cast one’s eyes so low !

The crows and choughs that wing the midway

Show scarce so gross as beetles : half way do\

Hangs one that gathers samphire, dreadful tra

Methinks he seems no bigger than his head:

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach,

Appear like mice ;
and yond tall anchoring ba

Diminish’d to her cock ;
her cock, a buoy

Almost too small for sight : the murmuring sur

That on the unnumber’d idle pebbles chafes,

Cannot be heard so high. I ’ll look no more

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight
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opple down headlong.
Glou. Set me where you stand.

Edg. Give me your hand : you are now within
a foot

f the extreme verge : for all beneath (tie moon
1ould I not leap upright.

Glou.
'

Let go my hand,
ere, friend, ’s another purse ; in it a jewel

/"ell worth a poor man’s taking: fairies and gods
rosper it with thee ! Go thou farther off; 30
id me farewell, and let me hear thee going.
Edg. Now fare you well, good sir.

Glou. With all my heart.
Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair

i done to cure it.

Glou. [Kneeling'] O you mighty gods

!

his world I do renounce, and, in your sights,
lake patiently my great afflid^ion off

:

I could bear it longer, and not fall

0 quarrel with your great opposeless wills,

y snuff and loathed part of nature should
urn itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him ! 40
ow, fellow, fare thee well. [Hefallsforward.
Edg. Gone, sir : farewell,
nd yet I know not how conceit may rob
be treasury of life, when life itself

ields to the theft : had he been where he
thought,

y this, had thought been past. Alive or dead?
0, you sir ! friend ! Hear you, sir ! speak !

hus might he pass indeed
:
yet he revives,

hat are you, sir?

Glou. Away, and let me die.

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer,
feathers, air,

1 many fathom down precipitating, 50
lou’dst shiver’d like an egg: but thou dost

breathe

;

ast heavy substance; bleed’st not; speak’st;
art sound.

m masts at each make not the altitude
hich thou hast perpendicularly fell

:

ly life’s a miracle. Speak yet again.
Glou. But have I fall’n, or no?
Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky

; bourn.
)ok up a-height ; the shrill-gorged lark so far
innot be seen or heard : do but look up.
Glou. Alack, I have no eyes. 60
wretchedness deprived that benefit,

) end itself by death ? ’Twas yet some comfort,
hen misery could beguile the tyrant’s rage,
id frustrate his proud will.

Edg. Give me your arm :

o: so. How is ’t? Feel you your legs? You
stand.

Glou. Too well, too well.

Edg. This is above all strangeness.
Don the crown o’ the cliff, what thing was that
hich parted from you?
Gloti. A poor unfortunate beggar.
Edg. As I stood here below, methought his

eyes
ere two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 70
orns whelk’d and waved like the enridged sea :

was some fiend ; therefore, thou happy father,

link that the clearest gods, who make them
honours

men’s impossibilities, have preserved thee.

871

Glou. I do remember now: henceforth I’ll

bear
Affli<5tion till it do cry out itself

‘Enough, enough,’ and die. That thing you
speak of,

I took it for a man
; often ’twould say

‘The fiend, the fiend:’ he led me to that place.
Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. But

who comes here ? 80

Enter Lear, fantastically dressed with wild
flowers.

The safer sense will ne’er accommodate
His master thus.

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coining

;

I am the king himself.

Edg. O thou side-piercing sight

!

Lear. Nature’s above art in that respedb
There ’s your press-money. That fellow handles
his bow like a crow-keeper : draw me a clothier’s

yard. Look, look, a mouse ! Peace, peace ; this

piece of toasted cheese will do’t. There’s my
gauntlet ; I ’ll prove it on a giant. Bring up the
brown bills. O, well flown, bird ! i’ the clout, i’

the clout : hewgh ! Give the word.
Edg. Sweet marjoram.
Lear. Pass.
Glou. I know that voice.

Lear. Ha ! Goneril, with a white beard

!

They flattered me like a dog ; and told me I had
white hairs in my beard ere the black ones were
there. To say ‘ay’ and ‘no’ to every thing that
I said!—‘Ay’ and ‘no’ too was no good divinity.
When the rain came to wet me once, and the
wind to make me chatter : when the thunder
would not peace at my bidding ; there I found
’em, there I smelt ’em out. Go to, they are not
men o’ their words: they told me I was every
thing ; ’tis a lie, 1 am not ague-proof.

Glou. The trick of that voice I do well re-

member :

Is’t not the king?
Lear. Ay, every inch a king:

When I do stare, see how the subjedt quakes, no
I pardon that man’s life. What was thy cause?
Adultery?
Thou shalt not die : die for adultery ! No

:

The wren goes to’t, and the small gilded fly

Does lecher in my sight.

Let copulation thrive; for Gloucester’s bastard !

son
Was kinder to his father than my daughters
Got ’tween the lawful sheets.

To’t, luxury, pell-mell! for I lack soldiers.

Behold yond simpering dame, 120
Whose face between her forks presages snow ;

:

That minces virtue, and does shake the head
j

To hear of pleasure’s name ;

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to ’t

With a more riotous appetite.

Down from the waist they are Centaurs,
Though women all above:
But to the girdle do the gods inherit,

Beneath is all the fiends’

;

There’s hell, there’s darkness, there’s the sul-
phurous pit, 130

Burning, scalding, stench, consumption
; fie, fie,

fie ! pah, pah ! Give me an ounce of civet, good



apothecary, to sweeten my imagination : there’s

money for thee.

Glou. O, let me kiss that hand !

Lear. Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mor-

tality.

Glou. O ruin’d piece of nature ! This great

world
Shall so wear out to nought. Dost thou know

Lear. I remember thine eyes welt enough.

Dost thou squiny at me? No, do thy worst,

blind Cupid ; 1 ’ll not love. Read thou this chal-

lenge; mark but the penning of it.

Glou. Were all the letters suns, I could not

see one.

Edg. I would not take this from report ; it is,

And my heart breaks at it.

Lear. Read.
Glou. What, with the case of eyes ?

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me? No
eyes in your head, nor no money in your purse ?

Your eyes are in a heavy case, your purse in a

light
:
yet you see how this world goes. 15

1

Glou. I see it feelingly.

Lear. What, art mad? A man may see how
this world goes with no eyes. Look with thine

ears : see how yond justice rails upon yond simple

thief. Hark, in thine ear: change places; and.

handy-dandy, which is the justice, which is the

thief? Thou hast seen a farmer’s dog bark at a

beggar?
Glou. Ay, sir. 160

Lear. And the creature run from the cur?

There thou mightst behold the great image of

authority : a dog’s obeyed in office.

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand !

Why dost thou lash that whore ? Strip thine own
back

;

Thou hotly Iust’st to use her in that kind

For which thou whipp’st her. The usurer hangs

the cozener.

Through tatter’d clothes small vices do appear ;

Robes and furr’d gowns hide all. Plate sin with

gold,

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks

;

Arm it in rags, a pigmy’s straw does pierce it. 171

None does offend, none, I say, none; I’ll able

Take that of me, my friend, who have the power
To seal the accuser’s lips. Get thee glass eyes ;

And, like a scurvy politician, seem
To see the things thou dost not. Now, now,

now, now

:

Pull off my boots : harder, harder : so.

Edg. O, matter and impertinency mix’d

!

Reason in madness !

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my
eyes.

I know thee well enough; thy name is Gloucester

:

Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither :

Thou know’st, the first time that we smell the air,

We wawl and cry. I will preach to thee : mark.

Glou. Alack, alack the day!
Lear. When we are born, we cry that we are

To this great stage of fools : this’ a good block

;

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe.

A troop of horse with felt : I’ll put’t in proof;

And when I have stol’n upon these sons-in-law,

Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill!

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants.

Gent. O, here he is: lay hand upon hir

Sir,4
Your most dear daughter

—

Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? Ia
"even

;

The natural fool of fortune. Use me well; '

!

You shall have ransom. Let me have surgeon]

I am cut to the brains. \F
Gent. You shall have any thing

Lear. No seconds? all myself ?

Why, this would make a man a man of salt,

To use his eyes for garden water-pots, -M

Ay, and laying autumn’s dust.

Gent. Good sir,— ?

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroor

What!
#

. tv

I will be jovial: come, come ; I am a king.

My masters, know you that.

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey yo

Lear. Then there’s life in’t. Nay, if you g
it, you shall get it with running. Sa, sa, sa, sa

[Exit running; A ttendantsfollow

Gent. A sight most pitiful in the nveane

wretch,
Past speaking of in a king ! Thou hast oi

daughter,
Who redeems nature from the general curse 2

Which twain have brought her to.

Edg. Hail, gentle sir.

Gent. Sir, speed you : what’s your wil

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a batl

toward?
Gent. Most sure and vulgar : every one hea

that,

Which can distinguish sound.

Edg. But, by your favoi

How near’s the other army?
Gent. Near and on speedy foot; the ma

descry
Stands on the hourly thought.

Edg. I thank you, sir : that ’s

Gent. Though that the queen on special cau

is here,

Her army is moved on.

Edg. I thank you, sir.

[Exit Ger.

Glou. You ever-gentle gods, take my brea

from me

;

Let not my worser spirit tempt me again

To die before you please !

Edg. Well pray you, father

Glo7C. Now, good sir, what are you?
^

Edg. A most poor man, made tame to fc

tune’s blows

;

Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows,

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your han

I ’ll lead you to some biding.

Glou. Hearty thanks:
|

The bounty and the benison of heaven

To boot, and boot

!

Enter Oswald.

Osw. A proclaim’d prize ! Most happy !
2;j

That eyeless head of thine was first framed fles

To raise my fortunes. Thou old unhappy traitc

Briefly thyself remember : the sword is out
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hat must destroy thee.

Glou. Now let thy friendly hand
ut strength enough to’t. [Edgar interposes.

Osw. Wherefore, bold peasant,
arest thou support a publish’d traitor? Hence

;

est that the infection of his fortune take
ike hold on thee. Let go his arm.
Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vurther
lasion. ' 240
Osw. Let go, slave, or thou diest .!

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let

>or voile pass. An chud ha’ bin zwaggered out
my life, ’twould not ha’ bin zo long as ’tis by a
rtnight. Nay, come not near th’ old man;
ep out, che vor ye, or ise try whether your
stard or my ballow be the harder; chill be
tin with you.
Osw. Out, dunghill !

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir : come ; no
itter vor your foins. 251

[ Theyfight, andEdgar Jmocks him down.
Osw. Slave, thou hast slain me: villain, take
my purse

:

ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body

;

id give the letters which thou find’st about me
• Edmund earl of Gloucester; seek him out
)on the British party : O, untimely death !

[Dies.
Edg. I know thee well : a serviceable villain ;

duteous to the vices of thy mistress
^badness would desire.

Non.
*

What, is he dead?
5dg. Sit you down, father ; rest you. 260
t’s see these pockets ; the letters that he

speaks of

.y be my friends. He’s dead ; I am only sorry
had no :other death’s-man. Let us see :

ive, gentle wax; and, manners, blame us not

:

know our enemies’ minds, we ’Id rip their
hearts

;

eir papers, is more lawful.
Reads] ‘ Let our reciprocal vows be remem-
ed. You have many opportunities to cut him
if your will want not, time and place will be

tfully offered. There is nothing done, if he
lrn the conqueror : then am I the prisoner,
his bed my gaol ; from the loathed warmth

;reof deliver me, and supply the place for your
)ur.

‘Your—wife, so I would say

—

‘Affedlionate servant,
‘ Goneril.*

ndistinguish’d space of woman’s will

!

lot upon her virtuous husband’s life

;

1 the exchange my brother ! Here, in the sands,
:e I’ll rake up, the post unsandlified 281
nurderous lechers : and in the mature time
H this ungracious paper strike the sight
he death-pradtised duke : for 'him ’tis well
.t of thy death and business I can tell.

Ion. The king is mad ; how stiff is my vile
sense,

t I stand up, and have ingenious feeling
ny huge sorrows ! Better I were distradt

:

j.hould my thoughts be sever’d from my griefs,
• woes by wrong imaginations lose 290
knowledge of themselves.
dg. Give me your hand :

[Drum afar off.

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum :

Come, father, I’ll bestow you with a friend.

[Esccunt.

Scene VII. A tent in the French camp. Lear
on a bed asleep

, soft music playing; Gentle-
man, and others attending.

E 7iter Cordelia, Kent, andT>o&or.
Cor. O thou good Kent, how shall I live and

work,
To match thy goodness? My life will be too

short,

And every measure fail me.
Kent. To be acknowledged, madam, is o’er-

paid.

All my reports go with the modest truth ;

Nor more nor clipp’d, but so.

Be better suited r

I hese weeds are memories of those worser hours

:

I prithee, put them off.

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam

;

Yet to be known shortens my made intent:
My boon I make it, that you know me not 10
Till time and I think meet.

Cor. Then be’t so, my good lord. [To the
DoSlor] How does the king?

Dodl. Madam, sleeps still.

Cor. O you kind gods,
Cure this great breach in his abused nature

!

The untuned and jarring senses, O, wind up
Of this child-changed father

!

Dodl. So please your majesty
That we may wake the king: he hath slept long.

Cor. Be govern’d by your knowledge, and
proceed

I’ the sway of your own will. Is he array’d? 20
Gent. Ay, madam; in the heaviness of his

sleep
We put fresh garments on him.
Doll. Be by, good madam, when we do awake

him

;

I doubt not of his temperance.
^ or. Very well.
Dodl. Please you, draw near. Louder the

music there

!

Cor. Omy dear father ! Restoration hang
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss
Repair those violent harms that my two sisters
Have in thy reverence made

!

Kent. Kind and dear princess !

Cor. Had you not been their father, these
white hakes 30

Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face"
To be opposed against the warring winds?
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder?
In the most terrible and nimble stroke
Of quick, cross lightning? to watch—poor

perdu !

—

With this thin helm? Mine enemy’s dog.
Though he had bit me, should have stood that

night
Against my fire

; and wast thou fain, poor father,
T o hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn.
In short and musty straw? Alack, alack !

* 40
’Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once
Had not concluded all. He wakes; speak to

him.
Doll. Madam, do you ; ’tis fittest.



Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares

your majesty?
,

.

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o the

grave • v j
Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound

Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears

Do scald like molten lead.

Cor.
Sir, do you know me?

Lear. You are a spirit I know: when did

you die ?

Cor. Still,, still, far wide ! 5°

Lott. He's scarce awake: let him alone

awhile. TO
Lear. Where have I been? Where am I?

Fair daylight?

I am mightily abused. I should e en die with

To see another thus. I know not what to say.

I will not swear these are my hands : let s see

;

I feel this pin prick. Would I were assured

Of my condition

!

Cor. O, look upon me, sir.

And hold your hands in benediction o’er me

:

No, sir, you must not kneel.

Lear. Pray, do not mock me t

I am a very foolish fond old man, 60

Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor less

;

And, to deal plainly,

I fear I am not in my perfeCt mind.

Methinks I shouldknow you, and know this man

;

Yet I am doubtful: for I am mainly ignorant

What place this is; and all the skill I have

Remembers not these garments; nor I know not

Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh

at me

;

For, as I am a man, I think this lady

To be my child Cordelia.

Cor. And so-

1

am, I am. 70

Lear. Be your tears wet? yes, ’faith. I pray,

weep not: ...... .

If you have poison for me, I will drink it.

I know you do not love me ;
for your sisters

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong

:

You have some cause, they have not.

Cor. No cause, no cause.

Leu-r. Am I in France?
.

Kent. In your own kingdom, sir.

Lear. Do not abuse me.

Lott. Be comforted, good madam : the great

rage, . . . ,

You see, is kill’d in him : and yet it is danger

To make him even o’er the time he has lost. bo

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more

Till further settling.

Cor. Will’t please your highness walk?

Lear. You must bear with me

:

Pray you now, forget and forgive : I am old and

^°°
[Exeunt all but Kent and Gentleman.

Gent. Holds it true, sir-, that the Duke of

Cornwall was so slain?

Kent. Most certain, sir.

Gent. Who is conductor of his people ?

Kent. As’ tissaid, the bastard son of Gloucester.

Gent. They say Edgar, his banished son, is

I with the Earl of Kent in Germany. 9*

Kent. Report is changeable. Tis time to

look about ;
the powers of the kingdom approach

apace.

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be blooc

Fare you well, sir.

Kent. My point and period will be througl

wrought,
Or well or ill, as this day’s battle s fought.

[Ex\

ACT V.

Scene I. The British camp,
near Dover

Enter,
with drum and colours.

,

Edmund,
Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers.

Edm. Know of the duke if his last purp<

hold,
. .

Or whether since he is advised by aught
_

To change the course : he’s full of alteration

And self-reproving : bring his constant pleasut

[Tea Gentleman
,
who goes 0

Reg. Our sister’s man is certainly miscarri

Edm. ’Tis to be doubted, madam.
Rev, Now, sweet lo

You know the goodness I intend upon you

:

Tell me—but truly—but then speak the truth,

Do you not love my sister ?

Edm. In honour d love.

Reg. But have you never found my broth'

way
To the forfended place ?

Edm. That thought abuses y

Reg.
’

I am doubtful that you have been c

juncl
And bosom’d with her, as far as we call hers

Edm. No, by mine honour, madam.

Reg. I never shall endure her : dear my lc

Be not familiar with her.

Edm. Fear me not:

She and the duke her husband!

Enter
,
with drum and colours,

Albany,
Goneril, and Soldiers.

Gan. [Aside] I had rather lose the battle t

that sister

Should loosen him and mo.

A lb. Our very loving sister, well be-met.

Sir, this I hear ;
the king is come to his daugh

With others whom the rigour of our state

Forced to cry out. Where I could not be hon

I never yet was valiant : for this business, .

It toucheth us, as France invades our land.

Not bolds the king, with others, whom, I fea

Most just and heavy causes make oppose.

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly.
#

Reg. Why is this reaso

Gon. Combine together ’gainst the enemy

For these domestic and particular broils

Are not the question here.

Alb. Let s then determi.

With the ancient of war on our proceedings.

Edm. I shall attend you presently at your I

Reg. Sister, you’ll go with us?

Gon. No.
Reg. ’Tis most convenient; pray you

with us.

Gon. [Aside] O, ho, I know the riddle.—I wi

As they are going out
,
enter Edgar disgui

Edg. If e’er your grace had speech with

so poor,

l
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:ar me one word.
lib. I ’ll overtake you. Speak.

[Exeunt all but A Ibany and Edgar.
?dg. Before you fight the battle, ope this

letter.
4o

you have victory, let the trumpet sound
r him that brought it : wretched though I seem,
an produce a champion that will prove
lat is avouched there. If you miscarry,
ur business of the world hath so an end,
d machination ceases. Fortune love you

!

lib. Stay till I have read the letter.

Mr-. I was forbid it.

ten time shall serve, let but the herald cry,
d I ’ll appear again.
lib. Why, fare thee well: I will o’erlook thy

paper. {Exit Edgar. 50

Re-enter Edmund.
?.dm. The enemy’s in view; draw up your
powers.

re is the guess of their true strength and forces
diligent discovery ; but your haste
iow urged on you.
[M- We will greet the time. [Exit,
•dm. To both these sisters have I sworn my
love

;

:h jealous of the other, as the stung
: of the adder. Which of them shall I take?
h? one? or neither? Neither can be enjoy’d,
'Oth remain alive : to take the widow
isperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 60
i hardly shall I carry out my side,
r husband being alive. Now then we’ll use'
countenance for the battle

; which being done,
her who would be rid of him devise
speedy taking off. As for the mercy
ich he intends to Lear and to. Cordelia,
: battle done, and they within our power,
11 never see his pardon ; for my state
ids on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit. 69

3ENE II. A Jield between the two camps.

rum within. Enter
,
withdrum andcolours,

ear, Cordelia, and Soldiers, over the stage

;

id exeunt.

i
Enter Edgar and Gloucester.

dg. Here, father, take the shadow of this
tree

\ your good host; pray that the right may
thrive:

/er I return to you again,
bring you comfort.
i°u> Grace go with you, sir

!

[Exit Edgar.

j

rum and retreat within. Re-enter Edgar.

dg. Away, old man; give me thy hand;
away!

I? Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta’en :

me thy hand ; come on.
Pu. No farther, sir; a man may rot even
here.

dg. What, in ill thoughts again? Men must
,
endure

g

Their going hence, even as their coming hither

:

Ripeness is all; come on.
Glou. And that’s true too. [Exeunt.

Scene III. The British camp near Dover.

Enter
, in conquest

, with drum and colours,
Edmund: Lear and Cordelia, prisoners;
Captain, Soldiers, &>c.

Edm. Some officers take them away: good
guard,

Until their greater pleasures first be known
That are to censure them.

Cor.
.

We are not the first
Who, with best meaning, have incurr’d the worst,
lor thee, oppressed king, am I cast down

;

Myself could else out-frown false fortune’s frown.
Shall we not see these daughters and these sisters ?

Lear. No, no, no, no! Come, let’s away to
prison

:

We two alone will sing like birds i’the cage :

When thou dost ask me blessing, I’ll kneel down,
And ask of thee forgiveness : so we’ll live, n
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues
Talk of court news ; and we ’ll talk with them too,
Who loses and who wins; who’s in, who’s out;
And take upon ’s the mystery of things,
As if we were God’s spies : and we ’ll wear out,
In a wall’d prison, packs and se<5ts of great ones,
That ebb and flow by the moon.
Edm.

"
Take them away.

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 20
The gods themselves throw incense. Have I

caught thee?
He that parts us shall bring a brand from heaven,
And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe thine eyes;
The good-years shall devour them, flesh and fell,

Ere they shall make us weep : we ’ll see ’em starve
first.

Come. [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia
,
guarded.

Edm. Come hither, captain
; hark.

Take thou this note [giving a paper\
; go follow

them to prison

:

One step I have advanced thee ; if thou dost
As this instru(5ls thee, thou dost make thy way
To noble fortunes : know thou this, that men 30
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded
Does not become a sword : thy great employment
Will not bear question; either say thou’lt do ’t.

Or thrive by other means.
Capt.

^
I ’ll do ’t, my lord.

Edm. About it; and write happy when thou
hast done.

Mark, I say, instantly ; and carry it so
As I have set it down.
Capt. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats

;

If it be man’s work, I ’ll do ’t. [Exit.

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan,
another Captain, and Soldiers.

A lb. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant
strain, 4Q

And fortune led you well
: you have the captives

That were the opposites of this day’s strife :We do require thern of you, so to use them
As we shall find their merits and our safety
May equally determine.
Edm. Sir, I thought it fit



To send the old and miserable king

To some retention and appointed guard

;

Whose age has charms in it, whose title more,

To pluck the common bosom on his side,

And turn our impress’d lances in our eyes 50

Which do command them. With him I sent the

queen

;

My reason all the same ; and they are ready

To-morrow, or at further space, to appear
#

Where you shall hold your session. At this time

We sweat and bleed : the friend hath lost his

friend

;

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are cursed

By those that feel their sharpness :

The question of Cordelia and her father

Requires a fitter place.

A lb. Sir, by your patience,

I hold you but a subject of this war, 60

Not as a brother.

Reg. That’s as we list to grace him.

Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded,

Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers

;

Bore the commission of my place and person

;

The which immediacy may well stand up,

And call itself your brother.

Gon. Not so hot:

In his own grace he doth exalt himself,

More than in your addition.

Reg. In my rights,

By me invested, he compeers the best.

Gon. That were the most, if he should hus-

band you. 7°

Reg. Jesters do oft prove prophets.

Gon. Holla, holla

!

That eye that told you so look’d but a-squint.

Reg. Lady, I am not well; else I should

answer
From a full-flowing stomach. General,

Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony

;

Dispose of them, of me ;
the walls are thine

:

Witness the world, that I create thee here

My lord and master.

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him?

A lb. The let-alone lies not in your good will.

Edm. Nor in thine, lord.

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. 80

Reg. [To Edmund] Let the drum strike, and

prove my title thine.

Alb. Stay yet; hear reason. Edmund, I ar-

rest thee

On capital treason ; and, in thine attaint.

This gilded serpent [pointing to Gon.]. r or your

claim, fair sister,

I bar it in the interest of my wife :

’Tis she is sub-contra<5led to this lord,

And I, her husband, contradict your bans.

If you will marry, make your loves to me.

My lady is bespoke.

Gon. An interlude

!

Alb. Thou art arm’d, Gloucester: let the

trumpet sound : 9°

If none appear to prove upon thy head

Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons,

There is my pledge [throwing down a glove]'.

I ’ll prove it on thy heart,

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less

Than I have here proclaim’d thee.

Re<r. Sick, O, sick !

Gon. [Aside] If not, I ’ll ne’er trust medicine.

Edm. There’s my exchange [throwing din

a glove] : what in the world he is
.

That names me traitor, villain-like he lies

:

Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach,

On him, on you, who not? I will maintain 1

My truth and honour firmly.

A lb. A herald, ho ! J-ii

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald
!

[

,

A lb. Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy soldie

All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their discharge.

Reg. My sickness grows upon n

A lb. She is not well ;
convey her to my te

[Exit Regan
,
l

Enter a Herald.

Come hither, herald,—Let the trumpet sound

,

And read out this.

Capt. Sound, trumpet !
[A trumpet soun

Her. [Reads] ‘ If any man of quality or degi

within the lists of the army will maintain uf

Edmund, supposed Earl of Gloucester, that h(

a manifold traitor, let him appear by the th

sound of the trumpet : he is bold in his defend

Edm. Sound !
[First truing

Her. Again !
[Second trumj.

Her. Again! [Third trump

[ Trumpet answers with

Enter Edgar, at the third sound
,
armedy

a trumpet before him.

A lb. Ask him his purposes, why he appear

Upon this call o’ the trumpet.

Her. What are you?

Your name, your quality? and why you answe

This present summons?
Edg. Know, my name is losi

By treason’s tooth bare-gnawn and canker-bit

Yet am I noble as the adversary

I come to cope.

Alb. Which is that adversary?
|

Edg. What’s he that speaks for Edmund II

of Gloucester?
;

"Jl
Edm. Himself: what say’st thou to him?

j

Edg. Draw thy swe

|

That, if my speech offend a noble heart,

Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine.

Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours,

My oath, and my profession : I protest,

Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and eminei

Despite thy vidtor sword and fire-new fortune

Thy valour and thy heart, thou art a traitor

;

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy fathe

Conspirant ’gainst this high-illustrious prince

And, from the extremest upward of thy head

To the descent and dust below thy foot,
-

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou ‘No,

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, sire t

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak.

Thou best.

Edm. In wisdom I should ask thy name ;

But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlil

And that thy tongue some say of breeding breaf

What safe and nicely I might well delay

By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn :

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head

;

With the hell-hated lie o’erwhelm thy heart;

Which, for they yet glance by and scarcely brt;

This sword of mine shall give them instant w;
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here they shall rest for ever. Trumpets, speak !

[A larums. TheyJight. Edmundfalls.
Alb. Save him, save him!
Gon. This is practice, Gloucester : 151
t the law of arms thou wast not bound to answer
1 unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish’d,
it cozen’d and beguiled.
AM-

.
Shut your mouth, dame,

with this paper shall I stop it : Hold, sir

;

iou worse than any name, read thine own evil

:

) tearing, lady ; I perceive you know it.

^ .
{Gives the letter to Edmund,

ron. Say, if I do, the laws are mine, not thine :

can arraign me for’t?
4 M. Most monstrous ! oh ! 150
low st thou this paper?
ion. Ask me not what I know. {Exit.
4 lb. Go after her : she’s desperate

;
govern her.

^dm. What you have charged me with, that
have I done

;

d more, much more ; the time will bring it out ;

5 past, and so am I. But what art thou
at hast this fortune on me? If thou’rt noble,
0 forgive thee.
7‘dg'

%
Let’s exchange charity.

Ji no less in blood than thou art, Edmund

;

nore, the more thou hast wrong’d me.
name is Edgar, and thy father’s son.

2 gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 170
ke instruments to plague us

:

; dark and vicious place where thee he got
>t him his eyes.
•dm.

.
Thou hast spoken right, ’tis true

;

• wheel is come full circle ; I am here.
lb. Methought thy very gait did prophesy
ayal nobleness : I must embrace thee

:

sorrow split my heart, if ever I
hate thee or thy father !

dZ' Worthy prince, I know ’t.

lb. Where have you hid yourself? 179
v have you known the miseries of your father?
dg. By nursing them, my lord. List a brief
tale

;

' when ’tis told, O, that my heart would burst

!

bloody proclamation to escape,
t follow’d me so near,—O, our lives’sweetness

!

t we the pain of death would hourly die
Iter than die at once !—taught me to shift
a madman’s rags ; to assume a semblance

t very dogs disdain’d : and in this habit
I my father with his bleeding rings, 189

ir precious stones new lost ; became his guide,
him, begg’d for him, saved him from despair;
^ r >—O fault !—reveal’d myself unto hint,
<1 some half-hour past, when I was arm’d :

sure, though hoping, of this good success,
<’d his blessing, and from first to last
1 him my pilgrimage : but his flaw’d heart,
*» too weak the conflict to support

!

ixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief,
it smilingly.
Ln. This speech of yours hath moved me,
shall perchance do good : but speak you on

;

look as you had something more to say. 201
fb. If there be more, more woeful, hold it in

;

I am almost ready to dissolve,
ring of this.

K This would have seem’d a period
uch as love not sorrbw ; but another.

To amplify too much, would make much more,
And top extremity.
Whilst I was big in clamour came there in a man,
Who, having seen me in my worst estate, 209
Shunn’d my abhorr’d society ; but then, finding
Who ’twas that so endured, with his strong arms
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow’d out
As he ’Id burst heaven

; threw him on my father;
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him
That ever ear received; which in recounting
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life
Began to crack : twice then the trumpets sounded,
And there I left him tranced.

•Alb.
.

But who was this?
Edg. Kent, sir, the banish’d Kent; who in

disguise
Follow’d his enemy king, and did him service 220
Improper for a slave.

Enter a Gentleman, with a bloody knife.
Gent. Help, help, O, help

!

What kind of help?

NTj ,
Speak, man.

Edg. What means that bloody knife ?
Gent. 'Tis hot, it smokes

;

It came even from the heart of—O, she’s dead !

Alb. Who dead? speak, man.
Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady : and her sister

By her is poisoned
; she hath confess’d it.Edm. I was contraaed to them both ; all three

Now marry in an instant.

-r.
Here comes Kent. 229A lb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead

:

This judgement of the heavens, that makes us
tremble,

Touches us not with pity. {Exit Gentleman,

Enter Kent.

. .
O, is this he?

The time will not allow the compliment
Which very manners urges.
Kent. I am come

i o bid my king and master aye good night

:

Is he not here ?

A If • Great thing of us forgot

!

Speak, Edmund, where’s the king? and where’s
Cordelia?

See’st thou this objea, Kent?
{1 he bodies of GonerilandRegan are brought in.
Kent. Alack, why thus?

Yet Edmund was beloved :

I he one the other poison’d for my sake, 240And after slew herself.
Alb. Even so. Cover their faces.
Edm. I pant for life : some good I mean to do,

Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send
Be brief in it, to the castle ; for my writ

*

Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia

:

Nay, send in time.
A lb. Run, run, O, run

!

Edg. To who, my lord? Who hath the office ?
send

Thy token of reprieve.
Edm. Well thought on : take my sword, 2 so

Give it the captain.
Alb. ^aste thee, for thy life. {Exit Edgar.Lam. He hath commission from thy wife andme

I o hang Cordelia in the prison, and
To lay the blame upon her own despair,



That she tordid herself.

Alb. The gods defend her! Bear him hence

awhile. |Edmund is borne off.

Re-enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his

arms

;

Edgar, Captain, and others following.

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl ! O, you are

men of stones

:

Had I your tongues and eyes, 1 Id use them so

That heaven’s vault should crack. She s gone

for ever! 259

I know when one is dead, and when one lives ;

She’s dead as earth. Lend me a looking-glass

;

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone,

Why, then she lives.

Ken t. Is this the promised end?

Ed?'. Or image of that horror?

Alb Fall, and cease !

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives 1 if it be so,

It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows

That ever I have felt.

Kent. [Kneeling] O my good master

!

Lear. Prithee, away.

Edg. ’Tis noble Kent, your friend.

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors

all!

I might have saved her ;
now she ’s gone for ever

!

Cordelia, Cordelia ! stay a little. Ha! 271

What is’t thou say’st? Her voice was ever solt,

Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman.

I kill’d the slave that was a-hanging thee.

Caff. ’Tis true, my lords, he did.

Lfar Did I not, fellow?

T have seen the day, with my good biting falchion

I would have made them skip : I am.old now,

And these same crosses spoil me. Who are you

.

Mine eyes are not o’ the best: I 11 tell you

Kent. If fortune brag of two she loved and

hated, 280

One of them we behold.

Lear. This is a dull sight. Are you not Kent ?

Kent. .

The sa
.

me >

Your servant Kent. Where is your servant Cams ?

Lear. He’s a good fellow, I can tell you that

;

He’ll strike, and quickly too: he’s dead and

rotten.

Kent. No, my good lord ;
I am the very man,—

Lear. I’ll see that straight.

Kent. That, from your first of difference and

decay,

Have follow’d your sad steps.

Lear. You are welcome hith

Kent. Nor no man else : all ’s cheerless, dq

and deadly.
' :

Your eldest daughters have fordone themselve

And desperately are dead.

Lear. Ay, so I think.

Alb. Heknows not what he says : and vain

That we present us to him.

Edg. Very bootless.

Enter a Captain.

Caff. Edmund is dead, my lord.

A lb. That’s but a trifle h(

You lords and noble friends, know our intent.

What comfort to this great decay may come

Shall be applied : for us, we will resign,

During the life of this old majesty,

To him our absolute power: [To Edgar
Kent] you, to your rights

;

With boot, and such addition as your honour;

Have more than merited. All friends shall t;

The wages of their virtue, and all foes

The cup of their deservings. O, see, see ..

Lear. And my poor fool is hang d ! No,

no life!

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life,

And thou no breath at all? Thou ’It come nom
Never, never, never, never, never !

Prav you, undo this button : thank you, sir.

Do you see this? Look on her, look, her lips

Look there, look there ! If

Edg. He faints ! My lord, my 1

Kent. Break, heart; I prithee, break !

Edg Look up> my
Kent. Vex not his ghost : O, let him pass

hates him much
That would upon the rack of this tough wori

Stretch him out longer.
.

Ed^. He is gone, indeed.

Keiit. The wonder is, he hathendured so 1<

He but usurp’d his life.

Alb. Bear them from hence. Our pre

business .

Is general woe. [To Kent and Edgar

\

In

of my soul, you twain

Rule in this realm, and the gored state susta

Kent. I have a journey, sir, shortly to go

;

My master calls me, I must not say no.

A lb. The weight of this sad time we must

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to sz

The oldest hath borne most : we that are yo

Shall never see so much, nor live so long.

lExeunt, with a dead me



OTHELLO,
THE MOOR OF VENICE.

DRAMATIS

Duke of Venice.
Brabantio, a senator.
Other Senators.
Gratiano, brother to Brabantio.
Lodovico, kinsman to Brabantio.
Othello, a noble Moor in the service of the
Venetian state.

Cassio, his lieutenant.

Iago, his ancient.
Roderigo, a Venetian gentleman.
Montano, Othello’s predecessor in the go-
vernment of Cyprus.

ACT I.

Scene I. Venice. A street.

Enter Roderigo and Iago.

lod. Tush! never tell me; I take it much
unkindly

it thou, Iago, who hast had my purse
if the strings were thine, shouldst know of this.
ago. ’Sblood, but you will not hear me :

:ver I did dream of such a matter,
fior me.
y
od. Thou told’st me thou didst hold him in
thy hate.

ago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great
ones of the city,

personal suit to make me his lieutenant,
capp’d to him ; and, by the faith of man, 10
low my price, I am worth no worse a place :

. he, as loving his own pride and purposes,
ides them, with a bombast circumstance
rribly stuff’d with epithets of war

;

1, in conclusion,
lsuitsmy mediators : for, ‘Certes,’ says he,
lave already chose my officer.’

1 what was he ?

sooth, a great arithmetician,
: Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 20
fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife ;

it never set a squadron in the field,
: the division of a battle knows
re than a spinster

; unless the bookish theoric,
erein the toged consuls can propose
masterly as he; mere prattle, without practice,
U his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election

:

l I, of whom his eyes had seen the proof
Rhodes, at Cyprus and on other grounds
istian and heathen, must be be-lee’d and
calm’d

3o
debitor and creditor : this counter-caster,
in good time, must his lieutenant be,

d I—God bless the mark!—his Moorship’s
ancient.

PERSON/E.

Clown, servant to Othello,

Desdemona, daughter to Brabantio and wife
to Othello.

Emilia, wife to Iago.
Bianca, mistress to Cassio.

Sailor, Messenger, Herald, Officers, Gentlemen,
Musicians, and Attendants.

Scene; Venice l a 'Sea-port in Cyprus.

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been
his hangman.

Iago. Why, there’s no remedy
; ’tis the curse

of service,

Preferment goes by letter and aftedtion,
And not by old gradation, where each second
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge your-

self,

Whether I in any just term am affined
To love the Moor.
Rod.

'
I would not follow him then. 40

Iago. O, sir, content you ;

I follow him to serve my turn upon him

:

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters
Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave,
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage,
Wears out his time, much like his master’s ass,
For nought but provender, and when he’s old,

cashier’d:
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are
Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty, 50
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves,
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords,
Do well thrive by them and when they have lined

their coats
Do themselves homage : these fellows have some

soul;
And such a one do I profess myself. For, sir.
It is as sure as you are Roderigo,
Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago:
In following him, I follow but myself;
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty.
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 60
For when my outward adtion doth demonstrate
The native adt and figure of my heart
In compliment extern, ’tis not long after
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve
For daws to peck at : lam not what I am.
Rod. What a full fortune does the thick-lips

owe,
If he can carry ’t thus

!

Iago. Call up her father,
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Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight,

Proclaim him in the streets; incense her kinsmen,

And, though he in a fertile climate dwell,
#
7°

Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy,

Yet throw such changes of vexation on’t.

As it may lose some colour.

Rod. Here is her father’s house ;
I 11 call

aloud.

Iago. Do, with like timorous accent and dire

yell

As when, by night and negligence, the fire

Is spied in populous cities.

' Rod. What, ho, Brabantio ! Signior Brabantio,

hoi
. . ,

Iago. Awake ! what, ho, Brabantio ! thieves

!

thieves! thieves!tnieves : uncvcs

:

Look to your house, your daughter and your bags .

Thieves! thieves! ' 81

Brabantio appears above
,
at a window.

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible sum-

mons?
What is the matter there ?

Rod. Signior, is all your family within?

Iago. Are your doors lock’d ?

Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this?

Iago. ’Zounds, sir, you’re robb’d; for shame,

put on your gown

;

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul

,

Even now, now, very now, an old black ram

Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise;

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 90

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you

:

Arise, I say.
, . 0

Bra. What, have you lost your wits l

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my
voice?

Bra. Not I : what are you?

Rod. My name is Roderigo.

Bra. The worser v/elcome

:

I have charged thee not to haunt about my doors:

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say

My daughter is not for thee; and now, in mad-

Being
1

full of supper and distempering draughts,

Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come 100

To start my quiet.

Rod. Sir, sir, sir,—

Bra. But thou must needs be sure

My spirit and my place have in them power

To make this bitter to thee.
.

Rod. Patience, good sir.

Bra. What tell’st thou me of robbing? this is

Venice

;

My house is not a grange.

Rod. Most grave Brabantio,

In simple and pure soul I come to you.

Iago. ’Zounds, sir, you are one of those that

will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because

we come to do you service and you think we are

ruffians, you’ll have your daughter covered with

a Barbary horse ;
you’ll have your nephews neigh

to you
;
you’ll have coursers for cousins and gen-

nets for germane.
Bra. What profane wretch art thou ?

Iago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you your

daughter and the Moor are now making the beast

with two backs.

Bra. Thou art a villain.

ja <ro. You are—a senator

Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know the

Roderigo. 1

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But, I l

seech you,

If ’t be your pleasure and most wise consent,

As partly I find it is, that your fair daughter,

At this odd-even and dull watch o’ the night,

Transported, with no worse nor better guard

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier,

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,

—

If this be known to you and your allowance,

We then have done you bold and saucy wrong

But if you know not this, my manners tell me 1

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe

That, from the sense of all civility,

I thus would play and trifle with your reverent

Your daughter, if you have not given her leavj

I say again, hath made a gross revolt

;

Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger

Of here and every where. Straight satisfy yo ,

self

:

If she be in her chamber or your house.

Let loose on me the justice of the state

For thus deluding you.
.

Bra. Strike on the tinder, he

Give me a taper ! call up all my people

!

This accident is not unlike my dream

:

Belief of it oppresses me already.

Light, I say ! light !
[Exit abc

Iago. Farewell ;
for I must leave y

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my plac<

To be produced—as, if I stay, I shall

Against the Moor : for, I do know, the state,

However this may gall him with some check,

Cannot with safety cast him, for he’s embark

With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars,

Which even now stand in a6t, that, for their so

Another of his fathom they have none,

To lead their business : in which regard,

Though I do hate him as I do hell-pains.

Yet, for necessity of present life,

I must show out a flag and sign of love,

'Which is indeed but sign. That you shall sui

find him,

Lead to the Sagittary the raised search

;

And there will I be with him. So, farewell.

[E.

Enter
,
below, Brabantio, and Servants wx

torches.

Bra. It is too true an evil: gone she is;

And what’s to come of my despised time

Is nought but bitterness. Now, Roderigo,

Where didst thou see her? O unhappy girl I

With the Moor, say’st thou? Who would 1

father
! ,

How- didst thou know ’twas she? O, she dece

Past thought! What said she to you? Get n

Raise afl my kindred. Are they married, tl

you?
Rod. Truly, I think they are.

Bra. O heaven ! How got she out? O tre;

of the blood ! ,

Fathers, from hence trust not your daugh

minds
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1

ly what you see them adt. Is there not charms
iy which the property of youth and maidhood
lay be abused? Have you not read, Roderigo,
)f some such thing?
Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed.
Bra. Call up my brother. O, would you had

had her

!

ome one way, some another. Do you know
/here we may apprehend her and the Moor?
Rod. I think I can discover him, if you please

'o get good guard and go along with me. 180
Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I ’ll

call

;

may command at most. Get weapons, ho

!

nd raise some special officers of night,
n, good Roderigo : I ’ll deserve your pains,

[Exeunt.

Scene II. Another street.

torOTHELLO, I AGO, and Attendants with
torches.

Iago. Though in the trade of war I have slain
men,

2t do I hold it very stuff o’ the conscience
) do no contrived murder: I lack iniquity
mietimes to do me service : nine or ten times
bad thought to have yerk’d him here under the

ribs.

Oth. ’Tis better as it is.

Iago. Nay, but he prated,
id spoke such scurvy and provoking terms
gainst your honour
lat, with the little godliness I have,
lid full hard forbear him. But, I pray you, sir,

|-e you fast married? Be assured of this, ii
lat the magnifico is much beloved,
id hath in his effedl a voice potential

r
; double as the duke’s : he will divorce you

;

• put upon you what restraint and grievance
ie law, with all his might to enforce it on,
ill give him cable.
^th. Let him do his spite :

/ services which I have done the signiory
all out-tongue his complaints. ’Tis yet to

know,

—

bich, when I know that boasting is an honour,
hall promulgate—I fetch my life and being 21
3m men of royal siege, and my demerits
iy speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune
this that I have reach’d : for know, Iago,
t that I love the gentle Desdemona,
'ould not my unhoused free condition
t into circumscription and confine
r the sea’s worth. But, look ! what lights come
yond?

ago. Those are the raised father and his
friends:

u were best go in.

^tk.
t

Not I : I must be found
: 30

' parts, my title and my perfedt soul
*11 manifest me rightly. Is it they?
ago. By Janus, I think no.

ter Cassio, and certabi Officers with torches.
)th. The servants of the duke, and my lieu-
tenant.

: goodness of the night upon you, friends

!

at. is the news?

Cas.
'

The duke does greet you, general,
And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance,
Even on the instant.

Oth. What is the matter, think you ?
Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine :

It is a business of some heat : the galleys 40
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers
This very night at one another’s heels,
And many of the consuls, raised and met.
Are at the duke’s alread}7,

: you have been hotly
call’d for

;

When, being not at your lodging to be found,
The senate hath sent about three several quests
To search you out.

Oth. ’Tis well I am found by you.
I will but spend a word here in the house.
And go with you. {Exit.

Cas.
'

Ancient, what makes he here?
Iago. ’Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land

carack

:

If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever.
Cas. I do not understand.
I^-S0- He ’s married.
Cas' To who?

Re-enter Othello.
Iago. Marry, to—Come, captain, will you go?

Have with you.
Cas. Here comes another troop* to seek for you.
Iago. It is Brabantio. General, be advised

;

He comes to bad intent.

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers with
torches and weapons.

Oth. Holla ! stand there

!

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor.
Bra' Down with him, thief!

[ They draw on both sides.
Iago. You, Roderigo! come, sir, I am for you.
Oth.

_

Keep up your bright swords, for the dew
will rust them.

Good signior, you shall more command with years
Than with your weapons. 6x
Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow’d

my daughter?
Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her;
For I ’ll refer me to all things of sense,
If she in chains of magic were not bound,
Whether a maid so tender, fair and happy,
So opposite to marriage that she shunn’d
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,
Would ever have, to incur a general mock,
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 70Of such a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight.
Judge me the world, if ’tis not gross in sense
That thou hast pradtised on her with foul charms,
Abused her delicate youth with drugs or minerals
That weaken motion : I ’ll have ’t disputed on

;

’Tis probable and palpable to thinking.
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee
For an abuser of the world, a pradtiser
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant.
Lay hold upon him : if he do resist, 80
Subdue him at his peril.

Oth.
. .

Hold your hands.
Both you of my inclining, and the rest

:

Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it

Without a prompter. Where will you that I go
To answer this your charge?



Bra To prison, till fit time

Of law and course of diredt session

Call thee to answer.

Oth. What if I do obey ?

How may the duke be therewith satisfied,

Whose messengers are here about my side,

Upon some present business of the state

To bring me to him? . .

First Off ’Tis true, most worthy signior

,

The duke’s in council, and your noble self,

I am sure, is sent for.
, ,

. . .,

.

Bra. How ! the duke in council

!

In this time of the night ! Bring him away

:

Mine ’s not an idle cause : the duke himself,

Or any of my brothers of the state,

Cannot but feel this wrong as ’twere their own

;

For if such adtions may have passage free,

Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be.

[Exeunt.

Enter a Messenger.

- Scene III. A council-chamber.

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracioulj

Steering with due course towards the isle .

Rhodes,
Have there injointedthem with an after fleet.

First Sen. Ay, so I thought. How many,

.

you guess?

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now they do re-ste

Their backward course, bearing with frank a

pearance
.

Their purposes toward Cyprus. Signior Montan

Your trusty and most valiant servitor,

With his free duty recommends you thus.

And prays you to believe him.

Duke. ’Tis certain, then, for Cyprus.

Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town?

First Sen. He’s now in Florence.

Duke. Write from us to him ;
post-post-has

dispatch.
.

First Sen. Here comes Brabantio and tl

valiant Moor.

The Duke and Senators sitting at a table

;

Officers attending.

Duke. There is no composition in these news

That gives them credit. .

First Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion d

My letters say a hundred and seven galleys.

Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty.

Sec. Sen. And mine, two hundred

:

But though they jump not on a just account,—

As in these cases, where the aim reports,

»Tis oft with difference—yet do they all confirm

A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus..

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judge-

ment:
I do not so secure me in the error,

But the main article I do approve

In fearful sense.
, , , t , ,

Sailor. [ Within

]

What, ho ! what, ho ! what, ho

!

First Off. A messenger from the galleys.

Enter a Sailor.

T)uke Now, what’s the business?

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for

Rhodes ;

So was I bid report here to the state

By Signior Angelo.
.

Duke. How say you by this change?

First Sen.
.

This cannot be,

By no assay of reason : ’tis a pageant,
.

To keep us in false gaze. When we consider

The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk,

And let ourselves again but understand,

That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes,

So may he with more facile question bear it,

For that it stands not in such warlike brace,

But altogether lacks the abilities

That Rhodes is dress’d in: if we make thought

of this,
, i

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful

To leave that latest which concerns him first,

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain,

To wake and wage a danger profitless. 3°

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he s not for

Rhodes.
First Off. Here is more news.

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Iago,

Roderigo, and Officers.

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight ei

ploy you
Against the general enemy Ottoman.

[To Brabantio] I did not see you; welcom

gentle signior

;

We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night

Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace, p;

don me

;

Neither my place nor aught I heard of busmes

Hath raised me from my bed, nor doth thegenei

care
.

Take hold on me, for my particular grief

Is of so flood-gate and o’erbearing nature

That it engluts and swallows other sorrows

And it is still itself.

Duke. Why, what’s the matter?

Bra. My daughter ! O, my daughter

!

Duke and Sen. Dead ?

Bra.
,

Ay, to m
She is abused, stol’n from me, and corrupted

By spells and medicines bought of mountebank

For nature so preposterously to err,

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense,

Sans witchcraft could not.

Duke. Whoe’er he be that in this foul p

ceeding
Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself

And you of her, the bloody book of law

You shall yourself read in the bitter letter

After your own sense, yea, though our proper *

Stood in your action.

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace.

Here is the man, this Moor, whom now, it seer

Your special mandate for the state-affairs

Hath hither brought.

Duke and Sen. We are very sorry for t.

Duke. [To Othello\ What, in your own pa

can you say to this?

Bra. Nothing, but this is so.

Oth. Most potent, grave, and reverend s

niors,

My very noble and approved good masters.

That I have ta’en away this old man s daughtc

It is most true ;
true, I have married her:
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The very head and front of my offending 80
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my

speech,
And little bless’d with the soft phrase ofpeace :

f or since these arms of mi,ne had seven years’ pith.
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used
Then dearest adtion in the tented field,

And little of this great world can I speak.
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle,
And therefore little shall I grace my cause
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious

patience,
T will a round unvarnish’d tale deliver go
3f my whole course of love; what drugs, what

charms,
What conjuration and what mighty magic,
Tor such proceeding 1 am charged withal,
[ won his daughter.
Bra,. A maiden never bold ;

3 f spirit so still and quiet, that her motion
Slush’d at herself ; and she, in spite of nature,
)f years, of country, credit, every thing,
L’o fad in love with what she fear’d to look on

!

t is a judgement maim’d and most imperfedt
That will confess perfection so could err joo
Vgainst all rules of nature, and must be driven
To find out practices of cunning hell,
Vhy this should be. I therefore vouch again
"hat with some mixtures powerful o’er the blood,
)r with some dram conjured to this effect,
le wrought upon her.
Duke. To vouch this, is no proof,

Without more wider and more overt test
'han these thin habits and poor likelihoods
)f modern seeming do prefer against him.
First Sen. But, Othello, speak : no

)id you by indirect and forced courses
ubdue and poison this young maid’s affections?
)r came it by request and such fair question
is soul to soul affordeth?
Oth. I do beseech you,
end for the lady to the Sagittary,
aid let her speak of me before her father

:

f you do find me foul in her report,
he trust, the office I do hold of you,
Tot only take away, but let your sentence
wen fall upon my life.

Duke.
_

Fetch Desdemona hither. 120
Oth. Ancient, conduct them

: you best know
the place. [.Exeunt Iago and Attendants.

nd, till she come, as truly as to heaven
dp confess the vices of my blood,
0 justly to your grave ears I’ll present
-ow I did thrive in this fair ladps love,
nd she in mine.
Duke. Say it, Othello.
Oth. Her father loved me ; oft invited me

;

till question’d me the story ofmy life, 129
rom year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes,
hat I have pass’d.
ran it through, even from my boyish days,
0 the very moment that he bade me tell it

;

herein I spake of most disastrous chances,
f moving accidents by flood and field,
f hair-breadth scapes i’ the imminent deadly

breach,
f being taken by the insolent foe
nd sold to slavery, of my redemption thence
nd portance in my travels’ history:

Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, 140
Rough quarries, rocks and hills whose heads touch

heaven,
It was my hint to speak,—such was the process

;

And of the Cannibals that each other eat,
I he Anthropophagi and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear
Would Desdemona seriously incline:
But still the house-affairs would draw her thence :

Which ever as she could with haste dispatch,
She ’Id come again, and with a greedy ear
Devour up my discourse : which I observing, 150
l ook once a pliant hour, and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate,
Whereof by parcels she had something heard,
But not intentively : I did consent,
And often did beguile her of her tears.
When I did speak of some distressful stroke
That my youth suffer’d. My story being done,
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs :

She swore, in faith, ’twas strange, ’twas passing
strange, l6o

Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful:
She wish’d she had not heard it, yet she wish’d
That heaven had made her such a man: she

thank’d me.
And bade me, if l had a friend that loved her,
I should but teach him how to tell my story,
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I

spake

:

She loved me for the dangers I had pass’d,
And I loved her that she did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft I have used

:

Here comes the lady
; let her witness it. 170

Enter Desdemona, Iago, and Attendants.

Dttke. I think this tale would win my
daughter too.

Good Brabantio,
Take up this mangled matter at the best

:

Men do their broken weapons rather use
Than their bare hands.
Bra. I pray you, hear her speak

:

If she confess that she was half the wooer.
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame
Light on the man ! Come hither, gentle mistress

:

Do you perceive in all this noble company
Where most you owe obedience ?

Des.
'

My noble father, 180
I do perceive here a divided duty

:

To you I am bound for life and education
;My life and education both do learn me

How to respedt you; you are the lord of duty:
I am hitherto your daughter: but here’s my

.husband,
And so much duty as my mother show’d
To you, preferring you before her father.
So much I challenge that I may profess
Due to the Moor my lord.

Bra. God be wi’ you ! I have done.
Please it your grace, on to the state-affairs : 190
I had rather to adopt a child than get it.

Come hither, Moor:
I here do give thee that with all my heart
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart
I would keep from thee. For your sake, jewel,
I am glad at soul I have no other child

;

For thy escape would teach me tyranny,
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To hang clogs on them. I have done, my lord.

Duke

.

Let me speak like yourself, and lay a

sentence, J99

Which, as a grise or step, may help these lovers

Into your favour.

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended

By seeing the worst, which late on hopes de-

pended.
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone

Is the next way to draw new mischief on.

What cannot be preserved when fortune takes

Patience her injury a mockery makes.

The robb’d that smiles steals something from the

thief;

He robs himself that spends a bootless grief. 209

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile

;

We lose it not, so long as we can smile.

He bears the sentence well that nothing bears

But the free comfort which from thence he hears,

|

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow

|

That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow.

These sentences, to sugar, or to gall,

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal

:

But words are words ; I never yet did hear

That the bruised heart was pierced through the

ear.

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs

of state. 220

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty prepar-

ation makes for Cyprus. Othello, the fortitude

of the place is best known to you ;
and though

we have there a substitute of most allowed suffi-

ciency, yet opinion, a sovereign mistress of effedts,

throws a more safer voice on you: you must

therefore be content to slubber the gloss of your

new fortunes with this more stubborn and bois-

terous expedition. 229
Oth. The tyrant custom, most grave senators,

Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war

My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize

A natural and prompt alacrity

I find in hardness, and do undertake

These present wars against the Ottomites.

Most humbly therefore bending to your state,

I crave fit disposition for my wife,
_

Due reference of place and exhibition,

With such accommodation and besort

As levels with her breeding.

Duke. If you please, 24*

Be ’t at her father’s.

Bra. I’ll not have it so.

Oth. Nor I.

Des. Nor I ; I would not there reside,

To put my father in impatient thoughts
l--- TV/T~c«. rr»^m„c dul<C,By being in his eye. Most gracious

To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear;

And let me find a charter in your voice,

To assist my simpleness.

Duke. What would you, Desdemona?
Des. That I did love the Moor to live with

him, 249

My downright violence and storm of fortunes

May trumpet to the world : my heart’s subdued

Even to the very quality of my lord

:

I saw Othello’s visage in his mind,

And to his honours and his valiant parts

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind,

A moth of peace, and he go to the war,

The rites for which I love him are bereft me,

And I a heavy interim shall support

By his dear absence. Let me go with him. 260

Oth. Let her have your voices. ^1

Vouch with me, heaven, I theiefore beg it not,
!

To please the palate of my appetite,

Nor to comply with heat—the young affedts

In me defundt—and proper satisfaction,

But to be free and bounteous to her mind;
And heaven defend your good souls, that you

think
I will your serious and great business scant

For she is with me : no, when light-wing’d toys &

Of feather’d Cupid seel with wanton dullness 270

My speculative and officed instruments,

That my disports corrupt and taint my business, .

Let housewives make a skillet of my helm.

And all indign and base adversities

Make head against my estimation

!

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine,

Either for her stay or going ; the affair cries

haste,

And speed must answer it.

First Sen. You must away to-night.

Oth. With all my heart.

Duke. At nine i’ the morning here we’ll meet

again. 2^c

Othello, leave some officer behind,

And he shall our commission bring to you

;

With such things else of quality and respedl

As doth import you. ‘

.

Oth. So please your grace, my ancient

A man he is of honesty and trust

:

To his conveyance I assign my wife,

With what else needful your good grace shal

think
To be sent after me.

D7ike. Let it be so. 1

Good night to every one. [To Brab. ] And, nobki

signior,

If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 29^

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. I

First Sen. Adieu, brave Moor; use Desdei

mona well

Bra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hast eyel

to see:

She has deceived her father, and may thee.

[ Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, &c
Oth. My life upon her faith ! Honest Iago,

My Desdemona must I leave to thee

:

I prithee, let thy wife attend on her

;

And bring them after in the best advantage.

Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour

Of love, of worldly matters and diredtiort, 30

To spend with thee : we must obey the time.

[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona

\

Iago,

—

What say’st thou, noble heart?

What will I do, thinkest thou?

Why, go to bed, and sleep.

I will incontinently drown myself.

If thou dost, I shall never love the

afterT Why, thou silly gentleman !

Rod. It is silliness to live when to live is toi

ment ;
and then have we a prescription to di

when death is our physician. 3*

Iago. O villanous ! I have looked upon tn

world for four times seven years; and since

could distinguish betwixt a benefit and an injur)

Rod.
Iago.
Rod.
Iago.
Rod.
Iago.
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I never found man that knew how to love himself.
Ere I would say, I would drown myself for the
love of a guinea-hen, I would change my huma-
nity with a baboon.
Rod. What should I do? I confess it is my

shame to be so fond ; but it is not in my virtue to
amend it. 321
Iago. Virtue! a fig! ’tis in ourselves that we

are thus or thus. Our bodies are our gardens, to
the which our wills are gardeners ; so that if we
will plant nettles, or sow lettuce, set hyssop and
weed up thyme, supply it with one gender of
aerbs, or distract it with many, either to have it

sterile with idleness, or manured with industry,
why, the power and corrigible authority of this
ies in our wills. If the balance of our lives had
lot one scale of reason to poise another of sen-
;uality, the blood and baseness of our natures
vould condudl us to most preposterous conclu-
ions : but we have reason to cool our raging
notions, our carnal stings, our unbitted lusts,

vhereof I take this that you call love to be a sect
tr scion.

Rod. It cannot be.

/ago.

*

It is merely a lust of the blood and a
permission of the will. Come, be a man. Drown
hyself! drown cats and blind puppies. I have
rofessed me thy friend and I confess me knit to
hy deserving with cables of perdurable tough-
ess ; I could never better stead thee than now.
’ut money in thy purse ; follow thou the wars ;

efeat thy favour with an usurped beard; I say,
ut money in thy purse. It cannot be that Des-
emona should long continue her love to the
loor,—put money in thy purse,—nor he his to
er: it was a violent commencement, and thou
lalt see an answerable sequestration put but
loney in thy purse. These Moors are change-
ble in their wills ;—fill thy purse with money :

—

le food that to him now is as luscious as locusts,
lall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida.
he must change for youth : when she is sated
ith his body, she will find the error of her
ioice: she must have change, she must: there-
»re put money in thy purse. If thou wilt needs
imn thyself, do it a more delicate way than
rowning. Make all the money thou canst: if

indlimony and a frail vow betwixt an erring
trbarian and a supersubtie Venetian be not too
ird for my wits and all the tribe of hell, thou
ia.lt enjoy her; therefore make money. A pox
' drowning thyself! it is clean out of the way •

ek thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy
y than to be drowned and go without her.
Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I de-
:nd on the issue? 370
Iago. Thou art sure of me :—go, make money

:

•I have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again
id again, I hate the Moor : my cause is hearted

;

ine hath no less reason. Let us be conjunctive
our revenge against him ; if thou canst cuckold
m, thou dost thyself a pleasure, me a sport,
here are many events in the womb of time which
ill be delivered. Traverse

!
go, provide thy

oney. We will have more of this to-morrow,
iieu. 380
Rod. Where shall we meet i’ the morning?
Ia.go. At my lodging.
Rod. I’ll be with thee betimes.

logo. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Rode-
rigo?

Rod. What say you?
/ago. No more of drowning, do you hear?
Rod, I am changed : I ’ll go sell all my land.

;
[Exit.

/ago. Thus do I ever make my fool my purse ;

For I mine own gain’d knowledge should profane,
If I would time expend with such a snipe,
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor

;

And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my sheets
He has done my office : I know not if ’ t be true

;

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind,
Will do as if for surety. He holds me well

;

The better shall my purpose work on him.
Casslo’s a proper man : let me see now

:

To get his place and to plume up my will 399
In double knavery—How, how?—Let’s see:

—

After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear
That he is too familiar with his wife.
He hath a person and a smooth dispose
To be suspected, framed to make women false.
The Moor is of a free and open nature,
That thinks men honest that but seem to be so,
And will as tenderly be led by the nose
As asses are.

I have’t. It is engender’d. Hell and night
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s

light* [Exit. 410

ACT II.

Scene I. A Sea-port in Cyprus. An open
place near the quay.

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen.
Mon. What from the cape can you discern at

sea?
First Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high-

wrought flood

;

I cannot, ’twixt the heaven and the main,
Descry a sail.

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at
land

;

A fuller blast ne’er shook our battlements

:

If it hath ruffian’d so upon the sea,
What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them,
Can hold the mortise? What shall we hear of

this?

Sec. Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet

:

For do but stand upon the foaming shore, n
The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds ;

The wind-shaked surge, with high and monstrous
mane,

Seems to cast water on the burning bear,
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole

:

I never did like molestation view
On the enchafed flood.

Mon. If that the Turkish fleet
Be not enshelter’d and embay’d, they are drown’d ;

It is impossible they bear it out. 19

Etiter a third Gentleman.

Third Gent. News, lads ! our wars are done.
The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turks,
That their designment halts: a noble ship of

Venice
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance
On most part of their fleet.
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Mon. How ! is this true ?

Third Gent. The ship is here put in,

AVeronesa; Michael Cassio,

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello,

Is come on shore : the Moor himself at sea,

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 29

Mon. I am glad on ’t ;
’tis a worthy governor.

Third Gent. But this same Cassio, though he

speak of comfort
, ,

Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly.

And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted

With foul and violent tempest.

Mon. Pray heavens he be

;

For I have served him, and the man commands

Like a full soldier. Let’s to the seaside, ho

!

As well to see the vessel that’s come in

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello,

! Even till we make the main and the aerial blue

i An indistinct regard.

Third Gent. Come, let s do so : 4°

For every minute is expectancy

Of more arrivance.

Their mortal natures, letting go safely by

The divine Desdemona.
Mon. What is she?

Cos. She that I spake of, our great captain’

captain,

Left in the conduCt of the bold Iago,

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts _

A se’nnight’s speed. Great Jove, Othello guard. I

And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath

That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 71

Make love’s quick pants in Desdemona’s arms,

Give renew’d fire to our extinCled spirits,

And bring all Cyprus comfort

!

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iago, Roderigo
and Attendants.

Enter Cassio.

Cos. Thanks, you the valiant of this warlike

isle,

That so approve the Moor ! O, let the heavens

Give him defence against the elements.

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea.

Mon. Is he well shipp’d?

Cas. His bark is stoutly timber d, and his

pilot
, „

Of very expert and approved allowance ;

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 50

Stand in bold cure.

[A cry within A sail, a sail, a sail

.

O, behold,

The riches of the ship is come on shore !

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees.

Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven.

Before, behind thee and on every hand,

Enwheel thee round l
.

Des. I thank you, valiant CassiO.

What tidings can you tell me of my lord?

Cas. He is not yet arrived : norknow I augh

But that he’s well and will be shortly here. 9
Des. O, but I fear—How lost you company?

Cas. The great contention of the sea and skie

Parted our fellowship—But, hark ! a sail

f Within ‘ A sail, a sail !
’ Gun

Enter afourth Gentleman.

Cas. What noise ?

Fourth Gent. The town is empty; on the

brow o’ the sea

Stand ranks of people, and they cry A sail

!

Cas. My hopes do shape him for the governor.

[Guns heard.

Sec. Gent. They do discharge their shot of

courtesy

:

Our friends at least.
. ,

Cas. I pray you, sir, go lorth.

And give us truth who ’tis that is arrived.

Sec. Gent. I shall.
.

\Extt.

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general

wived? , .

,°°

Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achieved a

That paragons description and wild fame ;

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,

And in the essential vesture of creation

Does tire the ingener.

Re-enter second Gentleman.

How now ! who has put in ?

Sec. Gent. ’Tis one Iago, ancient to the general.

Cas. Has had most favourable and happy

speed:
, ..

Tempests themselves, high seas and howling

winds,
The gutter’d rocks and congregated sands,—

Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel,—

As having sense of beauty, do omit 7 T

[ Within ‘ A sail, a sail !
’ Guns heard

Sec. Gent. They give their greeting to thi

citadel

:

This likewise is a friend.
. 1

Cas. See for the news. [Exit Gentleman

Good ancient, you are welcome. [To- Emilia

Welcome, mistress:

Let it not gall your patience, good Iago,

That I extend my manners ; ’tis my breeding

That gives me this bold show of courtesy.
[Kissing hn

Iago. Sir, would she give you so much of he

lips

As of her tongue she oft bestows on me,

You ’Id have enough.
Des. Alas, she has no speech. =

Iago. In faith, too much ;

I find it still, when I have list to sleep

:

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant,

She puts her tongue a little in her heart,

And chides with thinking.

Emil. You have little cause to say so.

Iago. Come on, come on; you are pictur(|

out of doors,
.

33

Bells in your parlours, wild-cats m your kitchen;

Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, I

Players in your housewifery, and housewives i|

your beds.

Des. O, fie upon thee, slanderer

!

Iago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk:

You rise to play and go to bed to work.

Emil. You shall not write my praise.

Iago. No, let
"l

1 *5 310

Des. What wouldst thou write of me, if the

shouldst praise me ? ,

Iago. O gentle lady, do not put me to t ; I

For I am nothing, if not critical.

Des. Come on, assay. There s one gone

the harbour?
Iago. Ay, madam.
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Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile

The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.

Come, how wouldst thou praise me?
Iago. I am about it ; but indeed my invention

Hornes from my pate as birdlime does from frize ;

it plucks out brains and all : but my Muse labours,

\nd thus she is deliver’d.

f she be fair and wise, fairness and wit, 150
L’he one’s for use, the other useth it.

Des. Well praised! How if she be black and
witty?

Iago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit,

She ’ll find a. white that shall her blackness fit.

Des. Worse and worse.
Emil. How if fair and foolish ?

Iago. She never yet was foolish that was fair ;

"or even her folly help’d her to an heir.

Des. These are old fond paradoxes to- make
ools laugh i’ the alehouse. What miserable praise
.ast thou for her that’s foul and foolish? 141
Iago. There ’s none so foul and foolish thereunto,

>ut does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do.
Des. O heavy ignorance! thou praisest the

*orst best. But what praise couldst thou bestow
11 a deserving woman indeed, one that, in the
uthority of her merit, did justly put on the vouch
f very malice itself?

Iago. She that was ever fair and never proud,
lad tongue: at will and yet was never loud, 150
lever lack’d gold and yet went never gay,
'led from her wish and yet said ‘Now I may/
he that being anger’d, her revenge being nigh,
iade her wrong stay and her displeasure fly,

he that in wisdom never was so frail

I'o change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail,

he that could think and ne’er disclose her mind,
ee suitors following and not look behind,
he was a wight, if ever such wight were,

—

Des. To do what? 160
Iago. To suckle fools and chronicle small beer.
Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion !

)o not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy
usband. How say you, Cassio? is he not a
lost profane and liberal counsellor?
Cas. He speaks home, madam

:
you may relish

im more in the soldier than in the scholar.
Iago. [Aside] He takes her by the palm : ay,

’ell said, whisper : with as little a web as this
ill I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile
pon her, do>; I will gyve thee in thine own court-
up. You say true ; ’tis so, indeed : ifsuch tricks
5 these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it had
een better you had not kissed your three fingers
> oft, which now again you are most apt to play
le sir in. Very good; well kissed ! an excellent
Durtesy ! ’tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers

) your lips? would they were clyster-pipes for
our sake! [Trumpet within.] The Moor! I

now his trumpet. 180
Cas. ’Tis truly so.

Des. Let’s meet him and receive him.
Cas. Lo, where he comes

!

Enter Othello and Attendants.

Oth. O my fair warrior

!

Des. My dear Othello !

Oth. It gives me wonder great as my content
o see you here before me. O my soul’s joy !

f after every tempest come such calms,

May the winds blow till they have waken’d death !

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas

Olympus-high and duck again as low
_

190
As hell’s from heaven ! If it were now to die,

’Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear.

My soul hath her content so absolute
That not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

Des. The heavens forbid
But that our loves and comforts should increase,
Even as our days do grow !

Oth. Amen to that, sweet powers !

I cannot speak enough of this content

;

It stops me here ; it is too much ofjoy

:

And this, and this, the greatest discords be 200
[Kissing her.

That e’er our hearts shall make !

Iago. [Aside] O, you are well tuned now!
But I ’ll set down the pegs that make this music, .

As honest as I am.
Oth. Come, let us to the castle.

News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks are
drown’d. ’

,

How does my old acquaintance of this isle?

Honey, you shall be well desired in Cyprus

;

I have found great love amongst them. O my
sweet,

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote
In mine own comforts. I prithee, good Iago,
Go to the bay and disembark my coffers ; 210
Bring thou the master to the citadel

;

He is a good one, and his worthiness
Does challenge much respecl. Come, Desde-

mona.
Once more, well met at Cyprus.
[Exeunt Othello, Desdemona ,

andA ttendants.
Iago. Do thou meet me presently at the har-

bour. Come hither. If thou be ’st valiant,—as,

they say, base men being in love have then a
nobility in their natures more than is native to
them,—list me. The lieutenant to-night watches
on the court of guard :—first, I must tell thee this

—Desdemona is diredlly in love with him. 221
Rod. With him ! why, ’tis not possible.

Iago. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul be
instrudled. Mark me with what violence she
first loved the Moor, but for bragging and telling

her fantastical lies : and will she love him still for

prating? let not thy discreet heart think it. Her
eye must be fed

;
and what delight shall she have

to look on the devil? When the blood is made
dull with the adl of sport, there should be, again
to inflame it and to give satiety a fresh appetite,

loveliness in favour, sympathy in years, manners
and beauties ; all which the Moor is defective in

;

now, for want of these required conveniences,
her delicate tenderness will find itself abused/
begin to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the
Moor ; very nature will instruct her in it; and
compel her to some second choice. Now, sir,

this granted,—as it is a most pregnant and un-
forced position—who stands so eminent in the
degree of this fortune as Cassio does? a knave
very voluble ; no further conscionable than in

putting on the mere form of civil and humane
seeming, for the better compassing of his salt and
most hidden loose affection ? why, none ; why,
none : a slipper and subtle knave, a finder of oc-
casions, that has an eye can stamp and counter-
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feit advantages, though, true advantage never

present itself; a devilish knave. Besides, the

knave is handsome, young, and hath all those

requisites in him that folly and green minds look

after: a pestilent complete knave-; and the woman
hath found him already.

, n
Rod. I cannot believe that in her ;

she s full

of most blessed condition. ....
Iago. Blessed fig’s-end ! the wine she drinks is

made of grapes: ifshe had been blessed, she would

never have loved the Moor. Blessed pudding!

Didst thou not see her paddle with the palm of

his hand? didst not mark that? 260

Rod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but cour-

lago. Lechery, by this, hand ;
an index and

obscure prologue to the history of lust and foul

thoughts. They met- so near with their lips that

their breaths embraced together. Villanous

thoughts, Roderigo ! when these mutualities so

marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master

and main 'exercise, the incorporate conclusion,

Pish! But, sir, be you ruled by me: I have

brought you from Venice. Watch you to-night

,

for the command, I’ll lay’t upon you. Cassio

knows you not. I’ll not be far from you : do you

find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by

speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline ;
or

from what other course you please, which the

time shall more favourably minister.

Rod. Well. ...
Iago. Sir, he is rash and very sudden in choler,

and haply may strike at you
:
provoke him, that

he may; for even out of that will I.cause these of

Cyprus to mutiny; whose qualification shall

come into no true taste again but by the djsplant-

ing of Cassio. So shall you have a shorter journey

to your desires by the means I shall then have to

prefer them ;
and the impediment most profitably

removed, without the which there were no ex-

pectation of our prosperity.
.

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any

i

opportunity. 29°

I Iago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at

I the citadel : I must fetch his necessaries ashore,

j

Farewell. r _
Rod. Adieu.

|

Iago. That Cassio loves her, I do well be-

lieve it;

i That she loves him, ’tis apt and of great credit

:

! The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not.

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature,

And I dare think he ’ll prove to Desdemona 299

A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too;

Not out of absolute lust, though peradventure

I stand accountant for as great a sin,

But partly led to diet my revenge,

For that I do suspeCt the lusty Moor
Hath leap’d into my seat ;

the thought whereof

Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards

;

And nothing can or shall content my soul

Till I am even’d with him, wife for wife.

Or failing so, yet that I put the Moor
At least into a jealousy so strong 3xo

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to do,

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash

For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,

I’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hip,

Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb—

For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too—

Make the Moor thank me, love me and rewar

me,
For making him egregiously an ass

.

And practising upon his peace and quiet 31

Even to madness. ’Tis here, but yet confused

:

Knavery’s plain face is never seen till used. \Exi.

Scene IT. A street.

Enter a Herald with a proclamation ; Peopl[

following.

Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble an

valiant general, that, upon certain tidings no>

arrived, importing the mere perdition of th

Turkish fleet, everyman put himself into triumph

some to dance, some to make bonfires, each ma

to what sport and revels his addiction leads him

for, besides these beneficial news, it is the cek

bration of his nuptial. So much was his pleasure

should be proclaimed. All offices are open, an

there is full liberty of feasting from this preser

hour of five till the bell have told eleven. Heave

bless tho isle of Cyprus and our noble genen

Othello! [Exeun,

Scene III. A hall in the castle.

Enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and
Attendants.

Oth. Good Michael, look you to the guard t(

night

:

Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop.

Not to outsport discretion.

Cas. Iago hath direction what to do

;

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye

Will I look to’t.

Oth. Iago is most honest.

Michael, good night: to-morrow with your ea

liest
.

Let me have speech with you. \To Desdemoni

Come, my dear love.

The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue

;

That profit’s yet to come ’tween me and you. :

Good night. I

[Exeunt Othello,
Desdemona ,

and Attendant

Enter Iago.

Cas. Welcome, Iago ; we must to the watclj

Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; ’tis not y

ten o’ the clock. Our general cast us thus ear

for the love of his Desdemona; who let us n

therefore blame : he hath not yet made wantc

the night with her ;
and she is sport for Jove.

Cas. She’s a most exquisite lady.

Iago. And, I’ll warrant her, full of game.

Cas. Indeed, she’s a most fresh and delica

creature. . . , . , „

Iago. What an eye she has! methinks

sounds a parley of provocation.

Cas. An inviting eye; and yet methinks rig'

modest. ... .

Iago. And when she speaks, is it not .

alarum to love?

Cas. She is indeed perfeChon.

Iago. Well, happiness to their sheets ! Com

lieutenant, I have a stoup of wine ;
and he,

without are a brace of Cyprus gallants tn.
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)uld fain have a measure to the health of black
hello.

- as . Not to-night, good Iago: I have very
Dr and unhappy brains for drinking : I could
11 wish courtesy would invent some other cus-
n of entertainment.
Tago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup

:

l drink for you.
?as. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and
t was craftily qualified too, and, -behold, what
ovation it makes here : I am unfortunate in
infirmity, and dare not task my weakness
h any more.
ago. What, man ! ’tis a night of revels-: the
lants desire it.

'as. Where are they?
ago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in.
'as. I’ll do ’t; but it dislikes -me. [Exit,
ago. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 50
th that which he hath drunk to-night already,
’ll be as full of quarrel and offence
my young mistress’ dog. Now, my sick fool
Roderigo,

om love hath turn’d almost the wrong side out
Desdemona hath to-night caroused
ations pottle-deep; and he’s to watch:
ee lads of Cyprus, noble swelling spirits,
it hold their honours in a wary distance,
: very elements of this warlike isle,

/e I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups, 60
l they watch too. Now, ’mongst this &ock of
drunkards,

I to put our Cassi© in some action
X may offend the isle.—But here they come :

Dnsequence do but approve my dream,
boat sails freely, both with wind and stream.

’liter Cassio; with him Montano and
entlemen ; Servants following with wine.
is ’Fore God, they have given me a rouse
ady.
r

on. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint
am a soldier.

go. Some wine, ho! 70And let me the canakin clink, clink;
And let me the canakin clink

:

A soldier’s a man

;

A life’s but a span.;

.

Why, then, let a soldier drink,
e wine, boys

!

is. ’Fore God, an excellent song.
go. I learned it in England, where, indeed,
are most potent in potting: your Dane
German, and your swag-bellied Hollander—
k, ho !—are nothing to your English. 81
’s. Is your Englishman so expert in his
ung?
go. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your
i dead drunk; he sweats not to overthrow
Almain

; he gives your Hollander a vomit,
he next pottle can be -filled.

s. To the health oi-our general

!

on * I am for it, lieutenant ; and I ’ll do vou
'e

* 90
To. O sweet England !

King Stephen was a worthy peer,
His breeches cost him but a crown

;

He held them sixpence all too dear.
With that he call’d the tailor lown.

He was a wight of high renown,
And thou art but of low degree :

’Tis pride that pulls the country down

;

Then take thine auld cloak about thee.
Some wine, ho ! IOo

Class. Why, this is a more exquisite song than
the other.

Iago. Will you hear ’ t again ?

Las. No; for I hold him to be unworthy of
his place that does those things. Well, God ’s
above all

; and there be souls must be saved, and
there be souls must not be saved.
Iago. It’s true, good lieutenant.
Cas. For mine own part,—no offence to the

general, nor any man of quality,—I hope to be
saved. IXI
Iago. And so do I too,' lieutenant.

I ,

Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me;
the lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient.
Let’s have no more of this; let’s to our affairs.—
Forgive us our sins !—Gentlemen, let’s look to
our business. Do not think, gentlemen, I am
drunk : this is my ancient; this is my right hand,
and this is my left : I am not drunk now ; I can
stand well enough, and speak well enough. 120
A ll. Excellent well.
Cas. Why, very well then

; you must not think
then that I am drunk. [Exit.
Mon. To the platform, masters; come, let’s

set the watch.
Iago. You see this fellow that is gone before

;

He is a soldier fit to stand -by Caesar
And give direction : and do but see his vice ;

’Tis to his virtue a just equinox,
The one as long as th© other; ’tis pity of him. 130
I fear the trust Othello puts him in,
On some odd time of his infirmity,
Will shake this island.
Mon. But is he often thus?
Iago. ’Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep

:

He 11 watch the horologe a double set,
If drink rock not his cradle.
Mon. It were well

The general were put in mind of it.

Perhaps he sees it not ; or his good nature
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio,
And looks not on his evils : is not this true ? 140

Enter Rodersgo.
Iago. [Aside to him] How now, Roderigo

!

I pray you, after the lieutenant
;
go.

[Exit Roderigo.
Mon. And tis great pity that the noble Moor

Should hazard such a place as his own second
With one of an ingraft infirmity;
It were an honest adlion to say
So to the Moor.
Iago. Not I, for this fair island

:

I do love Cassio well; and would do much
To cure him of this evil—But, hark! what noise?

[Cry within

:

‘ Help ! help !’

Re-enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo.

Cas. You rogue
! you rascal

.

Mon. What’s the matter, lieutenant?
Cas. A knave teach me my duty ! i 5I

I ’ll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle.
Rod. Beat me I
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Cos. Dost thou prate, rogue?
[Striking Roderigo.

;\fon • Nay, good lieutenant;

{Staying him.

I pray you, sir, hold your hand.

Cas. Let me go, sir,

Or I ’ll knock you o’er the mazzard.

Mon Come, come, you re drunx.

Cas. Drunk! {Theyfight.

Iago. [A side to Roderigo]
Away, 1 say ;

go

out, and cry a mutiny. {Exit Roderigo.

Nay, good lieutenant,—alas, gentlemen;
_

Help, ho !—Lieutenant,—sir,—Montano—sir ;—

Help, masters !—Here’s a goodly watch indeed .

v {Bell rings.

Who’s that which rings the bell?—Diablo, ho !

The town will rise : God’s will, lieutenant, hold !

You will be shamed for ever.

Re-enter Othello and Attendants.

Oth. What is the matter here?

Mon ’Zounds, I bleed still; I am hurt to the

death. {Faints.

Oth. Hold, for your lives

!

Iago. Hold, ho! Lieutenant,—sir,—Montano,

—gentlemen,

—

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty?

Hold ! the general speaks to you ;
hold, hold, for

shame
! , . .

Oth. Why, how now, ho ! from whence anseth

this?

Are we turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do that

Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? 17*

For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl

:

He that stirs next to carve for his own rage

Holds his soul light ;
he dies upon his motion.

Silence that dreadful bell : it frights the isie

From her propriety. What is the-matter, masters

.

Honest Iago, that look’st dead with grieving,

Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge

thee.
. , „

,

Iago. I do not know ; friends all but now, even

now,
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom

^

Devesting them for bed ;
and then, but now ioi

As if some planet had unwitted men—
Swords out, and tilting one at other s breast,

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak

Any beginning to this peevish odds

;

And would in a&ion glorious I had lost
_

Those legs that brought me to a part of it

!

Oth. How comes it, Michael, you. are thus

forgot? .

Cas I pray you, pardon me ; I cannot speak.

Oth Worthy Montano, you were wont be

civil;
r .

The gravity and stillness of your youth

The world hath noted, and your name is great

In mouths of wisest censure : what s the matter,

i That you unlace your reputation thus

And spend your rich opinion for the name

Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it.

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger

:

Your officer, Iago, can inform you,—
While I spare speech, which something now

offends me,

—

Of all that I do know : nor know I aught 200

By me that’s said or done amiss this night;

Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice,

And to defend ourselves it be a sin

When violence assails us.

Oth. Now, by heaven,

My blood begins my safer guides to rule

;

And passion, having my best judgement colliet

Assays to lead the way ; if I once stir,

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you

Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began, who set it on

;

And he that is approved in this offence,
^

Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a bir

Shall lose me. What! in a town of war,

Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear.

To manage private and domestic quarrel,

In night, and on the court and guard of safety

’Tis monstrous. Iago* who began ’t?

Mon. If partially affined, or leagued m oft

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth,

Thou art no soldier.

Jago. Touch me not so near

.

I had rather have this tongue cut from my moi

Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio;

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, general

Montano and myself being in speech,

There comes a fellow crying out for help

;

And Cassio following him with determined swc

To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman

Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause

:

Myself the crying fellow did pursue,

Lest by his clamour—as it so fell out—
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foo

Outran my purpose ;
and I return’d the rathe

For that I heard the clink and fall of swords,

And Cassio high in oath; which till to-night

I ne’er might say before. When I came back

For this was brief—I found theni close togeth 1

At blow and thrust ;
even as again they were

When you yourself did part them.

More of this matter cannot I report

:

But men are men ;
the best sometimes forget

Though Cassio did some Ettle wrong to him.

As men in rage strike those that wish them b<

Yet surely Cassio, I believe, received
#

From him that fled some strange indignity,

Which patience could not pass.

Oth I know, Iago,

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter

Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love the

But never more be officer of mine.

i^-£ttfcrDESDEMONA, attended.

Look, if my gentle love be not raised up !

I’ll make thee an example.

jyeSm What’s the mattei

Oth. All’s well now, sweeting; come a

to bed.

Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surge

Lead him off. [To Montano,
who is lea

Iago, look with care about the town.

And silence those whom this vile brawl distrai

Come, Desdemona: ’tis the soldiers life

To have their balmy slumbers waked with st

{Exeunt all but Iago and L a

law. What, are you hurt, lieutenant?

Cas. Ay, past all surgery.

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid

!

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation

I have lost my reputation ! I have lost th e,
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tal part of myself, and what remains is bestial,

reputation, Iago, my reputation !

igo. As I am an honest man, I thought you
received some bodily wound ;

there is more
e in that than in reputation. Reputation is

die and most false imposition : oft got with-

merit, and lost without deserving: you have
no reputation at all, unless you repute your-
such a loser. What, man ! there are ways to

vcr the general again : you are but now cast

s mood, a punishment more in policy than in

ce ; even so as one would beat his offenceless

to affright an imperious lion: sue to him
n, and he’s yours.

is. I will rather sue to be despised than to

ive so good a commander with so slight, so

iken, and so indiscreet an ofiicer. Drunk?
speak parrot? and squabble? swagger? swear?
discourse fustian with one’s own shadow?
iou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no
e to be known by, let us call thee devil

!

go. What was he that you followed with
sword? What had he done to you?

is. I know not.

go. Is ’t possible ?

is. I remember a mass of things, but nothing
i<5tly; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore,
od, that men should put an enemy in their

:hs to steal away their brains ! that we should,

joy, pleasance, revel and applause, transform
ilves into beasts

!

go. Why, but you are now well enough:
came you thus recovered?
x It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to

place to the devil wrath : one unperfedtness
s me another, to make me frankly despise
:lf. 300
go. Come, you are too severe a moraler: as
.ime, the place, and the condition of this

try stands, I could heartily wish this had not
len

; but, since it is as it is, mend it for your
[good.

s. I will ask him for my place again ; he
tell me I am a drunkard! Had I as many
hs as Hydra, such an answer would stop
all. To be now a sensible man, by and by

1
,
and presently a beast ! O strange ! Every

inate cup is unblessed and the ingredient is

'il.

g0

.

Come, come, good wine is a good fami-
reature, if it be well used: exclaim no more
1st it. And, good lieutenant, I think you
: I love you.
s. I have well approved it, sir. I drunk !

go. You or any man living maybe drunk at
ie, man. I’ll tell you what you shall do.

general’s wife is npw the general : I may say
this respedl, for that he hath devoted and

1 tip himself to the contemplation, mark, and
tement of her parts and graces: confess
;elf freely to her ; importune her help to put
n your place again : she is of so free, so kind,
t, so blessed a disposition, she holds it a vice
r goodness not to do more than she is re-

' ed : this broken joint between you and her
1 md entreat her to splinter; and, my fortunes
st any lay worth naming, this crack of your
>hall grow stronger than it was before. 331

You advise me well.

Iago. I protest, in the sincerity of love and
honest kindness.

Cas. I think it freely; and betimes in the

morning I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona
to undertake for me : I am desperate of my for-

tunes if they check me here.

Iago. You are in the right. Good night,

lieutenant ; I must to the watch. 340
Cas. Good night, honest Iago. [Exit.
Iago. And what’s he then that says I play the

villain?

When this advice is free I give and honest,

Probal to thinking and indeed the course
To win the Moor again? For ’tis most easy
The inclining Desdemona to subdue
In any honest suit : she’s framed as fruitful

As the free elements. And then for her
To win the Moor—were’t to renounce his baptism,
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, 350
His soul is so enfetter’d to her love,

That she may make, unmake, do what she list,

Even as her appetite shall play the god
With his weak fun<5tion. How am I then a

villain

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course,

Diredlly to his good? Divinity of hell

!

When devils will the blackest sins put on,

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows,
As I do now : for whiles this honest fool

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes 360
And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor,
I’ll pour this pestilence into his ear,

That she repeals him for her body’s lust

;

And by how much she strives to do him good,
She shall undo her credit with the Moor.
So will I turn her virtue into pitch,

And out of her own goodness make the net
That shall enmesh them all.

Re-enter Roderigo.

How now, Roderigo

!

Rod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a
hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry.

My money is almost spent ; I have been to-night
exceedingly well cudgelled

;
and I think the issue

will be, I shall have so much experience for my
pains* and so, with no money at all and a little

more wit, return again to Venice.
Iago. How poor are they that have not pa-

tience !

What wound did ever heal but by degrees?
Thou know’st we work by wit, and not by witch-

craft ;

And wit depends on dilatory time.

Does’t not go well? Cassio hath beaten thee,

And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier’d

Cassio: 381
Though other things grow fair against the sun.
Yet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe

:

Content thyself awhile. By the mass, ’tis morn-
ing ;

Pleasure and adlion make the hours seem short
Retire thee

;
go where thou art billeted

:

Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter

:

Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Roderigo.] Two
things are to be done :

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress

;

I ’ll set her on
; 390

Myself the while to draw the Moor apart,
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And bring him jump when he may Cassio find

Soliciting his wife: ay, that’s the way:

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [tLXit.

ACT III.

Scene I. Before the castle.

Enter Cassio and some Musicians.

Cas. Masters, play here ; I will content your

pains
; ,

Something that’s brief; and bid Good morrow,

general.’ [Music.

Enter Clown.

Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments

been in Naples, that they speak i’ the nose thus?

First Mas. How, sir, how !

Clo. Are these, I pray you, wind-mstruments?

First Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir.

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tail.
.

First Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 9

Clo. Marry, sir, by many a wind-instrument

that I know. But, masters, here’s money for

you : and the general so likes your music, that he

desires you, for love’s sake, to make no more noise

with it.

First Mus. Well, sir, we will not.

Clo. If you have any music that may not be

heard, to’t again : but, as they say, to hear music

the general does not greatly care.
>

First Mus. We have none such, sir.

Clo. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for

I ’ll away :
go ;

vanish into air ;
away ! 21

[Exeunt Musicians.

Cas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend ?

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend; 1

hear you.
. >

Cas. Prithee, keep up thy quillets. There s

poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman

that attends the general’s wife be stirring, tell her

nn(» Pa«in entreats her a little favour ot

That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus

And great affinity and that in wholesome wisd

He might not but refuse you, but he protests

loves you
.

......
And needs no other suitor but his likings

To take the safest occasion by the front

To bring you in again.

Cas. Yet, I beseech you.

If you think fit, or that it may be done,

Give me advantage of some brief discourse

With Desdemona alone.

Emil. Pray you, come in

:

I will bestow you where you shall have time

To speak your bosom freely.

Cas. I am much bound to you. [hxeu

tnat auenus uic^cuciai ^ — V. ,
— c

there’s one Cassio entreats her a little favour of

speech: wilt thou do this?
. ,

Clo. She is stirring, sir : if she will stir hither,

I shall seem to notify unto her. 3 1

Cas. Do, good my friend. [Exit Clown.

Enter Iago.

In happy time, Iago

lago. You have not been a-bed, then?

Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke

Before we parted. I have made bold, lago,

To send in to your wife : my suit to her

Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona
Procure me some access.

lago .
I ’ll send her to you presently

;

And I ’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor
>

Out of the way, that your converse and business

May be more free. _ ., r
4I

n

Cas. I humbly thank you for t. [Exit Iago.\

I never knew
A Florentine more kind and honest.

Scene II. A room in the castle.

Enter Othello, IaGo, and Gentlemen.

Oth. These letters give, lago, to the pilot

And by him do my duties to the senate

:

That done, I will be walking on the works;

Repair there to me. ,

lago. Well, my good lord, I 11 d

Oth. This fortification, gentlemen, shall

see ’t ?

Gent. We ’ll wait upon your lordship.
[Exei

Scene III. The garden of the castle.

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia

Des. Be thou assured, good Cassio, I will

All my abilities in thy behalf.
. tfj

Emil. Good madam, do : I warrant it gn<

my husband,

As if the case were his.

Des. O, that’s an honest fellow. Do not do

Cassio,

But I will have my lord and you again

As friendly as you were.

Cas. Bounteous madam,

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio,

He’s never any thing but your true servant.

Des. I know’t ; I thank you. You do love

lord: ,

You have known him long ;
and be you wel

He shall in strangeness stand no further off

Than in a politic distance.

Cas. Ay, but, lady,

That policy may either last so long.

Or feed upon such nice and watensh diet,

Or breed itself so out of circumstance,

That, I being absent and my place supplied,
j

My general will forget my love and service.

Des. Do not doubt that ;
before Emilia h«

UeS. UO UUL uuuui > ,

I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee

If I do vow a friendship, I ’ll perform it

. . .1 1 3 _T .11 rpcr •

Enter Emilia.

Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant: I am

For your displeasure ; but all will sure be well.

The general and his wife are talking of it

;

And she speaks for you stoutly : the Moor replies,

II 1 ao VOW H lriciiusiup, X Jr'-**-
.

To the last article : my lord shall never rest

,

I ’ll watch him tame and talk him out ofpaue

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shri

I’ll intermingle every thing he does

With Cassio’s suit : therefore be merry, cas.

For thy solicitor shall rather die

Than give thy cause away.

Emil. Madam, here comes my lord.

Cas. Madam, I’ll take my leave.

Des. Why, stay, and hear me speak.
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'as. Madam, not now : I am very ill at ease,

fit for mine own purposes.
les. Well, do your discretion. {Exit Cassio.

Enter Othello and Iago.

ago. Ha ! I like not that.

Hh.
'

What dost thou say?
ago. Nothing, my lord: or if—I know not
what.

>th. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife?
ago. Cassio, my lord! No, sure, I cannot
think it,

it he would steal away so guilty-like,

ing you coming.
'th. I do believe ’twas he. 40
)es. How now, my lord !

ive been talking with a suitor here,
lan that languishes in your displeasure.
'th. Who is’t you mean?
>es. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my
lord,

have any grace or power to move you,
present reconciliation take

;

if he be not one that truly loves you,
it errs in ignorance and not in cunning,
ive no judgement in an honest face

: 50
ithee, call him back.
th. Went he hence now?

Ay, sooth ; so humbled
t he hath left part of his grief with me,
uiffer with him. Good love, call him back.
th. Not now, sweet Desdemona; some other
time.

’es

.

But shall ’t be shortly ?

th. The sooner, sweet, for you.
'es. Shall ’t be to-night at supper?
th.

'

No, not to-night.

'es. To-morrow dinner, then?
th. I shall not dine at home

;

eet the captains at the citadel.

'es. Why, then, to-morrow night
; or Tuesday

morn ;
' 60

Tuesday noon, or night; on Wednesdaymorn

:

ithee, name the time, but let it not
eed three days: in faith, he’s penitent;
i yet his trespass, in our common reason

—

e that, they say, the wars must make exam-
ples

of their best—is not almost a fault

incur a private check. When shall he come?
me, Othello : I wonder in my soul,

at you would ask me, that I should deny,
stand so mammering on. What ! Michael
Cassia, 70

t came a-wooing with you, and so many a
time,

~n I have spoke of you dispraisingly,
h ta’en your part ; to have so much to do
Jring him in ! Trust me, I could do much,

—

th. Prithee, no more : let him come when he
will

;

11 deny thee nothing.
es. Why, this is not a boon

;

as I should entreat you wear your gloves,
eed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm,
;ue to you to do a peculiar profit

four own person : nay, when I have a suit 80
irein I mean to touch your love indeed,
lall be full of poise and difficult weight

And fearful to be granted.
Oth. I will deny thee nothing

:

Whereon, I do beseech thee-, grant me this,

To leave me but a little to myself.
Des. Shall I deny you? no : farewell, my lord.
Oth. Farewell, my Desdemona: I’ll come to

thee straight.

Des. Emilia, come. Be as your fancies teach
you

;

Whate’er you be; I am obedient.
{Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia.

Oth. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my
soul, 90

But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not,
Chaos is come again.
Iago. My noble lord,—
Oth. What dost thou say, Iago?
Iago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo’d

my lady,

Know of your love ?

Oth. He did, from first to last: why dost
thou ask?

Iago. But for a satisfaction of my thought

;

No further harm.
Oth. Why of thy thought, Iago ?

Iago. I did not think he had been acquainted
with her.

Oth. O, yes ; and went between us very oft.

Iago,. Indeed! 101
Oth. Indeed! ay, indeed: discern’st thou

aught in that?
Is he not honest?
Iago. Honest, my lord !

Oth. Honest ! ay, honest.
Iago. My lord, for aught I know.
Oth. What dost thou think?
Iago. Think, my lord !

Oth. Think, my lord

!

By heaven, he echoes me,
As if there were some monster in his thought
Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean some-

thing :

I heard thee say even now,, thou likedst not that,

When Cassio left my wife : what didst not like ?

And when I told thee he was. of my counsel m
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst

‘Indeed !’

And didst contract and purse thy brow together,
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain
Some horrible conceit: if thou dost love me,
Show me thy thought.
Iago. My lord, you know I love you.
Oth. I think thou dost

;

And, for I know thou ’rt full of love and honesty,
And weigh’st thy words before thou givest them

breath,
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more

:

For such things in a false disloyal knave 12

1

Are tricks of custom, but in a man that’s just
They are close delations, working from the heart
That passion cannot rule.

Iago. For Michael Cassio,
I dare be sworn I think that he is honest.

Oth. I think so too.

Iago. Men should be what they seem ;

Or those that be not, would they might seem none

!

Oth. Certain, men should be what they seem.
Iago. Why, then, I think Cassio ’s an honest

man.
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Oth. Nay, yet there’s more in this: 130

I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings,

As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of

thoughts
The worst of words.

Iago. Good my lord, pardon me :

Though I am hound to every adl of duty,

I am not bound to that all slaves are free to.

Utter my thoughts ? Why, say they are vile and

false
; .

As where’s that palace whereinto foul things

Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure,

But some uncleanly apprehensions

Keep leets and law-days and in session sit 140

With meditations lawful?

Oth. Thou dost conspire against thy friend,

Iago,

Ifthou butthink’st him wrong’d and makesthis ear

A stranger to thy thoughts.

Iago. I do beseech you—
Though I perchance am vicious in my guess,

As, 1 confess, it is my nature’s plague

To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy

Shapes faulty that are not—that your wisdom vet,

From one that so imperfectly conceits,

Would take no notice, nor build yourselfa trouble

Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 151

It were not for your quiet nor your good,

Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom,

To let you know my thoughts.

Oth. What dost thou mean?

Iago. Good name in man and woman, dear my
lord,

Is the immediate jewel of their souls

:

Who steals my purse steals trash; ’tis something,

nothing

;

’Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been slave to thou-

sands ;

But he that filches from me my good name
Robs me of that which not enriches him 160

And makes me poor indeed.

Oth. By heaven, I’ll know thy thoughts.

Iago. You cannot, if my heart were in your

hand

;

Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody.

Oth. Ha
! . .

Iago

.

O, beware, my lord, of jealousy

;

It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock

The meat it feeds on : that cuckold lives in bliss

Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger

;

But, O, what damned minutes tells he o’er

Who dotes, yet doubts, suspe&s, yet strongly

loves !
I 7°

Oth. O misery!

Iago. Poor and content is rich and rich enough,

But riches fineless is as poor as winter

To him that ever fears he shall be poor.

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend

From jealousy

!

Oth. Why, why is this?

Think’st thou I ’Id make a life of jealousy,

To follow still the changes of the moon
_

With fresh suspicions? No ; to be once in doubt

Is once to be resolved : exchange me for a goat,

When I shall turn the business of my soul 181

To such exsufflicate and blown surmises,

Matching thy inference. ’Tis not to make me
jealous

To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company

Is free of speech, sings, plays and dances wel

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous:

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw

The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt

;

For she had eyes, and chose me. No, Iago

I ’ll see before I doubt ;
when I doubt, prove

And on the proof, there is no more but this,-

Away at once with love or jealousy

!

Iago. I am glad of it ;
lor now I shall

reason
To show the love and duty that I bear you

With franker spirit: therefore, as I am bourn

Receive it from me. I speak not yet of proo

Look to your wife ;
observe her well with Cas

Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure:

I would not have your free and noble nature,

Out of self-bounty, be abused ; look to’t:

I know our country disposition well

;

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks

They dare not show their husbands ;
their

conscience

Is not to leave ’t undone, but keep’t unknowr

Oth. Dost thou say so?

Iago. She did deceive her father, marr

you
; m

And when she seem’d to shake and fear your lo

She loved them most.

Oth. And so she did.

Iago.
.

Why, go to tl

She that, so young, could give out such a s<

ing,
,

.

To seel her father’s eyes up close as oak—
He thought ’ twas witchcraft—but I am muc

blame

;

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon

For too much loving you.

Oth. I am bound to thee for e

Iago. I see this hath a little dash’d your sp

Oth. Not a jot, not a jot.

Iago. I* faith, I fear it

I hope you will consider what is spoke

Comes from my love. But I do see you ’re mo

I am to pray you not to strain my speech

To grosser issues nor to larger reach

Than to suspicion.

Oth. I will not.

Iago. Should you do so, my Ion

My speech should fall into such vile success

As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio’s my wc

friend

—

My lord, I see you’re moved.
Oth. No, not much mo

I do not think but Desdemona’s honest.

Iago. Long live she so ! and long live y
think so ! .

Oth. And yet, how nature erring from ltst

Iago. Ay, there’s the point: as—to be

with you

—

Not to affeCt many proposed matches

Of her own clime, complexion, and degree,

Whereto we see in all things nature tends—

Foh ! one may smell in such a will most rani

Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural.

But pardon me ;
I do not in position

Distinctly speak of her ;
though I may fear

Her will, recoiling to her better judgement,

May fall to match you with her country forr

And happily repent.

Oth. Farewell, farewell

:
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more thou dost perceive, let me know more ;

t on thy wife to observe : leave me, Iago. 240
Iago. [Going] My lord, I take my leave.
Oth. Why did I marry ? This honest creature

doubtless
esandknowsmore, much more, than he unfolds.
[ago. [Returning] My lord, I would I might

entreat your honour
» scan this thing no further

; leave it to time

:

tough it be fit that Cassio have his place,
•r, sure, he fills it up with great ability,
t, if you please to hold him off awhile,
iu shall by that perceive him and his means:
»te, if your lady strain his entertainment 250
ith any strong or vehement importunity;
ich will be seen in that. In the mean time,
t me be thought too busy in my fears—
worthy cause I have to fear I am—
d hold her free, I do beseech your honour.
1th. Fear not my government.
r

ago. I once more take my leave. [Exit.
1th. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty,
d knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 259
human dealings. If I do prove her haggard,
ough that herjesses were my dear heart-strings,
i whistle her off and let her down the wind,"
prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black
d have not those soft parts of conversation
at chamberers have, or for I am declined
0 the vale of years,—yet that’s not much—
:’s gone. I am abused ; and my relief
st be to loathe her. O curse of marriage,
at we can call these delicate creatures ours,
1 not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad,
i live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 271
in keep a corner in the thing I love
others uses. Yet, ’tis the plague of great
ones

;

rogatived are they less than the base ;

» destiny unshunnable, like death :

m then this forked plague is fated to us
en we do quicken. Desdemona comes

:

I Re-enter Desdemona and Emilia.
he be false, O, then heaven mocks itself!
not believe ’t.

)es
•

.
How now, my dear Othello

!

ir dinner, and the generous islanders 2S0
you invited, do attend your presence,
th. I am to blame.

Why do you speak so faintly?
you not well ?

th. I have a pain upon my forehead here.
es. Faith, that ’s with watching

; ’twill away
again:
me but bind it hard, within this hour
'ill be well.
th. Your napkin is too little

:

Heputs the handkerchieffrom him ; and it
1 > drops.
it alone. Come, I ’ll go in with you.
es. I am very sorry that you are not well.

T
[Exeunt Othello and Desdemona.

mil. I am glad I have found this napkin ; 290
* was her first remembrance from the Moor

:

wayward husband hath a hundred times

f me to steal it ; but she so loves the token,
“e conjured her she should ever keep it,
t she reserves it evermore about her

I o kiss and talk to. I ’ll have the work ta’en out,
And give ’t Iago : what he will do with it

Heaven knows, not I

;

I nothing but to please his fantasy.

Re-enter Iago.
Iago. How now ! what do you here alone ? 300Emil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for

you.
Iago. A thing for me? it is a common thing—
Emil. Ha!
Iago. To have a foolish wife.
Emil. O, is that all? What will you give me now

For that same handkerchief?

What handkerchief?
Emil. What handkerchief!

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona

;

That which so often you did bid me steal.
Iago. Hast stol’n it from her? 310
Emil. No, ’faith

; she let it drop by negligence.
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took ’t up.
Look, here it is.

Iago. A good wench
;
give it me.Emil. What will you do with ’t, that you have

been so earnest
To have me filch it?

/ago. [Shatching it] Why, what ’s that to you ?
Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import.

Give ’t me again
; poor lady, she’ll run mad

When she shall lack it.

Iago. Be not acknown on ’t ; I have use for it.

Go, leave me. [Exit Emilia. 320
I will m Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin.
And let him find it. Trifles light as air
Are to the jealous confirmations strong
As proofs of holy writ ; this may do something.
The Moor already changes with my poison :

Dangerous conceits are, in their natures, poisons,Which at the first are scarce found to distaste,
But with a little adl upon the blood,
Burn like the mines of sulphur. I did say so

:

Look, where he comes

!

Re-enter Othello.
Not poppy, nor mandragora, 330

JN or all the drowsy syrups of the world,
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep
Which thou owedst yesterday.

Oik* Ha! ha! false to me?
Iago. Why, how now, general ! no more ofthat.
Oth. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set me on

the rack :

I swear ’tis better to be much abused
Than but to know ’t a little.

ia-gO' How now, my lord !

Oth. What sense had I of her stol’n hours of
lust ?

I saw t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me

:

I slept the next night well, was free and merry;
I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips

: 341He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stol’n,
Let him not know ’t, and he’s not robb’d at all.
/ago. I am sorry to hear this.

Oth. I had been happy, if the general camp,
Pioners and all, had tasted her sweet body,
So I had nothing known. O, now, for ever
Farewell the tranquil mind! farewell content!
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars,
That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell

! 350
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Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump,

The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing rife,

riM _ 1 onrl oil nil^llfV.The royal banner, and all quality,

Pride, pomp and circumstance of glorious war

.

And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats

The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit,

Farewell ! Othello’s occupation’s gone I

Iago. Is’t possible, my lord?

Oth. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a

whore, ^
Be sure of it ;

give me the ocular proof; 3°°

Or, by the worth of man’s eternal soul,

Thou hadst been better have been born a dog

Than answer my waked wrath

!

jagQ%
Is’t come to this?

Oth. Make me to see’t; or, at the least, so

prove it, .

That the probation bear no hinge nor loop

To hang a doubt on ;
or woe upon thy life .

Iago. My noble lord,

—

. Oth. If thou dost slander her and torture me,

Never pray more ;
abandon all remorse ,

On horror’s head horrors accumulate ; 37°

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amazed ;

For nothing canst thou to damnation add

Greater than that. .

Iago.
' O grace ! O heaven forgive me

!

Are you a man? have you a soul or sense?

God be wi’ you ;
take mine office. O wretched fool,

That livest to make thine honesty a vice 1

0 monstrous world! Take note, take note, O
world,

To be direct and honest is not safe.

1 thank you for this profit; and from hence

I ’ll love no friend, sith love breeds such offence.

Oth Nay, stay : thou shouldst be honest. 381

Iago. I should be wise, for honesty ’s a fool

Andloses that it works for.

Oth. By the world,

I think my wife be honest and think she is not

,

I think that thou art just and think thou art not.

I’ll have some proof. Her name, that was as

As Dian’s visage, is now begrimed and black

As mine own face. If there be cords, or knives,

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams.

I’ll not endure it. Would I were satisfied
! #

39°

Iago. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion :

I do repent me that I put it to you.

You would be satisfied? _ ...

Oth Would ! nay, I will.

Iago. And may: but, how? how satisfied, my
lord?

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on—
Behold her topp’d? . .

Oth. Death and damnation ! O !

Iago. It were a tedious difficulty, I think.

To bring them to that prospetf: : damn them

then.

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster

More than their own ! What then ? how then ?

What shall I say? Where’s satisfaction? 401

It is impossible you should see this,

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys,

As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross

As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say,

If imputation and strong circumstances.

Which lead direaiy to the door of truth,
^

Will give you satisfaction, you may have t.

Oth. Give me a living reason she’s disloyal

Iago. I da not like the office: 1

But, sith I am enter’d in this cause so far,

Prick’d to ’t by foolish honesty and love,

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately

;

And, being troubled with a raging tooth,

I could not sleep.

There are a kind of men so loose of soul,

That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs:

One of this kind is Cassio

:

In sleep I heard him say ‘ Sweet Desdemoaa,
j

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves;’
< j]

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring 1

hand,
, . ,

Cry ‘ O sweet creature !
’ and then kiss me har

As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots

That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg

Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss d ;
and th

Cried ‘ Cursed fate that gave thee to the Mooi

Oth. O monstrous ! monstrous

!

Jago. Nay, this was but his drer.

Oth'. But this denoted a foregone conclusio

’Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream

Iago. And this may help, to thicken otlj

proofs

That do demonstrate thinly.
. J

Oth. I ’ll tear her all to piec|

Iago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see noth

done
; ,.

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this.

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief

Spotted with strawberries in your wife’s hand

Oth. I gave her such a one; ’twas my t:

logo!' I know not that: but such a ha-

kerchief—
, _ _ j

I am sure it was your wife s—-did I to-day

See Cassio wipe his beard with.

Oth. If xt be that»~

Iago If it be that, or any that was hers, J

It speaks against her with the other proofs, 1

Oth. O, that the slave had forty thous;!

lives

!

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge.

Now do I see ’tis true. Look here, Iago ; [

All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven.

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell

Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted thro

To tyrannous hate ! Swell, bosom, with

fraught.

For ’tis of aspics’ tongues

!

j.ag0% Yet be content.

Oth. O, blood, blood, blood
! <

Iago. Patience, I say; your mind pert

may change.

Oth. Never, Iago. Like to the Pontic se

Whose icy current and compulsive course

Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on

To the Propontic and the Hellespont,

Even so my bloody thoughts with violent pa

Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble lo'

Till that a capable and wide revenge

Swallow them up. Now, by yond ma

heaven, ,

{Kneels} In the due reverence of a sacred vc

I here engage my words.

Iago. Do not rise yet.

[Kneels] Witness, you ever-burning lights a

b

(
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)U elements that clip us round about,
itness that here Iago doth give up
le execution of his wit, hands, heart,
> wrong’d Othello’s service! Let him com-

mand,
id to obey shall be in me remorse,.
hat bloody business ever.

[ They rise.
Oth.

.
I greet thy love,

)t with vain thanks, but with acceptance
bounteous, 470

id will upon the instant put thee to ’t

:

thin these three days let me hear thee say
at Cassio ’s not alive.
Tago. My friend is dead ; ’tis done at vour

request

:

t let her live.

Oth . Damn her, lewd minx! O, damn her!
me, go with me apart'; I will withdraw,
furnish me with some swift means of death

:

the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.
ago. I am your own for ever. [Exeunt

.

Scene IV. Before the castle.

Enter Desdemqna, Emilia, and Clown.
Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant

.sio lies?

'lo. I dare not say he lies any where.
\\es. Why, man?
'lo. He’s a soldier, and for one to say a
Her lies, is stabbing.
*es. Go to : where lodges he?
lo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell
where I lie.

}es. Can.any thing be made of this? 10
lo. I know not where he lodges, and for me
levise a lodging and say he lies here or he
there, were to lie in mine own throat.
es- Can you inquire him out, and be edified
eport?

1°. I will catechize the world for him ; that
lake questions, and by them answer.
es. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell
I have moved my lord on his behalf, and

i all will be well. 2Q
0. To do this is within the compass of man’s
and therefore I will attempt the doing it.

[Exit.
Where should I lose that handkerchief,

Emilia ?

mil. I know not, madam.
?s. Believe me, I had rather have lost my
purse
of crusadoes : and, but my noble Moor
ue of mind and made of no such baseness
lalous creatures are, it were enough
ut him to ill thinking.

\fol- Is he not jealous?
’s- Who, he ? I think the sun where he was

j

horn

r such humours from him.
\
m l‘

<
Look, where he comes.

‘s- I will not leave him now till Cassio
ail’d to him.

Enter Othello.
How is ’t with you, my lord?

Well, my good lady. [Aside] O, hard-
ness to dissemble !

—

How do you, Desdemona?
00es. Well, my good lord.
Oth. Give me your hand : this hand is moist,

my lady.

Des. It yet hath felt no age nor known no
sorrow.

Oth. This argues fruitfulness and liberal
heart

:

Hot, hot, and moist: this hand of yours requires
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer, 40
Much castigation, exercise devout

;

For here’s a young and sweating devil here,
That commonly rebels. ’Tis a good hand,
A frank one.

Des. You may, indeed, say so

;

For ’twas that hand that gave away my heart.
Oth. A liberal hand : the hearts of old gave

hands

;

But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts.
Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your

promise.
Oth. What promise, chuck?
Des. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak

with you.
Oth. I have a salt and sorry rheum offends me ;

Lend me thy handkerchief.
Des. Here, my lord.
Oth. That which I gave you.
Des. I have it not about me.
Oth. Not?
Des. No,' indeed, my lord.
Oth-

„ That is a fault,
i hat handkerchief
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ;

She was a charmer, and could almost read
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she

kept it,

’Twould make her amiable and subdue my father
Entirely to her love, but if she lost it 60
Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye
Should hold her loathed and his spirits should

hunt
After new fancies : she, dying, gave it me

;

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive,
To give it her.. I did so : and take heed on ’t;
Make it a darling like your precious eye

;

To lose ’t or give ’t away were such perdition
As nothing else could match.

00es.
.

Is ’t possible?
Oth. ’Tis true : there ’s magic in the web of it :

A sibyl, that had number’d in the world 70
The sun to course two hundred compasses.
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work;
The worms were hallow’d that did breed the silk;
And it was dyed in mummy which the skilful
Conserved of maidens’ hearts.
00es. Indeed ! is’t true?
Oth. Most veritable; therefore look to ’t well.
Des. Then would to God that I had never

seen ’t

!

Oth. Ha ! wherefore ?

Des. Why do you speak so startingly and rash?
Oth. Is’t lost? is’t gone? speak, is it out o’

the way?
Des. Heaven bless us !

Oth. Say you ?

Des. It is not lost
; but what an if it were ?

Oth. How

!

Des. I say, it is not lost.

80
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Qth Fetch ’t, let me see ’t.

Des. Why, so I can, sir, but I will not now.

This is a trick to put me from my suit

:

Pray you, let Cassio be received again.
.

Oth. Fetch me the handkerchief: my mind

misgives.

Des. Come, come
; #

9°

You’ll never meet a more sufficient man.

Oth. The handkerchief! .

j)es I pray, talk me of Cassio.

Oth. The handkerchief!
.

j)es% A man that all his time

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love,

Shared dangers with you,-—

Oth. The handkerchief!

Des. In sooth, you are to blame.

Oth. Away! LExit.

Emil. Is not this man jealous?

Des. I ne’er saw this before. T?°

Sure, there’s some wonder in this handkerchief

:

I am most unhappy in the loss of it.

Emil. ’Tis not a year or two shows us a man

:

They are all but stomachs, and we all but food

;

They eat us hungerly, and when they are full,

They belch us. Look you, Cassio and my hus-

band !

Enter Cassio and Iago.

Iago. There is no other way; ’tis she must do ’t

And, lo, the happiness ! go, and importune her.

Des. How now, good Cassio Pwhat s the news

with you? _ , , ,

Cas. Madam, my former suit: I do beseech you

That by your virtuous means I may again in
Exist, and be a member of his love

Whom I with all the office of my heart

Entirely honour : I would not be delay d.

If my offence be of such mortal kind

That nor my service past, nor present sorrows,

Nor purposed merit in futurity,

Can ransom me into his love again,

But to know so must be my benefit

;

So shall I clothe me in a forced content, 12c

And shut myself up in some other course,

To fortune’s alms. .

j)es. Alas, thnce-gentle Cassio !

My advocation is not now in tune ;

My lord is not my lord ;
nor should I know him,

Were he in favour as in humour alter’d.

So help me every spirit san6tified.

As I have spoken for you all my best

And stood within the blank -of his displeasure

For my free speech !
you must awhile be patient

:

What I can do I will; and more I will 13°

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you.

Iago. Is my lord angry?
He went hence but now,

And certainly in strange unquietness.

Iago. Can he be angry? I have seen the

cannon,
When it hath blown his ranks into the air.

And, like the devil, from his very arm

Puff’d his own brother and can he be angp” i

Something of moment then : I will go meet him

:

There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry.

Des. I prithee, do so. {Exit Iago.

Something, sure, of state,
.

140

Either from Venice, or some unhatch’d practice

Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him,

Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and in such case

Men’s natures wrangle with inferior things,

Though great ones are their obje<5t. ’Tisev<

For let our finger ache, and it indues

Our other healthful members even to that sense

Of pain : nay, we must think men are not gods.

Nor of them look for such observances

As fit the bridal. Beshrew me much, Emilia, 1

I was, unhandsome warrior as I am,

Arraigning his unkindness with my soul

;

But now 1 find I had suborn’d the witness,

And he’s indidled falsely.

Emil. Pray heaven it be state-matters, as y
think,

And no conception nor no jealous toy

Concerning you.
.

Des. Alas the day 1 I never gave him cause

Emil. Butjealous souls will not be answer d s

They are not ever jealous for the cause, i

But jealous for they are jealous : ’tis a monstei

Begot upon itself, born on itself.

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othell

mind

!

Emil. Lady, amen.
.

Des. I will go seek him. Cassio, walk he

about

:

If I do find him fit, I’ll move your suit

And seek to effedt it to my uttermost.

Cas

%

I humbly thank your ladyship.

\Exeunt Desdemona and Emil

E?iter Bianca.

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio

!

Cas. What make you from hoi)

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca?

I’ faith, sweet love, I was coming to your hou-

Bian. And I was going to your lodging, Cas:

What, keep a week away? seven days and mgr

Eight score eight hours? and lovers’ absent hoi

More tedious than the dial eight score times?

0 weary reckoning

!

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca

:

1 have this while with leaden thoughts b

press’d

;

But I shall, in a more continuate time,

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianc

[1Giving her Desdemona's handkerch

Take me this work out.
.

Bian. O Cassio, whence came this?

This is some token from a newer friend

:

To the felt absence now I feel a cause :

Is’t come to this? Well, well.

Cas. Go to, woman

!

Throw your vile guesses in the devil’s teeth,

From whence you have them. You are jea

now
That this is from some mistress, some rein

brance

:

No, in good troth, Bianca.
. ...

Bian Why whose is it?

* Cas. I know not, sweet: I found it in

chamber. ... , ,

I like the work well : ere it be demanded

As like enough it will—I ’Id have it copied:

Take it, and do’ t ;
and leave me for this time

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ?

Cas. I do attend here on the general

;

And think it no addition, nor my wish,

To have him see me woman’d.
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Bian. Why, I pray you ?

Cas. Not that I love you not.
Bian. But that you do not love me.
pray you, bring me on the way a little,

aid say if I shall see you soon at night.
Cas. ’Tis but a little way that I can bring you

;

or I attend here : but I ’ll see you soon. 200
Bian. ’Tis very good ; I must be circumstanced.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Cyprus. Before the castle.

Enter Othello and Iago.

Iago. Will you think so ?

Oth. Think so, Iago !

Iago.
' '

What,
0 kiss in private ?

Oth. An unauthorized kiss.

Iago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed
n hour or more, not meaning any harm ?

Oth. Naked in bed, Iago, and not mean harm

!

is hypocrisy against the devil

:

hey that mean virtuously, and yet do so,

he devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt
heaven.

Iago. So they do nothing, ’tis a venial slip

:

at if I give'my wife a handkerchief,— 10
Oth. What then ?

Iago.
_
Why, then, 'tis hers, my lord; and,

being hers,

ic may, I think, bestow ’t on any man.
Oth. She is protedtress of her honour too

:

ay she give that?
Iago. Her honour is an essence that’s not seen

;

ley have it very oft that have it not

;

it, for the handkerchief,

—

Oth. By heaven, I would most gladly have
forgot it.

lou said’st—O, it comes o’er my memory, 20
1 doth the raven o’er the infedted house,
iding to all—he had my handkerchief.
Iago. Ay, what of that?
Oth. That’s not so good now.
Iago.

' '
What,

I had said I had seen him do you wrong ?
' heard him say,—as knaves be such abroad,
ho having, by their own importunate suit,

voluntary dotage of some mistress,
evinced or supplied them, cannot choose
t they must blab

—

Oth. Hath he said any thing?
ago. He hath, my lord; but be you well

, assured, 30
) more than he ’ll unswear.
Oth. What hath he said ?
Tago. ’Faith, that he did—I know not what he

did.

Oth

.

What? what?
T
ago. Lie

—

Oth. With her?
Tago.

^ '
With her, on her ; what you will.

Oth. Lie with her ! lie on her ! We say lie on
when they belie her. Lie with her ! that’s

some.—Handkerchief—confessions—handker-
ef!—To confess, and be hanged for his labour

;

irst, to be hanged, and then to confess.—

I

mble at it. Nature would not invest herself in

such shadowing passion without some instruction.
It is not words that shake me thus. Pish! Noses,
ears, and lips.—Is’t possible?—Confess—hand-
kerchief !—O devil

! [Falls in a trance.
Iago. Work on,

My medicine, work ! Thus credulous fools are
caught

;

And many worthy and chaste dames even thus,
All guiltless, meet reproach. What, ho ! my lord !

My lord, I say ! Othello

!

E?iter Cassio.

How now, Cassio!
Cas. What’s the matter? 50
Iago. My lord is fall’n into an epilepsy

:

This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday.
Cas. Rub him about the temples.
Iago. No, forbear;

The lethargy must have his quiet course

:

If not, he foams at mouth and by and by
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs

;

Do you withdraw yourself a little while,
Pie will recover straight : when he is gone,
I would on great occasion speak with you. 59

[Exit Cassio.
How is it, general? have you not hurt your head?
Oth. Dost thou mock me ?

Iago. I mock you ! no, by heaven.
Would you would bear your fortune like a man !

Oth. A horned man’s a monster and a beast.
Iago. There’s many a beast then in a populous

city,

And many a civil monster.
Oth. Did he confess it ?

Iago. Good sir, be a man

;

Think every bearded fellow that’s but yoked
May draw with you : there ’s millions now alive
That nightly lie in those unproper beds
Wh^ch they dare swear peculiar; your case is

better. 70
O, tis the spite of hell, the fiend’s arch-mock,
To lip a wanton in a secure couch.
And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know ;

And knowing what I am, I know what she shall
be.

Oth. O, thou art wise ; 'tis certain.
Iago. Stand you awhile apart;

Confine yourself but in a patient list.

Whilst you were here o’erwhelmed with your
grief—

A passion most unsuiting such a man

—

Cassio came hither : I shifted him away,
And laid good ’scuse upon your ecstasy, 80
Bade him anon return and here speak with me

;

The which he promised. Do but encave yourself.
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns,
That dwell in every region of his face

;

For I will make him tell the tale anew,
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when
He hath, and is again to cope your wife

:

I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience

;

Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen,
And nothing of a man.

Oth. Dost thou hear, Iago? 90
I will be found most cunning in my patience

;

But—dost thou hear ?—most bloody.
Iago. That’s not amiss

;

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ?

[Othello retires.
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Now will I question Cassio of Bianca,

A housewife that by selling her desires

Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature

That dotes on Cassio ;
as ’tis the strumpet s plague

To beguile many and be beguiled by one

:

He when he hears of her, .'cannot refrain 99

From the excess of laughter. Here he comes :

Re-enter Cassio.

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad

;

And his unbookish jealousy must construe
.

Poor Cassio’ s smiles, gestures and light behaviour,

Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieutenant ?

Cas. The worser that you give me the addition

Whose want even kills me.

Iago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure

[Speaking lower] Now, if this suit lay in Bianca’s

power,
How quickly should you speed

! .

Oas.
Alas, poor caitiff!

Oth. Look, how he laughs already ! 1 10

Jago. I never knew woman love man so.

' Cas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i’ faith, she

loves me.
. . . , , . , .

Oth. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it

out.

Iago. Do you hear, Cassio?

Oth. Now he importunes him

To tell it o’er : go to ;
well said, well said.

Jago. She gives it out that you shall marry

her:
Do you intend it ?

Cas. Ha, ha, ha !
12?

Oth. Do you triumph, Roman? do you tri-

umph? .

Cas. I marry her! what? a customer. -Pri-

thee, bear some charity to my wit ;
do not think

it so unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha

!

Oth. So, so, so, so : they laugh that win.

Jago. ’Faith, the cry goes that you shall marry

her.

Cas. Prithee, say true..

Iago. I am a very villain else.

Oth. Have you scored me? Well..
.

130

Cas. This is the monkey’s own giving out:

she is persuaded I will marry her, out of her own

love and flattery, not out of my promise.
.

Oth. Iago beckons me; now he begins the

St

°Cas. She was here even now ; she haunts me
in every place. I was the other day talking on

the sea-bank with certain Venetians; and thither

comes the bauble, and, by this hand, she falls me

thus about my neck— . .

*4°

Oth. Crying ‘O dear Cassio! as it were:

his gesture imports it.

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me

;

so hales, and pulls me : ha, ha, ha!

Oth. Now he tells how she plucked him to

my chamber. O, I see that nose of yours, but

not that dog I shall throw it to.

Cas. Well, I must leave her company.

Jago ’ Before me ! look, where she comes.

Cas. ’Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a per-

fumed one. 151

Enter Bianca.

What do you mean by this haunting of me?

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you

What did you mean by that same handkerchie

you gave me even now ? I was a fine fool to tak

it. I must take out the work?—A likely piece c

work, that you should find it in your chamber

and not know who left it there ! This is som

minx’s token, and I must take out the work

There; give it your hobby-horse: wheresoeve

you had it, I ’ll take out no work on ’t. 16

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca ! how now

how now
! , . ,, , ,

Oth. By heaven, that should be my hanc

kerchief! . .

Bian. An you ’ll come to supper to-night, yo

may ; an you will not, come when you are ne>

prepared for. [Ext

Iago. After her, after her.

Cas. ’Faith, I must; she’ll rail 111 the stree

else.

Iago. Will you sup there?

Cas. ’Faith, I intend so.

Iago. Well, I may chance to see you; for

would very fain speak with you.

Cas. Prithee, come; will you?
. „

Iago. Go to; say no more. \Exit Cassj

Oth. {Advancing] How shall I murder hin

12

Ya'go

.

Did you perceive how he laughed

his vice? 1 *

Oth. O Iago
! f9

Iago. And did you see the handkerchief?

Oth. Was that mine?
Iago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how 1

prizes the foolish woman your wife ! she gave
1

him, and he hath given it his whore.

Oth. I would have him nine years a-lullin;

A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman !

Iago. Nay, you must forget that.. *<

Oth. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and 1

damned to-night ;
for she shall not live : no, n

heart is turned to stone ; I strike it, and it hur

my hand. O, the world hath not a sweeter ere

ture: she might lie by an emperor’s side ai

command him tasks.

Iago. Nay, that’s not your way.
.

Oth. Hang her ! I do but say what she is.

delicate with her needle : an admirable musicia

O ! she will sing the savageness out of a bear

:

so high and plenteous wit and invention :

Iago . She ’s the worse for all this.

Oth. O, a thousand thousand times : and the

of so gentle a condition !

Iago. Ay, too gentle.

Oth. Nay, that’s certain: but yet the pi

of it, Iago ! O Iago, the pity of it, Iago
!

. ,

Iago. If you are so fond over her miquit

give her patent to offend ;
for, if it touch not yo

it comes near nobody. 2

Oth. I will chop her into messes: cuckc

me

!

Iago. O, ’tis foul in her.

Oth. With mine officer

!

Iago. That’s fouler.
.

. ,

Oth. Get me some poison, Iago; this mgr 1

I’ll not expostulate with her, lest her body; as

beauty unprovide my mind again: this mg

Iago. Do it not with poison, strangle her

her bed, even the bed she hath contaminated.
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Oth. Good, good: the justice of it pleases:

very good.
Iago. And for Cassio, let me be his under-

taker : you shall hear more by midnight.
Oth. Excellent good. [A trumpet within.]

What trumpet is that same ?

Iago. Something from Venice, sure. ’Tis
Lodovico

Come from the duke : and, see, your wife is with
him.

Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and Attendants.

Lod. Save you, worthy general

!

Oth. With all my heart, sir.

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet
you. [Gives him a letter.

Oth. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures.
[Opens the letter

,
and reads.

Des. And what’s the news, good cousin
Lodovico?

Iago. I am very glad to see you, signior

;

Velcome to Cyprus.
Lod. I thank you. How does Lieutenant

Cassio?
Iago. Lives, sir.

Des. Cousin, there’s fall’ll between him and
my lord

tn unkind breach : but you shall make all well.
Oth. Are you sure of that?
Des. My lord?
Oth. [Deads] ‘This fail you not to do, as you

rill
—

*

240
Lod. He did not call ; he’s busy in the paper,

s there division ’twixt my lord and Cassio?
Des. A most unhappy one : I would do much

'0 atone them, for the love I bear to Caissio.

Oth. Fire and brimstone !

Des

.

My lord ?

Oth.
^

Are you wise ?

Des. What, is he angry?
Lod. May be the letter moved him

;

or, as I think, they do command him home,
deputing Cassio in his government.
Des. Trust me, I am glad on’t.

Oth. Indeed!
Des. My lord ?

Oth. I am glad to see you mad.
Des. Why, sweet Othello,— 250
Oth. [Striking her] Devil!
Des. I have not deserved this.

Lod. My lord, this would not be believed in

, Venice,
hough I should swear I saw’t : ’tis very much

:

lake her amends; she weeps.
Oth. O devil, devil

!

that the earth could teem with woman’s tears,
ach drop she falls would prove a crocodile,
ut of my sight

!

Des. I will not stay to offend you. [Going.
Lod. Truly, an obedient lady

:

do beseech your lordship, call her back. 260
Oth. Mistress

!

Des. My lord?
Oth. What would you with her, sir?
Lod. Who, I, my lord ?

Oth. Ay
;
you did wish that I would make her

turn

:

r, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on,

And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep;
And she’s obedient, as you say, obedient,
Very obedient. Proceed you in your tears.

Concerning this, sir,—O well-painted passion !

—

I am commanded home. Get you away ; 269
I ’ll send for you anon. Sir, I obey the mandate,
And will return to Venice. Hence, avaunt

!

[Exit Desdemona.
Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, to-night,
I do entreat that we may sup together:
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.—Goats and

monkeys
!

[Exit.
Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our full

senate
Call all in all sufficient? Is this the nature
Whorn passion could not shake? whose solid

virtue

The shot of accident, nor dart of chance,
Could neither graze nor pierce?
Iago. He is much changed.
Lod. Are his wits safe? is he not light of

brain ? 280
Iago. He’s that he is : I may not breathe my

censure .

What he might be : if what he might he is not,
I would to heaven he were !

Lod. What, strike his wife !

Iago. ’Faith, that was not so well
;
yet would

I knew
That stroke would prove the worst

!

Lod. Is it his use?
Or did the letters work upon his blood,
And new-create this fault ?

Iago. Alas, alas!
It is not honesty in me to speak
What I have seen and known. You shall observe

him,
And his own courses will denote him so 290
That I may save my speech : do but go after,
And mark how he continues.
Lod. I am sorry that I am deceived in him.

[Exeunt.

Scene II. A room in the castle.

Enter Othello and Emilia.

Oth. You have seen nothing then?
Emil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspedt.
Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and she

together.
Emil. But then I saw no harm, and then I

heard
Each syllable that breath made up between them.
Oth. What, did the}'’ never whisper?
Emil. Never, my lord.
Oth. Nor send you out o’ the way?
Emil. Never.
Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask,

nor nothing?
Emil. Never, my lord. 10
Oth. That’s strange.
Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest,

Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other,
Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom.
If any wretch have put this in your head,
Let heaven requite it with the serpent’s curse !

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true,
There’s no man happy; the purest of their wives
Is foul as slander.
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Oth

.

Bid her come hither
:
go.

[Exit Emilia.

She says enough; yet she’s a simple bawd 20

That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore,

A closet lock and key of villanous secrets

:

And yet she’ll kneel and pray; I have seen

her do’t.

Enter Desdemona with Emilia.

Des. My lord, what is your will?

Oth. Pray, chuck, come hither.

Des. What is your pleasure?

Oth. Let me see your eyes

;

I
Look in my face.

t _ . „

Des. What horrible fancy s this?
_

Oth. [To Emilia\ Some of your funaion,

mistress

;

1 Leave procreants alone and shut the door

;

1 Cough, or cry ‘hem,’ if any body come

:

Your mystery, your mystery : nay, dispatch. 30
[Exit Emilia.

Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech

import?
I understand a fury in your words,

But not the words.

Oth. Why, what art thou ?

Des. Your wife, my lord
;
your true

And loyal wife.

Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself;

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils them-

Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double

damn’d

:

Swear thou art honest.

Des. Heaven doth truly know it.

Oth. Heaven truly knows that thou art false

as hell.

Des. To whom, my lord? with whom? how
am I false?) 4°

Oth. 0 Desdemona ! away ! away ! away !

Des. Alas the heavy day ! Why do you weep ?

Am I the motive of these tears, my lord?

If haply you my father do suspedt

An instrument of this your calling back,

Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him,

Why, I have lost him too.

Oth. Had it pleased heaven

To try me with affiitfion ;
had they rain’d

All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head,

Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips, 5°

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes,

I should have found in some place ofmy soul

A drop of patience : but, alas, to make me
tA fixed figure for the time of scorn

To point his slow unmoving finger at

!

Yet could l bear that too ;
well,, very well

:

But there, where I have garner’d up my heart,

Where either I must live, or bear no life ;

The fountain from the which my current runs,

Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence ! 60

Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads

To knot and gender in ! Turn thy complexion

there,

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp d cherubm,

—

Ay, there, look grim as hell

!

Des. I hope my noble lord esteems me honest.

Oth. O, ay; as summer flies are in the sham-

bles, ,

That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed,

Who art so lovely fair and smell’st so sweet

That the sense aches at thee, would thou had
ne’er been bom

!

Des. Alas, what ignorant sin have I cor

mitted?
_

'

Oth. Was this fair paper, this most good
book,

Made to write ‘whore’ upon? What committe<

Committed ! O thou public commoner

!

I should make very forges of my cheeks.

That would to cinders burn up modesty,

Did I but speak thy deeds. What committed !

Heaven stops the nose at it and the moon wink

The bawdy wind that kisses all it meets

Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth,

And will not hear it. What committed

!

Impudent strumpet

!

Des. By heaven, you do me wron

Oth. Are not you a strumpet?

Des. No, as I am a Christia

If to preserve this vessel for my lord

From any other foul unlawful touch

Be not to be a strumpet, I am none.

Oth. What, not a whore?
Des. No, as I shall be save

Oth. Is ’t possible?

Des. O, heaven forgive us

!

Oth. I cry you mercy, the

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice

That married with Othello. [Raising his voii

You, mistress,

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter,

And keep the gate of hell

!

Re-enter Emilia.

You, you, ay, you!

We have done our course; there’s money 1

your pains

:

I pray you, turn the key and keep our counsel.

[Ex
Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman cc

ceive ?

How do you, madam? how do you, my go

lady ?

Des. ’Faith, half asleep.

Emil. Good madam, what’s the matter w;

my lord ?

Des. With who ?

Emil. Why, with my lord, madam. 1

Des. Who is thy lord?

Emil. He that is yours, sweet lac

Des. I have none : do not talk to me, Emil

I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none,

But what should go by water. Prithee, to-nig

Lay on my bed my wedding sheets : remembe

And call thy husband hither.

Emil. Here’s a change indeed! [Ex

Des. ’Tis meet I should be used so, very me

How have I been behaved, that he.might Stic*

The small’st opinion on my least misuse?

Re-enter Emilia with Iago.

Iago. What is your pleasure, madam? H
is’t with you? ]

Des. I cannot tell. Those that do tec

young babes
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks

:

He might have chid me so ;
for, in good faith,

I am a child to chiding.



Iago. What’s the matter, lady?

Emil. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bevvhored

her,

Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her,

Vs true hearts cannot bear;

Des. Am I that name, Iago?

Jago. What name, fair lady?

Des. Such as she* says my lord* did say I was.

Emil. He call’d her whore : a beggar in his

drink
#

120

>uld not have laid such terms upon his callat.

Iagoi Why did he so ?

Des. I do not know ; I am sure I am none

such.

Iago. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the

day

!

Emil. Hath she forsook so many noble matches,

Her father and her country and her friends,

To be call’d whore? would it not-make one weep?

Des. It is my wretched fortune.

Iago. Beshrew him for’t

!

Tow comes this trick upon him ?

Des. Nay, heaven doth know.

Emil. I will be hang’d, ifsome eternal villain,

Some busy and insinuating rogue, 131

5ome cogging, cozening slave, to get some office,

Tave not devised this slander; I’ll be hang’d

[

else.

Jago. Fie, there is no such man ;
it is impos-

sible.

Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him

!

Emil. A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw
I** his bones

!

Why should he call her whore? who keeps her

company ?

What place? what time? what form? what likeli-

hood ?

The Moor’s abused by some most villanous knave,

Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow.

heaven, that suph companions thou’ldst unfold,

And put in every honest hand a whip
To lash the rascals naked through the world

Even from the. east to the west

!

Iago. Speak within door.

Emil. O, fie upon them ! Some such squire

he was
That turn’d your wit the seamy side without,

And made you to suspeCt me with the Moor.
Iago. You are a fool

;
go to.

Des. O good Iago,

What shall I do to win my lord again ?

Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of

heaven, * 5°

1 know not how I lost him. Here I kneel

:

[f e!er my- will did trespass ’gainst his love,

Either in discourse of thought or aClual deed.

Or that mine eyes,, mine ears, or any sense,

Delighted them in any other form

;

Or that I do not yet, and ever did,

And ever will—though he do shake me off

To beggarly divorcement—love him dearly,

Comfortforswear me ! Unkindnessmay do much

;

And his unkindness may defeat my life, 160

But never taint my love. I cannot say ‘ whore
It doth abhor me now I speak the word

;

To do the aCb that might the addition earn
Not the world’s mass of vanity could make me.

.

Iago, I pray you, be content ;
’tis but his

humour

:

The business of the state does him offence,

And he does chide with you.

Des. If ’twere no other,

—

Iago. ’Tis but so, I warrant.

[ Trumpets within.

Hark, how these instruments summon to supper !

The messengers of Venice stay the meat : 170

Go in, and weep not ;
all things shall be well.

[Exeunt Desdemona. and Emilia.

Enter Robsrigo.

How now, Roderigo

!

Rod-. I do not find that thou dealest justly

with me*
Iago. What in the contrary?

Rod. Every day thou daffest me with some
device, Iago ; and rather, as it seems to me now,

keepest from me all conveniency than* suppliest

me with the least advantage of hope. I will

indeed no longer endure it, noram I yet persuaded

to put up in peace what already I have foolishly

suffered.

Iago. Will you hear me, Roderigo?
Rod. ’Faith, I have heard too much, for your

words and performances are no kin together.

Iago, You charge me most unjustly.

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted
myself out of my means. The jewels you have
had from me to deliver to Desdemona would half

have corrupted a votarist
:
you have told me she

hath received them and returned me expectations

and comforts of sudden respeCt and acquaintance,

but I find none.

Iago. Well
;
go to ; very well.

Rod. Very well
!
go to ! I cannot go to, man

;

nor ’tis not very well: nay, I think it is scurvy,

and begin to find myself fobbed in it.

Iago. Very well.

Rod. I tell you ’tis not very well. I will

make myself known to Desdemona : if she will

return me my jewels, I will give over my suit

and repent my unlawful solicitation ; if not, assure

yourself I will seek satisfaction of you.

Iago. You have said now.
Rod. Ay, and said nothing but what I protest

intendment of doing.

Iago. Why, now I see there ’s mettle in thee,

and even from this instant do build on thee a bet-

ter opinion than ever before. Give me thy hand,

Roderigo: thou hast taken against me a most
just exception; but yet, I protest, I* have dealt

most direCtly in thy affair.

Rodi I fc hath not appeared.
Iago. I grant indeed it hath not appeared,

and your suspicion is not without wit and judge-

ment. But, Roderigo, if thou- hast that in thee

indeed, which I have greater reason to believe

now than ever, I mean purpose, courage and
valour, this night show it : if thou the next night

following enjoy not Desdemona, take me from
this world with treachery and devise engines for

my life.

Rod. Well, what is it? is it within reason and
compass?

Iago. Sir, there is especial, commission come
from Venice to depute Cassio in Othello’s place.

Rod. Is that true? why, then Othello and
Desdemona return again, to Venice.

Iago. O, no; he goes into Mauritania and
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takes away with him the fair Desdemona, unless

his abode be lingered here by some accident

:

wherein none Can be so determinate as the re-

moving of Cassio.

Rod. How do you mean, removing ofhim?
Iago. Why, by making him un capable of

Othello’s place ; knocking out his brains.

Rod. Anil thit you would have me to do?
Iago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit and

a right. He sups to-night with a harlotry, and
thither will I go to him: he knows 'not yet

of his honourable fortune. If you '-will watch his

;gbing hhence, which I will fashion to fall out

'between twelve and one, you may take him at

your pleasure : I will be near to second your
-attempt, and he shall fall between us. Cortie,

stand not amazed at it, but go along with me ; I

will show you such a necessity in his death that

you shall think yourSelf bound to put it On him.

It is n*ow high supper-time, and the night grows
to ‘waste: abolit it. 250
Rod. I will hear further reason for this.

I'ugo. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt.

Scene III. Another room in the castle.

Enter Othello, Lodovico, DesIdemona,
Emilia, and Attendants.

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself

no further.

Oth. O, pardon me ; ’twill do me good to walk.

Lod. Madam, good night
; I humbly thank

your ladyship.

Des. Your honour is most welcome.
Oth. Will you "walk, sir?

O,—Desdemona,—
Des. My lord ?

Oth. Get you to bed on the instant; I will be

returned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there :

look it be done.

Des. I will, my lord.. 10

[Exeunt Othello, Lodovico
,
and Attendants.

Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than

he did.

Des. He says he will return incontinent

:

He hath commanded me to go tb bed,

And bade me to dismiss you.

Emil. Dismiss me

!

Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, gO'od Emilia,

Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu

:

We must not now displease him.

Emil. I would you had never seen him !

Des. So would not I : my love doth so approve

him,
That even his stubbornness, his checks, his

! frowns,— 20

’Prithee, mhpin me,—have grace and favour in

’’[hbrn.
,

.

Emil. I have laid 'those "sheets you bade me
on the bed.

Des. All’s one. Good faith, how foolish are

our minds

!

If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me
In one of those same sheets.

Emil. Come, come, you talk.

Des. My mother had a maid call’d Barbara

:

She was in love, and he she loved proved mad
And did forsake her: she had a song of ‘willow ;’

An old thing ’twas, but it express’d her fortune,

And she died singing it: that song to-night

Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do,

But to go hang my head all at one side,

And sing it like poor Barbara. Prithee, dispatc

E mil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ?

Dds. No, unpin me her

This Lodovico is U -properman.
Emil. A very handsome man.
Des. He speaks well.

Emil. I know a lady in Venice would ha-

walked barefoot to Palestine for a touch of h

nether lip.

Des. [Singing] The poor soul sat sighing by
sycamore tree,

Sing all a green willow

;

Her hand on her bosom, her head onher kne
Sing willow, willow, willow

:

The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur
her moans

;

Sing willow, willow, willow

;

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften’d tl

stones;

—

Lay by these :—

•

[Singing] Sing willow, willow, willow ;

Prithee, hie thee; he’ll come anon :

—

[Singing] Sing all a green willow must be ir

garland.

Let nobody blame him; his scorn I approve,

Nay, that’s not next.—Hark! who is’t th

knocks?
*Emil

.

It’s the wind.

Des. [Singing] T call’d my love false lov<

but what said he then ?

Sing willow, willow, willow

:

If I court moe women, you’ll couch with me

men.

—

So, get thee gone
;
good night. Mine eyes do itch

Doth that bode weeping?
Emil. ’Tis neither here nor ther

Des. I have heard it said so. G, these me:

these men !
<

Dost thou in conscience think,—Uiellme, Emilia,

That there be women do abuse 'their husbands
In such gross kind?
Emil. There be some such, no question

Des. WOuldst thou do such a deed for all tl

world ?

E-mil. Why, would not you ?

Des. No, by this heavenly ligh

Emil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light;

I might do’t as Well i’ the dark.

Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all tl

world ?

Emil. The world’s ahuge'thing : it is a gre;

price

For a small 'vice.

Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. d

Emil. In troth, I think I should; and undo-

'When I had done. Marry, I would not do such

thing for a joint-ring, nor for measures of law)

nor for gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any pett

exhibition ;
but, for the whole world,—why, wl

would not make her husband a cuckold to malj

him a monarch? I should venture purgatory for’

Des. Beshrew me, if I would do such a wron

For the whole world.

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’ tl

world ; and having the world for your labour, ’t
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wrong in your own world, and you might quickly
nake it right.

Des. I do not think there is any such woman.
Emil. Yes, a dozen; and as many to the
antage as would store the world they played for.
Jut I do think it is their husbands’ faults
f wives do fall ; say that they slack their duties,
ind pour our treasures into foreign laps,
)r else break out in peevish jealousies, 90
'hrowing restraint upon us ; or say they strike us,
)r scant our former having in despite

;

/hy, we have galls, and though we have some
grace,

et have we some revenge. Let husbands know
heir wives have sense like them; they see and

a smell
nd have their .palates both for sweet and sour,
s husbands have. What is it that they do
fhen they change us for other's? Is it sport?
think it is: and doth affedtion breed it?
think it doth : is’t frailty that thus errs? 100

i

is so too : and have not we affedtions,
esires for sport, and frailty, as men have?
hen let them use us well : else let them know,
he ills we do, their ills instruct us so.
Des. Good night, good night : heaven me such

uses send,
otto pick bad from bad, but by bad mend !

{Exeunt.

^ • ACT V.

"Scene I. Cyprus. A street.

. . Enter Iago and Roderigo.
lugo. Here, stand behind this bulk ; straight

will he come

:

ear thy good rapier bare, and put it home :

uck, quick ; fear nothing; I’ll be at thy elbow :

makes us, or it mars us ; think on that,
id fix most firm thy resolution.
Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in ’t.
Tago. Here, at thy hand : be bold, and take

thy stand.
[Retires

.

Rod. I have no. great devotion to the deed

;

d yet he hath given me satisfying reasons
: 9

s but a man gone. Forth, niy swdrd : he dies.
ago. I have rubb’d this young quat almost to

the sense,

d he grows angry. Now, whether he kill
> Cassio,

Cassio him, or each do kill the other,
ery way makes my gain : live Roderigo,
calls me to a restitution large

' gold and jewels that I bobb’d from him,
- gifts to Desdemona

;

nust not be : if Cassio do remain,

;
hath a daily beauty in his life *

,

lt makes me ugly; and, besides, the Moor 20
; y unfold me to him ; there stand I in much

peril

:

J

,
he must die. But so : I hear him coming.

I will make proof of thine.

[Draws, and wounds Roderigo.
Emd. O, I am slain !

[/agofrom behind wounds Cassio in the

.
leg, and exit.

Las. I am maim’d for ever. Help, ho ! mur-
der! murder! [Falls.

Enter Othello.
Oth. The voice of Cassio: Iago keeps his

word.
Rod. O, villain that I am !

t
It is-even so.

Las O, help, ho ! light ! a surgeon 1 30
Oth. ’Tis he: O brave Iago, honest and just,

1 nat hast such noble sense of thy friend’s wrong

!

Thou teachest me. Minion, your dear lies dead,And your unblest fate hies : strumpet, I come,
r orth of my heart those charms, thine eyes are

blotted ;

’

Thy bed, lust-stain’d, shall with lust’s blood be
spotted. [Exit.

Enter Lodovico and Geatiano.

Cas. What, ho ! no watch? no passage? mur-
der! murder!

Gra. ’Tis some mischance; the cry is very
direful.

J

Cas. O, help

!

Lod. Hark ! ,0
Rod. O wretched villain !

Lod. Two or three groan : it is a heavy night

:

Fhese may be counterfeits: let’s think ’t Unsafe
To come in to the cry without more help.
Rod. Nobody come? then shall I bleed to

death.
Lod. PIark

!

Enter Cassio.

'od I know his gait, ’tis he.—Villain, thou
,

“lest
! [Makes a pass at Cassio.

t

^^t thrust had been mine enemy indeed,
1 that my coat is better than thou know’st:

Re-enter Iago, with a light.

Gra. Here’s one comes in his shirt, with light
and weapons.

Iago. Who’s there? whose noise is this that
cries on murder?

Lod. We do not know.
Did not you hear a cry?

L as. Here, here ! for heaven’s sake, help me !

L*g°.
. .

What’s the matter? 50
Gra. This is Othello’s ancient, as I take it.
Lod. The same indeed

; a very valiant fellow.
Iago. What are you here that cry so griev-

ously?
Gas. Iago? O, I amspoil’d, undone by villains

!

Give me some help.
Iago. O me, lieutenant! what villains have

done this?
Gas. I think that one of them is hereabout.

And cannot make away.

..A?17,

,
© treacherous villains

!

What are you there? come in, and give some
help.

[ To Lodovico and Gratiane.A od. (3
,
help me here !

Cas. That’s one of them.
Iago. O murderous slave ! O villain !

j 1 ,,, ^ [Stabs Roderigo.A od. O damn d Iago ! O inhuman dog

!

Iago. Kill men i’ the dark !—Where be these
bloody thieves?—

How silent is this town !—Ho ! murder ! murder !—
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What may you be? are you of good or evil?

Lod.. As you shall prove us> praise us.

Iago. Signior Lodovico?
Lod. He, sir.

.

Iago. I cry you mercy. Here s Cassio hurt

by villains.

Gra. Cassio ! 7°
Iago. How is’t, brother!

Cas. My leg is cut in two.

Iago. Marry, heaven forbid

!

Light, gentlemen : I’ll bind it with my shirt.

Enter Bianca.

Bian. What is the matter, ho? who, is’t that

cried?
Iago. Who is’t that cried !

Bian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet, Cassio !

0 Cassio, Cassio, Cassio !

Iago. O notable strumpet ! Cassio* may you
suspedl

Who they should be that have thus mangled you?

Cas. No. 8o

Gra. I am sorry to find you thus : I have been

to seek you.
Iago. Lend me a, garter. So. 0, for a chair,

To bear him easily hence !'

Bian. Alas, he faints ! O Cassio, Cassio*

Cassio

!

Iago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash

To be a party in this injury.

Patience awhile, good Cassio. Come, come

;

Lend me a light. Know we this face or no?

Alas, my friend' and, my dear countryman
Roderigo ! np.:—yes, sure :—0 heaven ! Roderigo.

Gra. What, of Venice?
# 91

Iago. Even he, sir : did you know him ?

Gra. Know him ! ay.

Iago. Signior Gratiano? I cry you gentle

pardon

;

These bloody accidents must excuse my manners,

That so negledted you.

Gra. I am glad to see you.

Iago. How do you, Cassio? 0,a chair, a chair !

Gra. Roderigo

!

Iago. He, he, ’tis he. [A chair brought in.']

O, that’s well said ;
the chair.

Some good man bear him carefully from hence

;

I’ll fetch the general’s surgeon. [To. Bianca]

For you, mistress, ioo

Save you your labour. Me that lies slain here,

Cassio,

Was my dear friend : what malice was between

you?
Cas. None in the world ; nor do I know the

man.
Iago. [To Bian.] What, look you pale? O,

bear him out o’ the air.

[Cassio and Roderigo are borne off.

Stay you, good gentlemen. Look you pale, mis-

tress?

Do you perceive the gastness of her eye?

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear mpre anon.

Behold her well ; I pray you, look upon her

:

Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will'speak,

Though tongues were out of use. no

Enter Emilia.

Emil. ’Las, what’s the matter? what’s the

matter, husband £

Iago. Cassio hath here been set on in the d2
By Roderigo and fellows that are scaped :

He ’s almost slain, and Roderigo dead.

Emil. Alas, good gentleman ! alas, good1 C;

sio !

Iago. This is the fruit of whoring. Prithi

Emilia,

Go know of Cassio where he supp’d to-night.

[To Bianca] What, do you shake at that?-

Bian. He supp’d at my house ; but I the

fore shake not.

Iago. O, did he so? I charge you, go with n

Emil. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet ! r

Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as hon
As you that thus abuse me.
Emil. As I ! foh ! fie upon th<

Iago. Kind gentlemen, let’s gt> see poor C
sio dress’d. *

Come, mistress, you must tell’s another tale.

Emilia, run you to the citadel, .

And tell* my lord and lady what hath? happkli

Will you go on? I pray, [;Aside} This *s

night
That either makes me or fordoes me quite.

[Exeu

Scene II. A bedchamber in the castle .* D
demonA in bed asleep ; a light burning.

Enter Othello.

Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars !-

It is the cause. Yet I ’ll not shed her blood;

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow,
And smooth as monumental alabaster.

Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men
Put out the light, and then put out the light :

If I quenph thee, thou flaming minister,

I can again thy former light restore,

Should I repent me : but- once put out thy ligl

Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature,

I know not where is that Promethean, heat

That can thy light relume. When I have pluc

the rose,

I cannot give it vital growth again,

It must needs wither : I’ll smell it on the tree

[Kissing i

Ah, balmy breath, that dost almost persuade

Justice to break hersword ! One more, one mi

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill tl

And love thee after. One more, and this the 1:

So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep,

But they are cruel tears : this sorrow’s heaver

It strikes where it doth love. She wakes.

Des. Who’s there? Othello?

Oth. Ay, Desdemcj

Des. Will you come to bed, my lord?

Oth. Hatfe you pray’d to-night, Desdemol
Des.

Ay, my 1(1

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crimej

Unreconciled as yet to heaven and grace,

Solicit for it straight. 1

Des. Alas, my lord, what do you mean by tl
j

Oth. Well, do if, and be brief ; I will walk f.

I would not kill thy unprepared spirit ;

No ; heaven forfend ! I would not kill thy sot-;

Des. Talk you of killing?

Oth. Ay, I do.

Des.
’ Thenhea'
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Lave mercy on me !

Oth. Amen, with all my heart

!

Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me.
Oth. Hum

!

Des. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then
Vhen your eyes roll so : why I should fear I know

not,

>ince guiltiness I know not; but yet I feel I fear.
Oth. Think on thy sins.

Des. They are loves I bear to you. 40
Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest.

Des. That death’s unnatural that kills for
loving.

.las, why gnaw you so your nether lip?

ome bloody passion shakes your very frame

:

’hese are portents
; but yet I hope, I hope,

’hey do not point on me.
Oth.

'
Peace, and be still

!

Des. I will so. What’s the matter ?

Oth. That handkerchief which I so loved and
gave thee

hou gavest to Cassio.
Des. No, by my life and soul

!

end for the man, and ask him,
Oth. Sweet soul, take heed, 50
ake heed of perjury ; thou art on thy death-bed.

! Des. Ay, but not yet to die.

Oth. Yes, presently:
herefore confess thee freely of thy sin ;

ar to deny each article with oath
annot remove nor choke the strong conception
hat I do groan withal. Thou, art to die.

Des. Then Lord have mercy on me !

Oth. I say, amen.
Des. And have you mercy too ! I never did
(Tend you in my life; never loved Cassio
it with such general warranty of heaven 60
» I might love ; I never gave him token.
Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in’s

hand.
perjured woman ! thou dost stone my heart,
id makest me call what I intend to do
murder, which I thought a sacrifice

:

;aw the handkerchief.
Des. He found it then

;

lever gave it him : send for him hither

;

t him confess a truth.

He hath confess’d.
What, my lord ?

That he hath used thee.

How? unlawfully?
Ay. 70

He will not say so.

No, his mouth is stopp’d;
>nest Iago hath ta’en order for’t.

Oes. O ! my fear interprets : what, is he dead ?

1th. Had all his hairs been lives, my great
revenge

id stomach for them all.

)es. Alas ! he is betray’d and I undone.
1th. Out, strumpet ! weep’st thou for him to
my face ?

les. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not

!

1th. Down, strumpet

!

les. Kill me to-morrow : let me live to-night

!

1th. Nay, if you strive,— 81
les. But half an hour

!

1th. Being done, there is no pause.
But while I say one prayer

!

les.

Oth. It is too late.

[He stijles her.
Emil. [ Within] My lord, my lord ! what, ho !

my lord, my lord !

Oth. What noise is this? Not dead? not yet
quite dead?

I that am cruel am yet merciful ;

I would not have thee linger in thy pain

:

So, so.

Emil. [Within] What, ho ! my lord, my lord !

Oth. Who’s there?
E7nil. [Within] O, good my lord, I would

speak a word with you
! 90

Oth. Yes: ’tis Emilia. By and by. She’s
dead.

’Tis like she, comes to speak of Cassio’s death.

—

The noise was here. Ha ! no more moving?
Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? were ’t

good,?

—

T think she stirs again :—no. What’s best to do?
If she come in, she’ll sure speak to my wife

:

My wife ! my wife ! what wife? I have no wife.
O, insupportable ! O heavy hour

!

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse
Of sun and moon, and. that the affrighted globe
Should yawn at alteration.

Emil. [Within]i I do beseech you 101
That I may speak with you, O, good my lord !

Oth. I had forgot thee : O, come in, Emilia :

Soft ; by and by. Let me the curtains draw.
Where art thou,? [Unlocks the door.

Enter Emilia.

What’s the matter with thee now?
Emil. O, my good lord, yonder’s foul mur-

ders done

!

Oth. What, now?
Emil. But now, my lord.
Oth. It is. the very error of the moon ;

She comes more nearer earth than she was wont,
And makesmen mad. IIX
Emil. Cassia, my lord, hath kill’d a young

Venetian
Call’d Roderigo.
Oth.

.
Roderigo kill’d

!

And Cassio kill’d

!

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d.
Oth. Not Cassio kill’d ! then murder’s out of

tune,
And sweet revenge grows harsh.
Des. O, falsely, falsely murder’d !

Emil. Alas, what cry is that?
Oth. That! what?
Emil. Out, and alas ! that was my lady’s voice.

Help ! help, ho ! help ! O lady, apeak again ! 120
Sweet Desdempna ! O sweet mistress, speak !

Des. A. guiltless death I die.

Emil. O, who hath done this deed ?

Des. Nobody; I myself. Farewell:
Commend me to my kind lord : O, farewell

! [Dies.
Oik.. Why, how should she be murder’d?
Emil: Alas, who knows?
Oth. You heard her say herself, it was not I.

Emil. She said so ; I must needs report the
truth.

Oth. She’s, like a liar, gone to burning hell:
’Twas I that kill’d her.
Emil. O, the more angel she, 130

And you the blacker devil

!
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Oth. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore.

Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a

devil.

Oth. She was false as water.

Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say

That she was false : O, she was heavenly true !

Oth. Cassio did top her ; ask thy husband else.

O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell,

But that I did proceed upon just grounds

To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all.

Emil. My husband !
I4°

Oth. Thy husband.

Emil. That she was false to wedlock?

Oth. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she been true,

If heaven would make me such another world

Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,

Fid not have sold her for it.

Emil. My husband
! ,

_

Oth. Ay, ’twas he that told me first

:

An honest man he is, and hates the slime

That sticks on filthy deeds.

Emil. My husband

!

Oth.
'

What needs this iteration, woman? I

say thy husband. * 5°

Emil. O mistress, villany hath made mocks

with love !

My husband say that she was false !

Oth. He, woman
I say thy husband : dost understand the word?

My friend, thy husband, honest, honest Iago.

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious soul

Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart

:

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain.

Oth. Ha!
Emil. Do thy worst:

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven 160

Than thou wast worthy her.

Oth. Peace, you were best.

Emil. Thou hast not half that power to do

me harm
As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt

!

As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed—
I care not for thy sword ; I’ll make thee known,

Though I lost twenty lives.—Help ! help, ho

!

help!
. ,

__ ,

The Moor hath kill’d my mistress ! Murder

!

murder

!

Enter Montano, Gratiano, Iago, and others.

Mon. What is the matter? How now, gene-

ral !

Emil. O, are you come, Iago? you have done

well, .

That men must lay their murders on your neck.

Gra. What is the matter?
^

17 1

Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be st aman

:

He says thou told’st him that his wife was false :

I know thou didst not, thou ’rt not such a villain .

Speak, for my heart is full.
, . ,

Iago. I told him what I thought, and told no

more
Than what he found himself was apt and true.

Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false ?

Iago. I did.

Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ;

Upon my soul, a lie, a wicked lie. 181

She false with Cassio !—did you say with Cassio t

Iago. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm

your tongue.

Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I a

bound to speak

:

My mistress here lies murder’d in her bed,—
A ll. O heavens forfend !

Emil. And your reports have set the murder o

Oth. Nay, stare not, masters : it is true, indee

Gra. ’Tis a strange truth.

Motu O monstrous a6t

!

Emil. Villany, villany, villany ! 1

I think upon ’t, I think: I smell ’t: O villany !-

I thought so then I’ll kill myself for grief

0 villany, villany

!

Iago. What, are you mad? I charge you, g

you home.
Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave

speak

:

’Tis proper I obey him, but not now.

Perchance, Iago, I will ne’er go home.

Oth. O ! O ! O !
[Hefalls on the be

Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roa

For thou hast kill’d the sweetest innocent

That e’er did lift up eye.

Oth. [Rising] O, she was foul !

1 scarce did know you, uncle : there lies yo

niece,

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have new

stopp’d

:

I know this a<5l shows horrible and grim.

Gra. Poor Desdemona ! I am glad thy father

dead

:

Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief

Shore his old thread in twain: did he live now.

This sight would make him do a desperate turi

Yea, curse his better angel from his side,
1

An<} fall to reprobation.

Oth. ’Tis pitiful ; but yet Iago knows >
That she with Cassio hath the a<5l of shame

^

I

A thousand times committed ;
Cassio confess d

And she did gratify his amorous works

With that recognizance and pledge of love

Which I first gave her ;
I saw it in his hand

:

It was a handkerchief, an antique token

My father gave my mother.

Emil. O heaven ! O heavenly powers

!

Iago. Come, hold your peace.

Emil. ’Twill out, ’twill out : I pea*

No, I will speak as liberal as the north : i

Let heaven and men and devils, let them all,

All, all, cry shame against me, yet I ’ll speak.

Iago. Be wise, and get you home.

Emil. 1 will not

[Iago offers to stab Emu
Gra. ^1

Your sword upon a woman?
Emil. O thou dull Moor ! that handkercii

thou speak’st of

I found by fortune and did give my husband ;

For often, with a solemn earnestness,

More than indeed belong’d to such a trifle,

He begg’d of me to steal it.
|

Iago. Villanous whore
! j

Emil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas! lfounq,

And I did give’t my husband.

jag0 .
Filth, thou best

!

Emil. By heaven, I do not, I do not, gen

men.
, f

O murderous coxcomb ! what should such a tc

Do with so good a woman? .

Oth. Are there no stones in nea'
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ut what serve for the thunder ?—Precious villain !

[He runs at Iago: Iago,from behind, stabs
Emilia, arid exit.

Gra. The woman falls ; sure, he hath kill’d
his wife.

Emil. Ay, ay: O, lay me by my mistress’
side.

Gra. He’s gone, but his wife ’s kill’d.

Mon. ’Tis a notorious villain. Take you this
weapon,

hich I have here recover’d from the Moor : 240
Dme, guard the door without

; let him not pass,
it kill him rather. I ’ll after that same villain,
)r ’tis a damned slave.

[Exeunt Montano and Gratiano.
Oth. I am not valiant neither,
it every puny whipster gets my sword :

it why should honour outlive honesty ?

it it go all.

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady ?

ark, canst thou hear me? I will play the swan,
id die in music. [,Singing] Willow, willow,

willow.

—

oor, she was chaste; she loved thee, cruel
Moor

;

come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 250
speaking as I think, I die, I die. [Dies.
Oth. I have another weapon in this chamber

;

is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook’s temper :

—

Jiere it is. Uncle, I must come forth.
Ora. [Within\ If thou attempt it, it will cost

,

thee dear

:

,ou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer.
1th. Look in upon me then and speak with me,
,
naked as I am, I will assault thee.

Re-enter Gratiano.
Ira. What is the matter ?

1th. Behold, I have a weapon ;

letter never did itself sustain 260
on a soldier’s thigh : I have seen the day,
at, with this little arm and this good sword,
ave made my way through more impediments
an twenty times your stop : but, O vain boast

!

10 can control his fate ? ’tis not so now.
not afraid, though you do see me weapon’d

;

re is my journey’s end, here is my butt,
i very sea-mark of my utmost sail,

you go back dismay’d? ’tis a lost fear ;

n but a rush against Othello’s breast, 270
i he retires. Where should Othello go?
w, how dost thou look now? O ill-starr’d
wench

!

e as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt,
s look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven,
1 fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl

!

:n like thy chastity. O cursed slave !

ip me, ye devils,
m the possession of this heavenly sight

!

w me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur !

sh me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire ! 280
)esdemona ! Desdemona ! dead

!

! Oh! Oh!

*er Lodovico, Montano, Cassio carried in
- chair

,
and Officers with Iago, prisoner.

od. Where is this rash and most unfortunate
man?

Oth. That Vs he that was Othello : here I am.
Lod. Where is that viper? bring the villain

forth.

Oth. I look down towards his feet ; but that ’s'

a fable.

If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee.

[Wounds Iago.
Lod. Wrench his sword from him.

I bleed, sir ; but not kill’d.
Oth. I am not sorry neither : I ’Id have thee

live

;

For, in my sense, ’tis happiness to die. 290
Lod. O thou Othello, that wert once so good,

Fall’n in the praaice of a damned slave,
What shall be said to thee ?

Oth. Why, any thing :An honourable murderer, if you will

;

For nought I did in hate, but all in honour.
Lod. This wretch hath part confess’d his

villany

:

Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death ?
Oth. Ay.
Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cause.
Oth. I do believe it, and I ask you pardon.

VV ill you, I pray, demand that demi-devil 301Why he hath thus ensnared my soul and body ?
Iago. Demand me nothing : what you know,

you know

:

From this time forth I never will speak word.
Lod. What, not to pray ?

„ Torments will ope your lips.
Oth. Well, thou dost best.
Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath be-

fall’n,

Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a letter
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo

;

And here another : the one of them imports 310
The death of Cassio to be undertook
By Roderigo.

Oth. O villain

!

Cas. Most heathenish and most gross !

Lod.
*

Now here’s another discontented paper,
Found in his pocket too; and this, it seems,
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain

;

But that belike Iago in the interim
Came in and satisfied him.

Oth. O the pernicious caitiff!
How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief
That was my wife’s ?

Cas.
m

I found it in my chamber
: 320

And he himself confess’d but even now
That there he dropp’d it for a special purpose
Which wrought to his desire.

Oth.
*

O fool ! fool ! fool

!

Cas. There is besides in Roderigo ’s letter,
How he upbraids Iago, that he made him
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came
That I was cast : and even but now he spake.
After long seeming dead, Iago hurt him,
Iago set him on.

Lod.
>

You must forsake this room, and go
with us

: 330
Your power and your command is taken off.
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave,
If there be any cunning cruelty
That can torment him much and hold him long,
It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest,
Till that the nature of your fault be known
To the Venetian state. Come, bring him away.
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Oth

.

Soft you ;
a word or two before you go.

I have done the state some service, and they

know’t.
.

339

No more of that. I pray you, in your letters,

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate.

Speak of me as I am ;
nothing extenuate,

Nor set down aught in malice: then must you

speak
. 1t

Of one that loved not wisely but too well

;

Of one not easily jealous, but being wrought

Perplex’d in the extreme ;
of one whose hand.

Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away

Richer than all his tribe; of one whose subdued

eyes,
. ,

Albeit unused to the melting mood,

Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees
.

350

Their medicinal gum. Set you down this

;

And say besides, that in Aleppo once,

Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk

Beat a Venetian and traduced the state,

I took by the throat the circumcised dog,

fACT v

And smote him, thus.
.

[d?tabs himselj

Lod. O bloody period !

Gra. All that’s spoke is marr’d

Oth. I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee : no wa
but this

;

Killing myself, to die upon a kiss.

[Falls on the bed
,
and die:

|

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had n
|

weapon ; 36
j

For he was great of heart.

Lod. [To Iago] O Spartan dog,

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea

!

Look on the tragic loading of this bed

;

This is thy work : the objedt poisons sight

;

Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the house,

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor,

For they succeed on you. To you, lord governoi

Remains the censure of this hellish villain

;

The time, the place, the torture : O, enforce it

!

Myself will straight aboard ; and to the state 37

This heavy adt with heavy heart relate. {Exeunt

OTHELLO .



ANTONY, AND CLEOPATRA.

DRAMATIS PERSONAS.

Mark Antony, ^
Octavius Caesar, triumvirs.

M. AEmilius Lepidus, J
Sextus Pompeius.
Domitius Enobarbus,
Ventidius,
Eros,
Scarus,
Dercetas,
Demetrius,
Philo,

Mec^nas,
Agrippa,
Dolabella,
Proculeius,
Thyreus,
Gallus,

Menas,
Menecrates, > friends to Pompey.
Varrius, J

ACT I.

ene I. Alexandria. A robin in Cleopatra's
palace.

:Enter Demetrius and Philo.

Phi. Nay, but this dotage of our general’s
erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes,
lat o’er the files and musters of the war
ave glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now

turn,

le office and devotion of their view
ion a tawny front : his captain’s heart,
hich in the scuffles of great fights hath burst
te buckles on his breast, reneges all temper,
id is become the bellows and the fan
* cool a gipsy’s lust.

'ourish. Enter Antony, Cleopatra, her
adies

,
the Train

, with Eunuchsfanning her.

Look, where they come : io
ike but good note, and you shall see in him
le triple pillar of the world transform’d
to a strumpet’s fool : behold and see.
Cleo. If it be love indeed, tell me how much.
Ant. There’s beggary in the love that can be

reckon’d.
Cleo. I ’ll set a bourn how far to be beloved.
Ant. Then must thou needs find out new

heaven, new earth.

Enter an Attendant.

Att. News, my good lord, from Rome.
Ant. Grates me: the sum.
Cleo. Nay, hear them, Antony

:

Uvia perchance is angry ; or, who knows 20
the scarce-bearded Caesar have not sent
is powerful mandate to you, ‘Do this, or this

;

ike in that kingdom, and enfranchise that

;

Taurus, lieutenant-general to Caesar.

Canidius, lieutenant-general to Antony.
Silius, an officer in Ventidius’s army.
Euphronius, an ambassador from Antony to

Caesar.

Alexas, )

Mardian, a Eunuch, ( attendants on Cleo-
Seleucus, f patra.
Diomedes, /

A Soothsayer.
A Clown.

Cleopatra, queen of Egypt.
Octavia, sister to Caesar and wife to Antony.
Charmian,

j
attencjants ^ Cleopatra.

Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and other At-
tendants.

Scene : In severalparts of the Roman empire.

Perform’t, or else we damn thee.’

Ant. How, my love !

Cleo. Perchance ! nay, and most like :

You must not stay here longer, your dismission
Is come from Caesar ;

therefore hear it, Antony.
Where’s Fulvia’s process? Caesar’s I would say?

both?
Call in the messengers. As I am Egypt’s queen,
Thou blushest, Antony

; and that blood of thine
Is Caesar’s homager: else so thy cheek pays

shame 31
When shrill-tongued Fiilvia scolds. The mes-

sengers !

Ant

.

Let Rome in Tiber melt, and the wide
arch

Of the ranged empire fall ! Here is my space.
Kingdoms are clay : our dungy earth alike

Feeds beast as man: the nobleness of life

Is to do thus ; when such a mutual pair

[.Embracing.

And such a twain can do’t, in which I bind.

On pain of punishment, the world to weet
We stand up peerless.

Cleo. Excellent falsehood
! 40

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her?
I ’ll seem the fool I am not ; Antony
Will be himself.

Ant. But stirr’d by Cleopatra.
Now, for the love of Love and her soft hours,
Let’s not confound the time with conference

harsh

:

There’s not a minute of our lives should stretch

Without some pleasure now. What sport to-night?
Cleo. Hear the ambassadors.
Ant. Fie, wrangling queen

!

Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh,
To weep; whose every passion fully strives 50
To make itself, in thee, fair and admired

!

No messenger, but thine ; and all alone

friends to An-
tony.

y friends to Caesar.

J



9I2 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. [Act i

To-night we’ll wander through the streets and
note

The qualities of people. Come, my queen

;

Last night you did desire it : speak not to us.

[Exeunt Ant. and Cleo. with their train.

Dent. Is Caesar with Antonius prized so slight?

Phi. Sir,, sometimes, when he is not Antony,

He comes too short of that great property

Which still should go with Antony.
Dem. I am full sorry

That he approves the common liar, who 60

Thus speaks of him at Rome : but I will hope

Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy

!

[Exeunt.

Scene XL The same. Another room.

Enter Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a Sooth-

sayer.

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any

thing Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, where s

the soothsayer that you praised so to the queen?

O, that I knew this husband, which, you say,

must charge his horns with garlands !

A lex. Soothsayer

!

Sooth. Your will?

Char. Is this the man? Is’t you, sir, that

know things?

Sooth. In nature’s infinite book of secrecy

A little I can read.

Alex . Show him your hand. io

Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine

enough
Cleopatra’s health to drink.

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune.

Sooth. I make not, but foresee.

Char. Pray, then, foresee me one.

Sooth. You shall be yet far fairer than you are.

Char. He means in flesh.

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old.

Char. Wrinkles forbid

!

Alex. Vex not his prescience; be attentive.

Char. Hush!
#

21

Sooth. You shall be more beloving than be-

loved.

Char. I had rather heat my liverwith drinking.

Alex. Nay, hear him.

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let

me be married to three kings in a forenoon, and

widow them all : let me have a child at fifty, to

whom Herod of Jewry may do homage : find me
to marry me with Odtavius Caesar, and compa-

nion me with my mistress. 3°

Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom you
serve.

Char. O excellent! I love long life better

than figs.

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer

former fortune

Than that which is to approach.

Char. Then belike my children shall have no

names: prithee, how many boys and wenches

must I have?
Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb,

And fertile every wish, a million.

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch. 40

Alex. You think none but your sheets ar<

privy to your wishes.

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers.

Alex. We’ll know all our fortunes.

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night

shall be—drunk to bed.

Iras. There ’s a palm presages chastity, if no|

thing else.

Char. E’en as the o’erflowing Nilus presaged
famine. 5<

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannoj

soothsay.

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful

prognostication, I cannot scratch mine ear. Pri

thee, tell her but a worky-day fortune.

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike.

Iras. But how, but how? give me particulars

Sooth. I have said.

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better thai;

she? 6
Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortum

better than I
;
where would you choose it?

Iras. Not in my husband’s nose.

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens mend
Alexas,—come, his fortune, his fortune ! 0

,
le

him marry a woman that cannot go, sweet Isis,

beseech thee ! and let her die too, and give hin

a worse ! and let worse follow worse, till the wors

of all follow him laughing to his grave, fifty-foh

a cuckold! Good Isis, hear me this prayer, thougl

thou deny me a matter of more weight; goo<

Isis, I beseech thee !

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that praye

of the people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to se

a handsome man loose-wived, so it is a deadl;

sorrow to behold a foul knave uncuckolded : there

fore, dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune hin

accordingly !

Char. Amen.
Alex. Lo, now, if it lay in their hands to mak

me a cuckold, they would make themselve

whores, but they ’Id do’t!

Eno. Hush ! here comes Antony.
Char. Not he; the queen

Enter Cleopatra.

Cleo. Saw you my lord?

Eno. No, lady.

Cleo. Was he not here

Char. No, madam.
Cleo. He was disposed to mirth ;

but on tb

sudden
A Roman thought hath struck him. Enobarbus
Eno. Madam?
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where’

Alexas ?

Alex. Here, at your service. My lord ap

proaches.
_

9^

Cleo. We will not look upon him
:
go with us

[Exeunt

EnterAntony ivitha MessengerandAttendants

Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field

Ant. Against my brother Lucius?

Mess. Ay

:

But soon that war had end, and the time ’s state

Made friends of them, jointing their force ’gains

Caesar

;

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy,
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Jpon the first encounter, drave them.
’^V'L Well, what worst?
Mess. The nature of bad news infects the

teller.
gg

_^Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward. On:
"hings that are past are done with me. ’Tis thus

;Vho tells me true, though in his tale lie death,
hear him as he flatter’d.

Mess.
.

Labienus

—

'his is stiff news—hath, with his Parthian force
Extended Asia from Euphrates

;

Iis conquering banner shook from Syria
'o Lydia and to Ionia;
/hilst—
Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say,—

0 . .
O, my lord

!

sint. bpeak to me home, mince not the gene-
ral tongue :

a™e Cleopatra as she is call’d in Rome ; no
ail thou in. Fulvia’s phrase ; and taunt my faults
'ith such full license as. both truth and malice
ave power to utter. O, then we bring forth

weeds,
Ten oqr quick minds He still; and our ills

told us
as our- earing. Fare thee well awhile.
Mess. At your noble pleasure. [Exit.
Ant From Sicyon, ho, the news! Speak

there

!

First Att. The. man, from Sicyon,—is there
such an one?

Sec. Att. He stays upon your will.
^nt' _ .

Let him appear,
lese strong Egyptian fetters I must break, 120
• lose myself in dotage.

Enter another Messenger.

What are you ?
?ec. Mess. Fulvia thy wife is dead.

Where died she ?
Sec. Mess. In Siqyon:
r length of sickness, with what else more

serious

porteth thee to know, this bears.

. [Gives a letter.

_
Forbear me.

[Exit Sec. Messenger.
ire s a great spirit gone! Thus did I de-

sire it

:

at our contempt doth often hurl from us,
wish it ours again

; the present pleasure,
revolution lowering, does become 129
: opposite of itself : she’s good, being gone ;

; hand could pluck her back that shoved
her on.

ust from this enchanting queen break off

:

thousand harms, more than the ills I know,
idleness doth hatch. How now ! Enobarbus

!

Re-enter Enobarbus.
no' What’s your pleasure, sir?
nt. I must with haste from hence.
no. Why, then, we kill all our women : we
low mortal an unkindness is to them

; if they
:r our departure, death’s the word.
nt. I must be gone. T . Q
no. Under a compelling occasion, let women
it were pity to cast them away for nothing •

gh, between them and a great cause, they

should be esteemed nothing. Cleopatra, catch-
ing but the least noise of this, dies instantly

;

I have seen her die twenty times upon far poorer
moment ; I do think there is mettle in death,
which commits some loving a6t upon

,
her, she

hath such a celerity in dying.
Ant. She is cunning past man’s thought. 150
Eno. Alack, sir, no; her passions are made

of nothing but the finest part of pure love : we
cannot call her winds and waters sighs and tears

;

they are greater storms and tempests than alma-
nacs can report : this cannot be cunning in her

;

if it be, she makes a, shower of rain as well
as Jove.
Ant. Would L had never seen her

!

Eno.
'
O, sir, you had then left unseen a won-

derful piece of wouk ; which not to have been
blest withal would have discredited your travel.A nt.. Fulvia is dead.
Eno. Sir?
Ant. Fulvia is dead.
Eno. Fulvia!
A nt. Dead.
Eno. Why, sir, give the gods a thankful sa-

crifice. When it pleaseth their deities to take
the wife of a man from him, it shows to man the
tailors of the earth; comforting therein, that
when old robes are worn out, there are members
to make new. If there were no more women
but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the
case to be lamented : this grief is crowned with
consolation

;
your old smock brings forth a new

petticoat : and indeed the tears live in an onion
that should water this sorrow.
Ant. The business she hath broached in the

state

Cannot endure my absence. 17gEno. And the business you, have broached
here cannot be without you; especially that of
Cleopatra’s, which wholly depends on your abode.
Ant. No more light answers. Let our officers

Have notice what we purpose. I shall break
I he cause of our expedience to the queen,
And get her leave to part. For not abne
The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches
Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters too
Of many our contriving friends in Rome
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius iqoHath given the dare to Caesar, and commands
ixnf

emPire sea : our slippery people,
Whose love is never link’d to the deserver
Till his deserts are past, begin to throw
Pompey the Great and allJus dignities
Upon his son ; who, high in name and power,
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up
I or the main soldier : whose quality, going on,
I he sides o’ the world may danger: much is

breeding,
Which, like the courser’s hair, hath yet but life^And not a serpent’s poison. Say, our pleasure,’
1 o such whose place is under us, requires
Our quick remove from hence.
Eno. I shall do ’t. [Exeunt.

Scene III. The same. Another room.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Alexas.

Cleo. Where is he ?

£8



Char. I did not see s
.

ince
*

,

Cleo.* See where he is, who’s with him, what

he does: . ,

I did not send you : if you find him sad.

Say I am dancing ; if in mirth, report

That I am sudden sick: quick, and return.

{Exit Alexas.

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him

dearly,

You do not hold the method to enforce

The like from him.

Cleo What should I do, I do not?

Char. In each thing give him way, cross him

in nothing.
. _ , .

Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool; the way to

lose him. _ T • i?
Char. Tempt him not so too far; 1 wish,

forbear:

Tn time we hate that which we often tear.

But here comes Antony.

Enter Antony.

Cleo I am and suden *

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my

C/^
UrP

Help me away, dear Charmian ; I shall

fall: e
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature

Will not sustain it.

Ant. Now, my dearest queen,—

Cleo Pray you, stand farther from me.
What’s the matter?

Cleo. I know, by that same eye, there’s some

good news. „

What says the married woman? You may go : 20
- - S' 1 1 * I noxro tO C*C\ TY1P !

vvnat says uic uwn«.u . •/ °
,

Would she had never given you leave to come .

- * T
th^ « Wa-

I.et her not say ’tis I that keep you here .

1 have no power upon you ;
hers you are.

Ant. The gods best know,

—

Cleo. O, never was there queen

So mightily betray’d !
yet at the first

I saw the treasons planted.

Ant Cleopatra,

—

Cleo. Why should I think you can be mine

Though you in swearing shake the throned gods,

Who have been false to Fulvia? Riotous mad-

ness, , ,

To be entangled with those mouth-made vows, 30

Which break themselves in swearing !

Most sweet queen,

—

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your

But bid/arewell, and go: when you sued

staying, . .

,

Then was the time for words : no going then ,

Eternity was in our lips and eyes,

Bliss in our brows’ bent ;
none our parts so poor,

But was a race of heaven : they are so still,

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world,

Art turn’d the greatest liar

Ant
How now, lady!

deo. I would I had thy inches ;
thou shouldst

know 40

There were a heart in Egypt.

Ant^

Hear me, queen

.

The strong necessity of time commands

Our services awhile ;
but my full heart

Remains in use with you. Our Italy

Shines o’er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius

Makes his approaches to the port of Rome

:

Equality of two domestic powers

Breed scrupulous faction : the hated, grown t

strength,

Are newly grown to love : the condemn d Fompe}

Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace *

Into the hearts of such as have not thrived

Upon the present state, whose numbers threater

And quietness, grown sick of rest, would purge

By any desperate change : my more particular,

And that which most with you should safe m
going,

Is Fulvia’s death. .

Cleo. Though age from folly could not gn

me freedom,

It does from childishness: can Fulvia die?

Ant. She’s dead, my queen:

Look here, and at thy sovereign leisure read (I

The garboils she awaked ; at the last, best

:

See when and where she died.
!

Cleo. O most false loveti

Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill

With sorrowful water? Now I see, I see.

In Fulvia’s death, how mine received shall be.

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepared

know
. ,

The purposes I bear ;
which are, or cease,

As you shall give the advice. By the fire

That quickens Nilus’ slime, I go from hence

Thy soldier, servant; making peace or war

As thou affedVst. . i

Cleo Cut my lace, Charmian, come

But let it be : I am quickly ill, and well,

So Antony loves.
# . ,

Ant. My precious queen, forbear;

And give true evidence to his love, which stai

An honourable trial.
. ,

,

Cleo. So Fulvia told me.

I prithee, turn aside and weep for her

;

Then bid adieu to me, and say the tears

Belong to Egypt :
good now, play one scene

Of excellent dissembling ;
and let it look

Like perfedt honour.

Ant You ’ll heat my blood : no more.

Cleo. You can do better yet; but this

meetly.

Ant. Now, by my sword,—

Cleo. And target. Still he men

But this is not the best. Look, prithee, C

mian.
How this Herculean Roman does become

The carriage of his chafe.

Ant. I’ll leave you, lady.

Qle0'
Courteous lord, one wc

O, my oblivion is a very Antony,

And I am all forgotten.

Antm
But that your royalty

Holds idleness your subje&, I should take yo

For idleness itself.
.

Cleo. ’Tis sweating labour

To bear such idleness so near the heart

As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me

;

Since my becomings kill me, when they do

Eye well to you: your honour calls you henc

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly,
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id all the gods go with you ! upon your sword
; laurel vidfory ! and smooth success 100
: strew’d before your feet

!

Ant. Let us go. Come;
ir separation so abides, and flies,

lat thou, residing here, go’st yet with me,
td I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee,
vay ! [Exeunt

.

Scene IV. Rome. CCesar’s house.

Inter Octavius Caesar, reading a letter
,

Lepidus, and their Train.

?tes. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth
know,

is not Caesar’s natural vice to hate
ir great competitor: from Alexandria
is is the news : he fishes, drinks, and wastes
e lamps of night in revel ; is not more manlike
an Cleopatra ; nor the queen of Ptolemy
ire womanly than he ; hardly gave audience, or
uchsafed to think he had partners

:
you shall

find there
nan who is the abstract of all faults
at all men follow.
T
^ep. I must not think there are 10
ils enow to darken all his goodness :

5 faults in him seem as the spots of heaven,
>re fiery by night’s blackness ; hereditary,
ther than purchased ; what he cannot change,
an what he chooses.
Ices. You are too indulgent. Let us grant, it

is not
liss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy;
give a kingdom for a mirth

; to sit

d keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 19
reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet
th knaves that smell ofsweat : say this becomes
him,

—

his composure must be rare indeed
.om these things cannot blemish,—yet must
Antony

way excuse his soils, when we do bear
great weight in his lightness. If he fill’d

vacancy with his voluptuousness,
1 surfeits, and the dryness of his bones,
1 on him for’t : but to confound such time,
it drums him from his sport, and speaks as
loud

his own state and ours,
—

’tis to be chid 30
we rate boys, who, being mature in know-
ledge,
m their experience to their present pleasure,
1 so rebel to judgement.

Enter a Messenger.

ep. Here’s more news.
less. Thy biddings have been done; and
every hour,

•>t noble Csesar, shalt thou have report
v ’tis abroad. Pompey is strong at sea ;

1 it appears he is beloved of those
it only have fear’d Csesar : to the ports
discontents repair, and men’s reports

2 him much wrong’d.
I should have known no less,

ath been taught us from the primal state, 41
t he which is was wish’d until he were ;

And the ebb’d man, ne’er loved till ne’er worth
love,

Comes dear’d by being lack’d. This common
body,

Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream,
Goes to and back, lackeying the varying tide.
To rot itself with motion.
Mess. Csesar, I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates,
Make the sea serve them, which they ear and

wound
With keels of every kind : many hot inroads 50
They make in Italy; the borders maritime
Lack blood to think on’t, and flush youth revolt:
No vessel can peep forth, but ’tis as soon
Taken as seen ; for Pompey’s name strikes more
Than could his war resisted.

Cces.
*

Antony,
Leave thy lascivious wassails. When thou once
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew’st
Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel
Did famine follow; whom thou fought’st against,
Though daintily brought up, with patience more
Than savages could suffer : thou didst drink 61
The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle
Which beasts would cough at : thy palate then

did deign
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge

;

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets,
The barks of trees thou browsed’st ; on the Alps
It is reported thou didst eat strange flesh,

Which some did die to look on : and all this

—

It wounds thine honour that I speak it now

—

Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 70
So much as lank’d not.

Lep. ’Tis pity of him.
Cces. Let his shames quickly

Drive him to Rome : ’tis time we twain
Did show ourselves i’ the field ; and to that end
Assemble we immediate council : Pompey
Thrives in our idleness.

Lep.
'

To-morrow, Csesar,
I shall be furnish’d to inform you rightly
Both what by sea and land I can be able
To front this present time.

Cces. Till which encounter,
It is my business too. Farewell. 80
Lep. Farewell, my lord : what you shall know

meantime
Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir,

To let me be partaker.
Cces.

'
Doubt not, sir;

I knew it for my bond. [Exeunt.

Scene V. Alexandria. Cleopatra s palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Mardian.

Cleo. Charmian

!

Char. Madam?
Cleo. Ha, ha!

Give me to drink mandragora.
Char.

'
Why, madam?

Cleo. That I might sleep out this great gap of
time

My Antony is away.
Char.

'
You think of him too much.

Cleo. O, ’tis treason !

Char. Madam, I trust, not so.

58-
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Cleo. Thou, eunuch Mardian !

Mar. What’s your highness pleasure?

Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing ; 1 take no

pleasure

In aught an eunuch has : tis well for thee, 10

That, being unseminar’d, thy freer thoughts

May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou affections?

Mar. Yes, gracious madam.
Cleo. Indeed

!

Mar. Not in deed, madam; for I can do

nothing
But what indeed is honest to De done

:

Yet have I fierce affeCtions, and think

What Venus did with Mars.

Cleo. O Charmian,

Where think’st thou he is now? Stands he, or

sits he ?

Or does he walk? or is he on his horse? 20

O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony !

Do bravely, horse! for wot’st thou whom thou

movest?
The demi-Atlas of this earth, the arm

And burgonet of men. He’s speaking now.

Or murmuring ‘Where’s my serpent of old

Nile?’

For so he calls me : now I feed myself

With most delicious poison. Think on me,

That am with Phoebus’ amorous pinches black,

And wrinkled deep in time ? Broad-fronted Caesar,

When thou wast here above the ground, I was 30

A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey
Would stand and make his eyes grow in my

brow;
There would he anchor his aspect and die

With looking on his life.

So does it no man else. Met’st thou my posts

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messenge

Why do you send so thick ?

Cleo. Who’s born that d:

When I forget to send to Antony,

Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charmia:

Welcome, my good Alexas. Did I, Charmia

Ever love Caesar so?

Char. O that brave Caesar

!

Cleo. Be choked with such another empha

Say, the brave Antony.
Char. The valiant Caesar

!

Cleo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teet

If thou with Caesar paragon again

My man of men.
Char. By your most gracious pardoi

I sing but after you.

Cleo. My salad days,

When I was green in judgement : cold in bio

To say as I said then ! But, come, away

;

Get me ink and paper

:

He shall have every day a several greeting,

Or I’ll unpeople Egypt. lExe

ACT II.

Scene I. Messina. Pompey's house.

Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Men
in warlike manner.

Enter Alexas.

Alex. Sovereign of Egypt, hail

!

Cleo. Howmuch unlike art thou Mark Antony !

Yet, coming from him, that great medicine hath

With his tindl gilded thee.

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ?

Alex. Last thing he did, dear queen, 39

He kiss’d,—the last of many doubled kisses,—

This orient pearl. His speech sticks in my heart.

Cleo. Mine ear must pluck it thence.

Alex. ‘ Good friend,’ quoth he,

‘ Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt sends

This treasure of an oyster ;
at whose foot,

To mend the petty present, I will piece

Her opulent throne with kingdoms ;
all the east,

Say thou, shall call her mistress.’ So he nodded,

fAnd soberly did mount an arm-gaunt steed.

Who neigh’d so high, that what I would have

spoke
Was beastly dumb’d by him.

deo What, was he sad or merry? 50

Alex. Like to the time o’ the year between

the extremes

Of hot and cold, he was nor sad nor merry.

Cleo. O well-divided disposition ! Note him,

Note him, good Charmian, ’tis the man; but

note him

:

He was not sad, for he would shine on those

That make their looks by his; he was not merry,

Which seem’d to tell them his remembrance lay

In Egypt with his joy ; but between both

:

O heavenly mingle ! Be’st thou sad or merry.

The violence of either thee becomes, 60

Pom. If the great gods be just, they :

assist

The deeds of justest men.

Mene. Know, worthy Pom
That what they do delay, they not deny.

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their th:

decays
The thing we sue for.

Mene. We, ignorant of ourseli

Beg often our own harms, which the wise pc

Deny us for our good ; so find we profit

By losing of our prayers

Pom. I shall do well

:

The people love me, and the sea is mine

;

My powers are crescent, and my auguring r

Says it will come to the full. Mark Antony

In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make

No wars without doors : C?esar gets money v

He loses hearts: Lepidus flatters both,

Of both is flatter’d ;
but he neither loves,

Nor either cares for him.

Men. Csesar and Lepidus

Are in the field : a mighty strength they cai

Pom. Where have you this? ’tis false.

.

Men. From Silviu

Pom. He dreams : I know they are in I

together, „ ,
,

Looking for Antony. But all the charms ot

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy waned lip

!

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with bi

Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts,

Keep his brain fuming ;
Epicurean cooks

Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite

;

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his h

Even till a Lethe’d dulness !

Enter Varrius.

How now, Varr:

Var. This is most certain that I shall de
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irk Antony is every hour in Rome
:pe<5ted : since he went from Egypt ’tis 30
space for further travel.

°om. I could have given less matter
better ear. Menas, I did not think
is amorous surfeiter would have donn’d his
helm

r such a petty war : his soldiership
twice the other twain : but let us rear
e higher our opinion, that our stirring
n from the lap of Egypt’s widow pluck
e ne’er-lust-wearied Antony.
Wen. I cannot hope
:sar and Antony shall well greet together :

s wife that’s dead did trespasses to Caesar ;

5 brother warr’d upon him ; although, I think,
t moved by Antony.
°om.

* _

I know not, Menas,
w lesser enmities may give way to greater.
;re’t not that we stand up against them all,

^ere pregnant they should square between
themselves

;

- they have entertained cause enough
draw their swords : but how the fear of us
y cement their divisions and bind up
^ petty difference, we yet not know.
't as our gods will have’t ! It only stands 50
r lives upon to use our strongest hands,
ne, Menas. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Rome. The house ofLepidus.

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus.

ep. Good Enobarbus, ’tis a worthy deed,
[i shall become you well, to entreat your cap-

tain

soft and gentle speech.
no.

*

I shall entreat him
answer like himself : if Caesar move him,
Antony look over Caesar’s head

1 speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter,
re I the wearer of Antonius’ beard,
Duld not shave ’t to-day.

’Tis not a time
private stomaching.
no. Every time
/es for the matter that is then born in ’t. 10
ep. But small to greater matters must give
way.

no. Not if the small come first.

eP- Your speech is passion

:

>
pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes
noble Antony.

Enter Antony and Ventidius.
no. And yonder, Caesar.

Enter Cesar, Megenas, and Agrippa.
nt. If we compose well here, to Parthia:
k, Ventidius.
zs. I do not know,
senas

; ask Agrippa.
?P-

'
Noble friends,

t which combined us was most great, and let
not
aner a<5tion rend us. What ’s amiss,
r
it be gently heard : when we debate 20
trivial difference loud, we do commit
der in healing wounds : then, noble partners,
rather, for I earnestly beseech.

Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms,
Nor curstness grow to the matter.

__P^nt- ’Tis spoken well.
Were we before our armies, and to fight,
I should do thus.

[Flourish

.

C(es. Welcome to Rome.
Ant. Thank you.
Coes. Sit.
Ant. Sit, sir.

Coes. Nay, then.
Ant. I learn, you take things ill which are

not so,

Or being, concern you not.
Cces. I mUst be laugh’d at, 30

If, or for nothing or a little, I

Should say myself offended, and with you
Chiefly i’ the world; more laugh’d at, that I

should
Once name you derogately, when to sound your

name
It not concern’d me.
A nt

•
,

My being in Egypt, Caesar,
What was t to you ?

Cces. No more than my residing here at Rome
Might be to you in Egypt

:
yet, if you there

Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt
Might be my question.
Ant. How intend you, practised? 40
Cces. You may be pleased to catch at mine

intent
By what did here befal me. Your wife and bro-

ther
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation
Was theme for you, you were the word of war.
Ant. You do mistake your business; my bro-

ther never
Did urge me in his adl : I did inquire it

;

And have my learning from some true reports,
That drew their swords with you. Did he not

rather
Discredit my authority with yours;
And make the wars alike against my stomach, 50
Having alike your cause? Of this my letters
Before did satisfy you. If you ’ll patch a quarrel,
As matter whole you have not to make it with,
It must not be with this.

Cces.
*

You praise yourself
By laying defedls ofjudgement to me; but
You patch’d up your excuses.
Ant. Not so, not so

;

I know you could not lack, I am certain on ’t.

Very necessity of this thought, that I,

Your partner in the cause ’gainst which he fought,
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars 60
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife,
I would, you had her spirit in such another :

The third o’ the world is yours; which with a
snaffle

You may pace easy, but not such a wife.
Eno. Would we had all such wives, that the

men might go to wars with the women !

Ant. So much uncurbable, her garboils,
Csesar,

Made out of her impatience, which not wanted
Shrewdness of policy too, I grieving grant
Did you too much disquiet : for that you must 70
But say, I could not help it.

Cces.
' m

I wrote to you
When rioting in Alexandria

;
you



Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts

Did gibe my missive out of audience.

Ant.
, . , .

bir>

He fell upon me ere admitted : then

Three kings I had newly feasted, and did want

Of what 1 was i’ the morning : but next day

I told him of myself; which was as much

As to have ask’d him pardon. Let this fellow

Be nothing of our strife ;
if we contend,

°ato( our question wipe him.^^
The article of your oath; which you shall never

Have tongue to charge me with.
,

No,
Ant.

Lepidus, let him speak

:

The honour is sacred which he talks on now,

Supposing that I lack’d it. But, on, Caesar;

The article of my oath.
T . ,

Cces. To lend me arms and aid when I required

them;
.

The which you both dented.^^^ .

And then when poison’d hours had bound me up 90

From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may,

I ’ll -play the penitent to you : but mine honesty

Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power

Work without it. T ruth is, that Fulvia,

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here

;

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do

So far ask pardon as befits mine honour

To stoop in such a case.

Lei>
e

Tis noble spoken.

Mec. If it might please you, to enforce no

further „ ,

The griefs between ve : to forget them quite 100

Were to remember tnat the present need

Speaks to atone you.V
Cep Worthily spoken, Mecsenas.

Eno Or, if you borrow one another’s love

for the instant, you may, when you hear no more

words of Pompey, return it again: you shall

have time to wrangle in when you have nothing

ClS

An°t. Thou art a soldier only : speak no more

Eno That truth should be silent I had almost
r * no

°Aut. You wrong this presence; therefore

speak no more.
.

Eno Go to, then
;
your considerate stone.

Cces. I do not much dislike the matter, but

The manner of his speech; for’t cannot be

We shall remain in friendship, our conditions

So differing in their afts. Yet, if I knew

What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge to

edge
O’ the world I would pursue it.

I Agr% Give me leave, Caesar,—

I Cces. Speak, Agrippa.
,

.

,

Azr Thou hast a sister by the mother s side,

Admired O&avia :
great Mark Antony 12

1

I Is now a widower.

Cces. Say not so, Agrippa

:

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof

Were well deserved of rashness.

Ant. I am not married, Caesar: let me hear

Agrippa further speak.

Aer To hold you in perpetual amity.

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts

With an unslipping knot, take Antony
O&avia to his wife ; whose beauty claims

No worse a husband than the best of men ;

Whose virtue and whose general graces speak

That which none else can utter. By this r

riage,

All little jealousies, which now seem great,

And all great fears, which now import

dangers,

Would then be nothing : truths would be tale

Where now half tales be truths : her love to V

Would, each to other and all loves to both,

Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke;

For ’tis a studied, not a present thought,

By duty ruminated.

A nt. Will Caesar speak ?
.

Cces. Not till he hears how Antony is tou<

With what is spoke already. ....
Ant. What power is in Agri

If I would say, * Agrippa, be it so,’

To make this good?
Cces. The power of Caesar, anc

His power unto O&avia.
Ant. May I never

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows.

Dream of impediment ! Let me have thy ha

Further this a& of grace ;
and from this hour

The heart of brothers govern in our loves

And sway our great designs !

Cces. There is my ha

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother

Did ever love so dearly: let her live

To join our kingdoms and our hearts; and n

Fly off our loves again !

Lep. Happily, amen

!

Ant. I did not think to draw my
’gainst Pompey

;

For he hath laid strange courtesies and grea

Of late upon me : I must thank him only,

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report

;

At heel of that, defy him.

Cep. Time calls upon s*.

Of us must Pompey presently be sought,

Or else he seeks out us.
.

Ant. Where lies he?

Cces. About the mount Misenum.

A nt. What is his strength by land ?

Cces. Great and increasing : but by sea

He is an absolute master.

Ant. So is the fame.

Would we had spoke together ! Haste we f<
/VC lldU • V. ,

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, dispatch i

• Jn.L'i: hip Vicivf* talk’d of.
X Cl, CIC Wt JJL1L ... ---

The business we have talk’d of.

Cces. With most gladi

And do invite you to my sister’s view,

Whither straight I’ll lead you.

Ant. Let us, Lepidf,

Not lack your company.
Cep. Noble Antony,

Not sickness should detain me.

[
Flourish. Exeun t Ccesar, Ami

and Lep.*

Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir.
i

Eno. Half the heart of Caesar, worthy M
nas ! My honourable friend, Agrippa

!

Agr. Good Enobarbus

!

Mec. We have cause to be glad that ma

are so well digested. You stayed well by

Egypt.
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Eno. Ay, sir
; we did sleep day out of counte-

nce, and made the night light with drinking.
Mec. Eight wild-boars roasted whole at a
iakfast, and but twelve persons there; is this

le?

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle : we
d much more monstrous matter of feast, which
rthily deserved noting.
Mec. She’s a most triumphant lady, if report
square to her. igo
Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she
rsed up his heart, upon the river of Cydnus.
4gr. There she appeared indeed

; or my re-
ter devised well for her.

5no>. I will tell you.
e barge she sat in, like a burnish’d throne,
rn’d on the water : the poop was beaten gold

;

rple the sails, and so perfumed that
e winds were love-sick with them ; the oars
were silver,

lich to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made
e water which they beat to follow faster, 201
amorous of their strokes. For her own person,
jeggar’d all description : she did lie

her pavilion—cloth-of-gold of tissue

—

r-pidluring that Venus where we see
2 fancy outwork nature : on each side her
od pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids,
di divers-colour’d fans, whose wind did seem
glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,
1 what they undid did.

Igr. O, rare for Antony ! 210
'no. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides,
many mermaids, tended her i’ the eyes,
1 made their bends adornings : at the helm
eeming mermaid steers : tfie silken tackle
ill with the touches of those flower-soft hands,
it yarely frame the office. From the barge
Grange invisible perfume hits the sense
:he adjacent wharfs. The city cast
• people out upon her ; and Antony,
hroned i’ the market-place, did sit alone,. 220
istling to the air

; which, but for vacancy,
i gone to gaze on Cleopatra too
l made a gap in nature.
gn. Rare Egyptian !

no. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her,
ted her to supper : she replied,
lould be better he became her guest

;

ch she entreated : our courteous Antony,
om ne’er the word of ‘No’ woman heard
speak,

ig barber’d ten times o’er, goes to the feast,
t for his ordinary pays his heart 230
what his eyes eat only.
gn. Royal wench

!

made great Caesar lay his sword to bed

;

plough’d her, and she cropp’d.
ho\ I saw her once
) forty paces through the public street

;

having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted,
t she did make defedl perfection,

, breathless, power breathe forth.
r

ec. Now Antony must leave her utterly.
no. Never; he will not:
cannot wither her, nor custom stale 240
infinite variety : other women cloy
appetites they feed : but she makes hungry
:re most she satisfies : for vilest things

Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests
Bless her when she is riggish.

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle
The heart of Antony, Odlavia is

A blessed lottery to him.
Agr. Let us go.

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest 249
Whilst you abide here.
Eno. Humbly, sir, I thank you. [Exeunt.

Scene III. The same. Ccesar s house.

Enter Antony, Caesar, Octavia between them
,

and Attendants.

Ant. The world and my great office will some-
times

Divide me from your bosom.
062a. All which time

Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers
To them for you.
Ant. Good night, sir. My Odlavia,

Read not my blemishes in the world’s report

:

I have not kept my square ; but that to come
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear

lady.

Good night, sir.

Cees. Good night.

[Exeunt Ccesar and 061avia.

Enter Soothsayer.

Ant. Now, sirrah; you do wish yourself in
Egypt? 10

Sooth. Would I had never come from thence,
nor you

Thither f

Ant. If you can, your reason?
Sooth. I see it in

My motion, have it not in my tongue : but yet
Hie you to Egypt again.
Ant. Say to me,

Whose fortunes shall rise higher, Caesar’s or mine ?

Sooth. Caesar’s.

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side :

Thy demon, that ’s thy spirit which keeps thee, is

Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 20
Where Caesar’s is not

; but, near him, thy angel
Becomes a fear, as being o’erpower’d : therefore
Make space enough between you.
Ant. Speak this no more.
Sooth. To none but thee

; no more, but when
to thee.

If thou dost play with him at any game,
Thou art sure to lose ; and, of that natural luck,
He beats thee ’gainst the odds: thy lustre

thickens,

When he shines by : I say again, thy spirit
Is all afraid to govern thee near him

;

But, he away, ’tis noble.

A nt. Gfet thee gone
: 30

Say to Ventidius I would speak with him :

[Exit Soothsayer.
He shall to Parthia. Be it art or hap,
He hath spoken true : the very dice obey him

;

And in our sports my better cunning faints
Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds

;

His cocks do win the battle still of mine,
When it: is all to nought

; and his quails ever
Beat mine, inhoop’d, at odds. I will to Egypt : j



And though I make this marriage for my peace,

F the east my pleasure lies.

Enter Ventidius.

O, come, Ventidius, 40

You must to Parthia r your commission ’s ready

;

Follow me, and receive ’t.
\Exeunt.

Scene dV. The same. A Street.

Enter Lepidus, Mecajnas, and Agrippa.

Lep. Trouble yourselves no further
:
pray you,

-hasten

Your generals' after.

Agr.
'

Sir, Mark Antony

Will e’en but jdss OHavia, and we ’ll follow.
?

Lep. Till I shall see you in your soldiers

Which will become'you both, farewell.

Mec. We s“a“»

As I conceive the journey, be at the Mount

Before you, Lepidus.
.

Lep. Your way is shorter;

My purposes do draw me much about:

You ’ll win two days upon me.

Mec. 1 Sir, good success

!

Agr. j

Lep. Farewell. {Exeunt. 10

Scene V. Alexandria. Cleopatra s palace

.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Alexas.

Cleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food

1 Of us that trade in love.
.

I A ttend. The music, ho !

Enter Marxian the Eunuth.

Cleo. Let it alone; let’s to billiards: come,

Charmian. .. -

Char. My arm is sore ;
best play with Mardian.

Cleo As well '-a woman with an -eunuch play d

As with a woman. Come, you’ll play with me,

sir?

Mar. As well as I can, madam.

Cleo. AndAvhen good will is show d, though t

come -too short,

The addor-may plead pardon. I 11 none now

:

Give me mine angle ;
we’ll to the river : there.

My music playing far off, I will betray --

Tawny-finn’d fishes ; my bended hookshall pierce

Their slimy jaws; and, as I draw them up,

I ’ll think them every one an Antony,

And say ‘ Ah, ha !
you he caught.

Char. Twas merry when

You wager’d on your angling ;
when your diver

Did hanga salt-fish on his hook, which he

With fervency drew up.

Cleo. That time,—O times !—

I laugh’d him out of patience ;
and that night

I laugh’d him into patience : and next morn, 20

Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed;

Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst

I wore his sword Philippan.

Enter a Messenger.

O, from Italy!

Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine cars,

That long time have been barren.

Mess. Madam, madam.

Cleo. Antonius dead !—If thou say so, villaii

Thou kill’st thy mistress : but well and free.

If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here

My bluest veins to kiss ; a hand that kings

Have lipp’d, and trembled kissing.

Mess. First, madam, he is well.

Cleo. Why, there’s more gol

But, sirrah, mark, we use

To say the dead are well : bring it to that.

The gold I give thee will I melt and pour

Down thy ill-uttering throat.

Mess. Good madam, hear me.

deo. Well, go to, I wil

But there’s no goodness in thy face : if Antony

Be free and healthful,—so tart a favour

To trumpet such good tidings ! If not well,
#

Thou shouldst come like a Fury crown d wi

snakes,

Not like a formal man.
Mess. Will ’t'please you hear

Cleo' I have a mind to strike thee ere tb

Yet, tfthou say Antony lives, is well,

Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him,

I ’ll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.

Mess. Madam, he s well.

Cleo. .

WeIlsa

Mess. And friends with Caesar.

Cleo. Thou’rt an honest m;

Mess. Caesar and he are greater friends th

ever.

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me.

Mess But yet, madam
;

Cleo'. I do not' like ‘ But.yet,’ it does allay

The good precedence ;
fie upon ‘ But yet 1

‘ But yet’ is as a.gaoler to brujg forth

Some monstrous malefadtor. Prithee, friend,

Pour out the pack of matter to mine car,

The good and bad together: he’s friends

Caesar;
,

In state of health thou say’st; and thou sa>

free.
,

Mess. Free, madam ! no ; 1 made no sc

report

:

He’s bound, unto Odtavia.
,

Cleo. For w^at good turn ?

Mess. For the best turn .i’ the bed.

Cleo. l am pale, Charmi:

Mess. Madam, he ’s married to Odlavia.

Cleo. The most infeaious pestilence uj

thee |
[Strikes him don

Mess. Good madam, patience.

Cleo

.

What say you? Hen
XStrikes him aga

Horrible villain ! or I’ll spurn thine eyes

Like balls before me ; I ’ll unhair thy head : 1

[She hales him up and dot-

Thou shalt 'be whipp’d with wire, and stew’di

brine,

Smarting in lingering pickle.
>

Mess. Gracious madam,

I that do bring the news made not the match.,

Cleo. Say ’tis not so, a province 1 will g

And make thy fortunes proud : the blow tb

hadst
. t i

Shall make thy .peace for moving me to rage.
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nd I will boot thee with what gift beside
'hy modesty can beg.
Mess. He’s married, madam.
Clco. Rogue, thou hast lived too long.

{Draws a knife.
Mess. Nay, then I’ll run.
/hat mean you, madam? I have made no fault.

{Exit.
Char. Good madam, keep yourself within

yourself

:

he man is innocent.
Cleo. Some innocents ’scape not the thunderbolt
felt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures
urn all to serpents ! Call the slave again

:

hough I am mad, I will not bite him : call. 80
Char. He is afeard to come.
Cleo. I will not hurt him.

{Exit Charmian.
hese hands do lack nobility, that they strike

meaner than myself ; since I myself
lave given myself the cause.

Re-enter Charmian anti Messenger.

Come hither, sir.

hough it be honest, it is neveragood
0 bring bad news

:
give to a gracious message

n host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell

hemselves when they be felt.

Mess. I have done my "duty.

Cleo. Is he married?
cannot hate thee worser than I do, 90
thou again say ‘Yes.’
Mess. He’s married, madam.
Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold

there still?

Mess. Should I lie, madam ?

Cleo. O, I would thou didst,

) half my Egypt were submerged and made
cistern for scaled snakes ! Go, get thee hence :

adst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me
hou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married?
Mess. I crave your highness’ pardon.
C/o. He is married?
Mess. Take no offence -that I would 'not offend

you:
3 punish me for what you make me do 100
:ems much unequal: he’s married to Odtavia.
Cleo. O, that his fault should make a knave

of thee,

hat art notwhat thou’rt sure of! Get thee hence :

he merchandise which thou hast brought from
Rome

re all too dear for me : lie they upon thy hand,
id be undone by ’em

!
{Exit Messenger.

Char. Good your highness, patience.
Cleo. In praising Antony, I have dispraised

Csesar.
Char. Many times, madam.
Cleo. I am paid for ’t now.
ead me from hence ;

faint : O Iras, Charmian ! ’tis no matter. no
3 to the fellow, good Alexas

; bid him
sport the feature of Odtavia, her years,
er inclination, let him not leave out
ie colour of her hair : bring me word quickly.

1 i {ExitA lexas.
it him for ever go :—let him not—Charmian,
lough he be painted one way like a Gorgon,

The other way ’s a Mars. Bid you Alexas

f To Mardian.
Bring me word how tall she is. Pity me, Char-

mian,
But do not speak to me. Lead me to my chamber.

{Exeunt.

Scene VI. Near Misenum.

Flourish. Enter Pompey and Menas at one
side

,
with drum and trzimpet: at another

,

Caesar, Antony, Lepidus, Enobarbus, Me-
CAEnas, with Soldiers marching.

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you
mine;

And we shall talk before we fight.

Cces. Most meet
That first we come to words

; and therefore have we
Our written purposes before us sent;
Which, if thou hast consider’d, let us know
If ’twill tie up thy discontented sword,
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth
That else must*perish here.
Pom. To you all three,

The senators alone of this great world,
Chief fadtors for the gods, I do not know 10
Wherefore my father should revengers want.
Having a son and friends

; since J ulius Csesar,
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted,
There saw you labouring for him. What was’t
That moved pale Cassius to conspire ; and what
Metde the all-honour’ d, honest Roman, Brutus,
With the arm’d rest, courtiers of beauteous free-

dom,
To -drench the Capitol ; but that they would
Have one man but a man? And -that is it 19
Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burthen
The anger’d ocean foams ; with which I meant
To scourge the, ingratitude that despiteful Rome
Cast on my noble father.

Cces. Take your time.
Ant. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with

thy sails

;

We’ll speak with thee at sea: at land, thou
know’st

How much we do o’er-count thee.
Pom. At land, indeed,

Thou dost o’er-count me of my father’s house

:

But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself,
Remain in’t as thou mayst.

LeJ>v .
Be pleased to tell us

—

For this is from the present—how you take 30
The offers we have sent you.

Cces.
'

There’s the point.
Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh

What it is worth embraced.
Cces. And what may follow,

To try a larger fortune.
Pom. You have made me offer

Of Sicily, Sardinia
; and I must

Rid all the v

s6a of pirates; then, to send
Measures of wheat to Rome ; this ’greed upon,
To part with unhack’d edges, and bear back
Our targes undinted.

Cces. Ant. Lep. That’s our offer.

Pom. Know, then, 40
I came before you here a man prepared
To take this offer : but Mark Antony
Put me to some impatience : though I lose



The praise of it by telling, you must know.
When Caesar and your brother were at blows,

\ our mother came to Sicily and did find

Her welcome friendly.

Ant. I have heard it, Pompey ;

And am well studied for a liberal thanks

Which I do owe you.

Pom. Let me have your hand

:

I did not think, sir, to have met you here. 50

Ant. The beds i’ the east are soft ; and thanks

to you,
.

That call’d me timelier than my purpose hither;

For I have, gain’d by’t.

Cces. Since I saw you last.

There is a change upon you.

Pom. • Well, I know not

What counts harsh fortune casts upon my face

;

But in my bosom shall she never come,

To make my heart her vassal.

Lep. Well met here.

Pom. I hope so, Lepidus. Thus we are

agreed:
I crave our composition may be written,

And seal’d between us.

Cces; That’s the next to do. 60

Pom. We’ll feast each other ere we part;

and let’s

Draw lots who shall begin.

Ant. That will T, Pompey.
Pom. No, Antony, take the lot: but, first

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery

Shall have the fame. I have heard that Julius

Caesar

Grew fat with feasting there.

Ant You have heard much.

Pom. I have fair meanings, sir.

Ant. And fair words to them.

Pom. Then so much have I heard i

And I have heard, Apollodorus carried—

Eno. No more of that : he did so*

pom. What, I pray you? 70.

Eno . A certain queen to Caesar in a mattress.

Pom. 1 know thee now: how farest thou,

soldier ?

Eno. Well

;

And well am like to, do; for, I perceive,

Four feasts are toward.

Pom. Let me shake thy hand

;

I never hated thee : I have seen thee fight.

When I have envied thy behaviour.

Eno.
,

Sir,

I never loved you much; but I ha praised ye,

When you have well deserved ten times as much
As I have said you did.

Pom. Enjoy thy plainness, 80

It nothing ill becomes thee.

Aboard my galley I invite you ail

:

I Will you lead, lords?

Cces. Ant. Lep. Show us the way, sir.

Pom. Come.

{Exeunt all hit Menas and Enobarbus.

Men. {Aside3 Thy father, Pompey* would

ne’er have made this treaty.—You and I have

known, sir.

Eno. At sea, I think.

Men. We- have*, sir.

Eno. You have done well by water.

Men. And you by land.
#

9°

I will praise any man that will praise

me ; though it cannot be denied what I have dc

by land.
Men. Nor what I have done by water.

Eno. Yes, something you can deny for ycj

own safety : you have been a great thief by se:

Men. And you by land.

Eno. There I deny my land service. 1

give me your hand, Menas: if our eyes h

authority, here they might take two thie'

kissing.

Men. All men’s faces are true, whatsome
their hands are.

Eno. But there is never a fair woman ha:

true face.

Men. No slander ;
they steal hearts.

Eno. We came hither to fight with you.

Men

.

For my part, I am sorry it is turned

a drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh av

his. fortune.

Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep’t N
agam.
Men. You’ve said, sir. We looked not

Mark Antony here ;
pray you, is he married

Cleopatra?
Eno. Caesar’s sister is called Odtavia.

Men. True, sir; she was the wife of Ca

Marcellus.
Eno. But she isnow thewifeofMarcus Anton:
Men.
Eno.
Men.

gether.

Eno.

Pray ye, sir ?

’Tis true.

Then is Caesar and he for ever knit

If I were bound to divine of this uni

I would not prophesy so.

Me7i. I think the policy of that purpose m:

more in the marriage than the love of the part

Eno. I think so too. But you shall find,

band that seems to tie their friendship toget

will be the very strangler of their amity : Odta

is of a holy, cold, and still conversation.

Men. Who would not have his wife so?

Eno. Not he that himself is not so ;
whicl

Mark Antony. He will to his Egyptian c

again: then, shall the sighs of Odlavia blow

fire up in Caesar ;
and, as I said before, that wh

is the strength of their amity shall prove the

mediate author of their variance. Antony
use his affedlion where it is : he married but

occasion here.

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, 1

you aboard'? I haver a health for - you.

Eno I shall take it, sir : we have used

throats in, Egypt.
Men. Come, let’s away. [Exen

Scene VIE On board Pompey1

s galley, oj

Misenum.

Music plays.

Eno.

Enter two or three Servants 701

a b'anquet’.

First Serv. Here they’ll, be, man. Som</

their plants are ill-rooted already ;
the least wj

J* *-V»**. will Wnw tlipm rlnwn.
i’ the world will blow them down.

Sec. Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured.
#

I

First Serv. They have made him drink al;r

drink.

Sec. Serv. As they pinch one another by

disposition, he cries out ‘ No more ;’ reconcj

them to his entreaty, and himself to the drink
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First Serv. But it raises the greater war be-

vveen him and his discretion. n
Sec. Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in

reat men’s fellowship : I had as lief have a reed

hat will do me no service as a partisan I could

ot heave.

First Serv. To be called into a huge sphere,

nd not to be seen to move in’t, are the holes

/here eyes should be, which pitifully disaster

he cheeks.

i sennet sounded. Enter Caesar, Antony,
Lepidus, Pompey, Agrippa, Mecasnas, Eno-
barbus, Menas, with other captains.

Ant. [ To Ccesar

]

Thus do they, sir : they take

the flow o’ the Nile 20

iy certain scales i’ the pyramid ; they know,

]y the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth

)r foison follow : the higher Nilus swells,

'he more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman
Jpon the slime and ooze scatters his grain,

uid shortly comes to harvest.

Lep. You’ve strange serpents there.

A nt. Ay, Lepidus.
Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of

our mud by the operation of your sun : so is your
rocodile. 31
A nt. They are so.

Pom. Sit,—and some wine ! A health to Le-
idus

!

Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but I ’ll

e’er out.

Eno. Not till you have slept; I fear me you’ll

e in till then.

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard the Ptole-

lies’ pyramises are very goodly things ; without
ontradidtion, I have heard that. 41
Men. [Aside to Pom.'] Pompey, a word.
Pom. [Aside to Men.] Say in

mine ear: what is’t?

Men. [Aside to Pom.] Forsake thy seat, I do
beseech thee, captain,

aid hear me speak a word.
Pom. [Aside to Men.] Forbear me till anon,
'his wine for Lepidus

!

Lep. What manner o’ thing is your crocodile ?

Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself ; and it is as

road as it hath breadth : it is just so high as it

, and moves with it own organs : it lives by
lat which nourisheth it

;
and the elements once

ut of it, it transmigrates. 51
Lep. What colour is it of?

Ant. Of it own colour too.

Lep. ’Tis a strange serpent.

Ant. ’Tis so. And the tears of it are wet.
Cces. Will this description satisfy him?
Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him,

Ise he is a very epicure.

Pom. [Aside to Men.] Go hang, sir, hang!
Tell me of that? away !

)o as I bid you. Where’s this cup I call’d for?

Men. [Aside to Pom.] If for the sake of merit
thou wilt hear me, 61

Use from thy stool.

Pom. [Aside to Men.] I think thou’rt mad.
The matter? [Rises, and walks aside.

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy for-

tunes.

Pom. Thou hast served me with much faith.

What’s else to say?
Be jolly, lords.

Ant. These quick-sands, Lepidus,
Keep off them, for you sink.

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all the world?
Pom. What say’st thou?
Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world?

That’s twice.

Pom. How should that be ?

Men. But entertain it, 69
And, though thou think me poor, I am the man
Will give thee all the world.
Pom. Hast thou drunk well ?

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the

cup.

Thou art, if thou darest be, the earthly Jove:
Whate’er the ocean pales, or sky inclips,

Is thine, if thou wilt ha’t.

Pom. Show me which way.
Men. These three world-sharers, these com-

petitors,

Are in thy vessel : let me cut the cable

;

And, when we are put offi fall to their throats

:

All there is thine.

Pom. Ah, this thou shouldst have done,
And not have spoke on ’t ! In me ’tis villany ; 8

o

In thee ’t had been good service. Thou must
know,

’Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour

;

Mine honour, it. Repent that e’er thy tongue
Hath so betray’d thine adfc : being done unknown,
I should have found it afterwards well done

;

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink.

Men. [Aside] For this,

I’ll never follow thy pall’d fortunes more.
Who seeks, and will not take when once ’tis

offer’d,

Shall never find it more.
Pom. This health to Lepidus

! 90
Ant. Bear him ashore. I’ll pledge it for him,

Pompey.
Eno. Here’s to thee, Menas!
Men. Enobarbus, welcome

!

Pom. Fill till the cup be hid.

Eno. There’s a strong fellow, Menas.
[Pointing to the Attendant who carries

off Lepidus.
Men. Why?
Eno. A’ bears the third part of the world, man

;

see’s t not?
Men. The third part,, then, is drunk : would

it were all,

That it might go on wheels !

Eno. Drink thou; increase the reels. 100
Men. Come.
Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast.

Ant. It ripens towards it. Strike the vessels,

ho !

Here is to Caesar

!

Cces. 1 could well forbear ’t.

It’s monstrous labour, when I wash my brain,
j

And it grows fouler.

Ant. Be a child o’ the time.
Cces. Possess, it, I ’ll make answer

:

But I had rather fast from all four days
Than drink so much in one.
Eno. Ha, my brave emperor! [To Antony,

j

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, j



And celebrate our drink ? . ,.

pom.
Let’s ha t, good soldier, in

Ant. Come, let’s all take hands,

Till that the conquering wine hath steep d our

sense

In soft and delicate Lethe.

pno.
All take hands.

Make battery to our ears with the loud music

:

The while I ’ll place you : then the boy shall sing

;

The holding every man shall bear as loud

As his strong sides can volley.

[Music plays. Enobarbus places them
hand in hand.

The Song.

Come, thou monarch of the vine, 120

Plumpy Bacchus with pink e.yne !

In thy fats our cares be drown’d,

With thy grapes our hairs be crown d

:

Cup us, till the world go round,

Cup us, till the world go round

!

Ca>s. What would you more? Pompey, good

night. Good brother,
.

Let me request you off : our graver business

Frowns at this levity. Gentle lords, let s part

;

You see we have burnt our cheeks : strong Lno-

barb
Is weaker than the wine ;

and mine own tongue

Splits what it speaks: the wild disguise hath

Antick’d us all. What needs more words? Good

night.

Good Antony, your hand.

pont'
I ’ll try you on the shore.

Ant. And shall, sir
:
give’s your hand.

Pom. ° Antony,

You have my father’s house,—But, what? we are

friends.

Come, down into the boat. ..

En
’

0 '
Take heed you fall not.

[Exeunt all hit Enobarbus and Menas.

Menas, I’ll not on shore.

Men. No, to my cabin.

These drums ! these trumpets, flutes ! what

!

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell

To these great fellows : sound and be hang d,

sound out !
[Sound a flourish, with drums.

Eno. Ho! says a’. There’s my cap. 141

Men Ho! Noble captain, come. [Exeunt.

The routed fly : so thy grand captain Antony
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots and irf

Put garlands on thy head.

Yen. O Silius, Silius,

I have done enough ; a lower place, note well,

May make too great an act : for learn this, Silius

Better to leave undone, than by our deed „
Acquire too high a fame when him we serve *

away.
Caesar and Antony have ever won
More in their officer than person : Sossius,

One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant,

For quick accumulation of renown, 1

Which he achieved by the minute, lost his favour;

Who does i’ the wars more than his captain can |

Becomes his captain’s captain : and ambition, I

The soldier’s virtue, rather makes choice of loss,

Than gain which darkens him.

I could do more to do Antonius good,

But ’twould 'offend him ;
and in his offence

Should my performance perish.

Sit. Thou hast, Ventidius, tha

Without the which a soldier, and his sword,

Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write t

Antony?
Ven. I’ll humbly signify what in his name, 3

That magical word of war, we have effected

;

How, with his banners and his well-paid ranks,

The ne’er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia

We have jaded out o’ the field.
#

Sit, Where is he now
Ven. He purposeth to Athens : whither, wit

what haste

The weight we must convey with s will permit,

We shall appear before him. On, there
;
pa<

along! [Exeun

ACT III.

Scene I. A plain in Syria.

Enter Ventidius as it were in triumph, with

Silius, and other Romans, Officers, and Sol-

diers; the dead body of Pacgrus borne before

him.

Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck

;

and now
, , .

Pleased fortune does of Marcus Crassus death

Make me revenger. Bear the king’s son s body

Before our army. Thy Pacorus, Orodes,

Pays this for Marcus Crassus.

SH Noble Ventidius,

Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm.

The fugitive Parthians follow; spur through

Media,
Mesopotamia, and the shelters whither,

Scene II. Rome. An ante-chamber in

Ccesars house.

Enter Agrippa at one door,
Enobarbus

at another.

Agr. What, are the brothers parted?

Eno. They have dispatch’d with Pompey, \

is gone;
.

The other three are sealing. Ottavia weeps

To part from Rome ;
Caesar is sad ; and Lepidu -

Since Pompey’s feast, as Menas says, is trouble^!

With the green sickness.

Agr. ’Tis a noble Lepidus.

Eno. A very fine one : O, how he lov<

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mai

Antony
! . .

Eno. Caesar? Why, he’s the Jupiter of me:

Agr. What’s Antony? The god of Jupiter. 1

Eno. Spake you of Caesar? How! the no:

pareil

!

Agr. O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird
! |

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say * Caesar

go no further.

Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with exce

lent praises.

Eno. But he loves Caesar best; yet he lov<

Antony : , ,

Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bard

poets, cannot
Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho

!

His love to Antony. But as for Caesar,
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Cneel down, kneel down, and wonder.

Pgr. Both he loves.

Eno. They are his shards, and he their beetle.

[Trumpets within.] So; 20

['his is to horse. Adieu, noble Agrippa.

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ;
and fare-

well.

Winter Caesar, Antony, Lepidus, ^w^Octavia.

Ant. No further, sir.

Cces. You take from me a great part of myself;

Jse me well in ’t. Sister, prove such a wife

my thoughts make thee, and as my farthest

band
ihall pass on thy approof. Most noble Antony,

^et not the piece of virtue, which is set

Betwixt us as the cement of our love,

Co keep it builded, be the ram to batter 30

rhe fortress of it ;
for better might we

lave loved without this mean, if on both parts

rhis be not cherish’d.

Ant. Make me not offended

n your distrust.

Cces. I have said.

Ant. You shall not find,

rhough you be therein curious, the least cause

i'or what you seem to fear : so, the gods keep you,

Vnd make the hearts of Romans serve your ends !

Ye will here part.

Cces. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee

well

:

rhe elements be kind to thee, and make 40
Chy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well.

0£i. My noble brother

!

Ant. The April’s in her eyes; it is love’s

spring,

Ind these the showers to bring it on. Be cheerful.

Odl. Sir, look well to my husband’s house;

and

—

Cces. What,
)<5lavia?

0£l. I ’ll tell you in your ear.

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart,

nor can
3er heart inform her tongue,—the swan’s down-

feather,

rhat stands upon the swell at full of tide,

\nd neither way inclines. 50
Eno. [Aside to Agr.] Will Cassar weep?
Agr. [Aside to Eno.] He has a cloud in ’s face.

Eno. [Aside to Agr.] He were the worse for

that, were he a horse

;

So is he, being a man.
Agr. [Aside to Eno.] Why, Enobarbus,

Yhen Antony found Julius Csesar dead,

ie cried almost to roaring ;
and he wept

Yhen at Philippi he found Brutus slain.

Eno.
[Aside to Agr.] That year, indeed, he

was troubled with a rheum

;

Yhat willingly he did confound he wail’d,

Believe ’t, till I wept too.

Cces. No, sweet Odtavia,

fou shall hear from me still; the time shall not
But-go my thinking on you.
Ant. Come, sir, come ; 60

’ll wrestle with you in my strength of love

:

book, here I have you; thus I let you go,
\nd give you to the gods.
Cces. Adieu ; be happy

!

—

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give light

To thy fair way

!

Cces. Farewell, farewell
!

[Kisses Octavia.
Ant. Farewell!

[Trumpets sound. Exeun t.

Scene III. Alexandria. Cleopatra s

Palace,

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Alexas..

Cleo. Where is the fellow?

A lex. Half afeard to come.
Cleo. Go to, go to.

Enter the Messenger as before.

Come hither, sir.

Alex. Good majesty,

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you
But when you are well pleased.

Cleo. That Herod’s head
I ’ll have : but how, when Antony is gone
Through whom I might command it? Come

thou near.

Mess. Most gracious majesty,-—

Cleo. Didst thou behold Odtavia?
Mess. Ay, dread queen.

Cleo. Where? 10

Mess. Madam, in Rome ;

I look’d her in the face, and saw her led

Between her brother and Mark Antony.
Cleo. Is she as tall as me?
Mess. She is not, madam.
Cleo. Didst hear her speak? is she shrill-

tongued or low?
Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low-

voiced.

Cleo. That’s not so good : he cannot like her
long.

Char. Like her ! O Isis ! ’tis impossible.

Cleo. I think so, Charmian : dull of tongue,

and dwarfish

!

What majesty is in her gait? Remember, 20

If e’er thou look’dst on majesty.

Mess. She creeps

:

Her motion and her station are as one ;

She shows a body rather than a life,

A statue than a breather.

Cleo. Is this certain?

Mess. Or I have no observance.

Char. Three in Egypt
Cannot make better note.

Cleo. He ’s very knowing

;

I do perceive ’t : there’s nothing in her yet

:

The fellow has good judgement.
Char. Excellent.

Cleo. Guess at her years, I prithee.

Mess. Madam,
She was a widow,

—

Cleo. Widow ! Charmian, hark. 30
Mess. And I do think she’s thirty.

Cleo. Bear’st thou her face in mind? is’t long
or round?

Mess. Round even to faultiness.

Cleo. For the most part, too, they are foolish

that are so. -

Her hair, what colour?

Mess. Brown, madam : and her forehead
As low as she would wish it.
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Cleo. There ’s gold for thee.

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill:

I will employ thee back again ; I find thee

Most fit for business
:
go make thee ready-; 40

Our letters are prepared. [Exit Messenger.

Char. A proper man.
Cleo. Indeed, he is so : I repent me much.

That so I harried him. Why, methinks, by him,

This creature’s no such thing.

Char. Nothing, madam.
Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and

should know.
Char. Hath he seen majesty? Isis else defend,

And serving you so long

!

Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet,

good Charmian

:

But ’tis no matter
;
thou shalt bring him to me

Where I will write. All may be well enough. 50
Char. I warrant you, madam. [Exeunt.

Scene IV. A thens. A room in A atony's house.

Enter Antony and Octavia.

Choose your own company, and command wha
cost

Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt

Scene V. The same. Another room.

Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting.

Eno. How now, friend Eros !

Eros. There ’s strange news come, sir.

Eno. What, man?
Eros. Caesar and Lepidus have made wan

upon Pompey.
Eno. This is old : what is the success?

.

Eros. Caesar, having made use of him in the

wars ’gainst Pompey, presently denied him rival;

ity ; would not let him partake in the glory of the

adtion : and not resting here, accuses him ol

letters he had formerly wrote to Pompey ; upon!

his own appeal, seizes him : so the poor third is

up, till death enlarge his confine.

Eno. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chapSj

Ant. Nay, nay, Odlavia, not only that,

—

That were excusable, that, and thousands more
Of semblable import,—but he hath waged
New wars ’gainst Pompey; made his will, and

read it

To public ear;

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he could not

But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly

He vented them ;
most narrow measure lent me :

When the best hint was given him, he not took’t,

Or did it from his teeth.

061. O my good lord, 10

Believe not all ; or, if you must believe,

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady,

If this division chance, ne’er stood between,

Praying for both parts

:

The good gods will mock me presently,

When I shall pray, ‘ O, bless my lord and hus-

band !

’

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud,.

‘ O, bless my brother!’ Husband win, win
brother,

Prays, and destroys the prayer ; no midway
’Twixt these extremes at all.

A 7it. Gentle Oftavia, 20

Let your best love draw to that point, which
seeks

Best to preserve it : if I lose mine honour,

I lose myself: better I were not yours

Than yours so branchless. But, as you re-

quested,
Yourselfshall go between ’s : the mean time, lady,

I ’ll raise the preparation of a war
Shall stain your brother: make your soonest

haste ;

So your desires are yours.

061. Thanks to my lord.

The Jove of power make me most weak, most
weak,

Your reconciler ! Wars ’twixt you twain would be

As if the world should cleave, and that slain

men
.

3 1

Should solder up the rift.

A nt. When it appears to you where this begins,

Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults

Can never be so equal, that your love

no more

,

And throw between them all the food thou hast,

They’ll grind theone theother. Where’s Antony
Eros. He ’s walking in the garden—thus ; and

spurns
.

The rush that lies before him; cries, Fool:

Lepidus !’

And threats the throat of that his officer

That murder’d Pompey.
Eno. Our great navy’s rigg’d. 2c

Eros. For Italy and Caesar. More, Domitlus

;

My lord desires you presently : my news
I might have told hereafter.

Eno. ’Twill be naught

:

But let it be. Bring me to Antony.
Eros. Come, sir. [Exeunt.

Scene VI. Rome. CcesaEs house.

Enter Cesar, Agrippa, and Mecjenas.

Cces. Contemning Rome, he has done all this,

and more,
In Alexandria: here’s the manner of’t

:

I’ the market-place, on a tribunal silver’d,

Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold

Were publicly enthroned : at the feet sat

Caesarion, whom they call my father’s son,

And all the unlawful issue that their lust

Since then hath made between them. Unto her'

He gave the stablishment of Egypt; made her

Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, ic

Absolute queen.
Mec. This in the public eye?

Cces. I’ the common show-place, where they

exercise.
. #

His sons he there proclaim’d the kings of kings

:

Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia,
f

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign d

Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : she

In the habiliments of the goddess Isis

That day appear’d ; and oft before gave audience,

As ’tis reported, so.

Mec. Let Rome be thus

Inform’d.
Agr. Who, queasy with his insolence

>
20

Already, will their good thoughts call from him.
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Cces. The people know it ;
and have now re-

ceived
is accusations.

Agr. Who does he accuse?

Cces. Caesar : and that, having in Sicily

xtus Pompeius spoil’d, we had not rated him
is part o’ the isle : then does he say, he lent me
me shipping unrestored : lastly, he frets

lat Lepidus of the triumvirate

euld be deposed ; and, being, that we detain

1 his revenue.
Agr. Sir, this should be answer’d. 30
Cces. ’Tis done already, and the messenger gone,
lave told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel

;

lat he his high authority abused,
id did deserve his change: for what I have

i conquer’d,
jrant him part ; but then, in his Armenia,
id other of his conquer’d kingdoms, I

:mand the like.

Mec. He’ll never yield to that.

1 Cces. Nor must not then be yielded to in this.

Enter Octavia with her train.

061. Hail, Caesar, and my lord! hail, most
dear Caesar

! 39
Cces. That ever I should call thee castaway

!

061. You have not call’d me so, nor have you
cause.

Oces. Why have you stol’n upon us thus? You
come not

ce Caesar’s sister: the wife of Antony
ould have an army for an usher, and
e neighs of horse to tell of her approach
ng ere she did appear; the trees by the way
ould have borne men ; and expectation fainted,

nging for what it had not ; nay, the dust
ould have ascended to the roof of heaven, 49

l.ised by your populous troops : but you are come
market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented
e ostentation of our love, which, left unshown,
often left unloved : we should have met you
sea and land; supplying every stage
th an augmented greeting.

161. Good my lord,

come thus was I not constrain’d, but did
my free will. My lord, Mark Antony,
:aring that you prepared for war, acquainted
r grieved ear withal ; whereon, I begg’d
s pardon for return.

Ices. Which soon he granted, 60
ing an obstruct ’tween his lust and him.
06t. Do not say so, my lord.

Ices. I have eyes upon him,
d his affairs come to me on the wind,
lere is he now ?

161. My lord, in Athens.
Ices. No, my most wronged sister; Cleopatra
.th nodded him to her. He hath given his

empire
' to a whore ; who now are levying

' e kings o’ the earth for war : he hath assembled
cchus, the king of Libya ; Archelaus,
Cappadocia; Philadelphos, king 70
Paphlagonia; the Thracian king, Adallas;
ig Malchus of Arabia ; King of Pont

;

rod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king

;

Comagene ;
Polemon and Amyntas,

‘ e kings of Mede and Lycaonia,

With a more larger list of sceptres.
061 . Ay me, most wretched,

That have ray heart parted betwixt two friends
That do afHidt each other !

Cces. Welcome hither

:

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth
; 79

Till we perceived, both how you were wrong led,
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart

:

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives
O’er your content these strong necessities;
But let determined things to destiny
Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome

;

Nothing more dear to me. You are abused
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods,
To do you justice, make them ministers
Of us and those that love you. Best of comfort

;

And ever welcome to us. 90
Agr. Welcome, lady.
Mec. Welcome, dear madam.

Each heart in Rome does love and pity you

:

Only the adulterous Antony, most large
In his abominations, turns you off

;

And gives his potent regiment to a trull,

That noises it against us.

061. Is it so, sir?
Cces. Most certain. Sister, welcome : pray you,

Be ever known to patience : my dear’st sister!

[Exeunt.

Scene VII. Near A6lium. Antony's camp.

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus.
Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not.
Eno. But why, why, why?
Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these

wars,
And say’st it is not fit.

Eno. Well, is it, is it?

Cleo. If not denounced against us, why should
not we

Be there in person ?

E710. [Aside] Well, I could reply:
If we should serve with horse and mares together,
The horse were merely lost ; the mares would bear
A soldier and his horse.

Cleo. What is’tyousay? 10
Eno. Yourpresence needs must puzzle Antony

;

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from’s
time,

What should not then be spared. He is already
Traduced for levity

; and ’tis said in Rome
That Photinus an eunuch and your maids
Manage this war.

Cleo. Sink Rome, and their tongues rot
That speak against us ! A charge we bear i’ the

war,
And, as the president of my kingdom, will
Appear there for a man. Speak not against it

;

I will not stay behind.
E710. Nay, I have done. 20

Here comes the emperor.

E7iter Antony and Canidius.

Ant. Is it not strange, Canidius,
That from Tarentum and Brundusium
He could so quickly cut the Ionian sea,
AndtakeinToryne? You have heard on ’t, sweet?

Cleo. Celerity is never more admired
Than by the negligent.



A nt. A good rebuke,

Which might have well becomed the best of men,
To taunt at slackness. Canidius, we
Will light with him by sea.

Cleo. By sea ! what else?

Can. Why will my lord do so ?

Ant. For that he dares us to ’t. 30

Eno. So hath my lord dared him to single light.

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharsalia,

Where Caesar fought with Pompey: but these

offers,

Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off;

And so, should you.

Ena. Your ships are not well mann d

;

Your mariners are muleters, reapers, people

Ingross’d by swift impress ;
in Caesar’s fleet

Are those that often have ’gainst Pompey fought

:

Their ships are yare
;
yours, heavy: no disgrace

Shall fall you for refusing him at sea, 40

Being prepared for land..

Ant. By sea, by sea.

Eno. Most worthy sir, you therein throw awa}’
-

The absolute soldiership you have by land

;

Distract your army, which doth most consist

Of war-mark’d footmen ;
leave unexecuted

Your own renowned knowledge; quite forego

The way which promises assurance ;
and

Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard,

From firm security.

Ant. I’ll fight at sea.

Cleo. I have sixty sails, Caesar none better. 50

Ant. Our overplus of shipping will we burn;

And, with the rest full-mann’d, from the head of

Adtium
Beat the approaching Caesar. But if we fail.

We then can do’t at land.

But we keep whole by land. This speed

Caesar’s

Carries beyond belief.

Sold. While he was yet in Ron
His power went out in such distractions as

Beguiled all spies.

Can. Who’s his lieutenant, hear yc

Sold. They say, one Taurus.
Can . ,,

Well I know the m;

Enter a Messenger.

Thy business ?

Mess. The news is true, my lord; he is des-

cried ;

Caesar has taken Toryne.
Ant. Can he be there in person? ’tis impos-

sible ; , .

Strange that his power should be. Canidius,

Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land,

And otrr twelve thousand horse. We’ll to our ship :

Away, my Thetis !

Enter a Soldier.

How now, worthy soldier ! 61

Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea

;

Trust not to rotten planks : do you misdoubt

This sword and these my wounds? Let the

Egyptians
And the Phoenicians go a-ducking : we
Have used to conquer, standing on the earth,

And fighting foot to foot.

Ant. Well, well: away!
[Exeunt Antony, Cleopatra, and Enobarbus.

Sold. By Hercules, I think I am i’ the right.

Can. Soldier, thou art : but his whole adlion

grows
, , , , . ,

Not in the power on’t : so our leader s led, 70

And we are women’s men.
Sold. You keep by land

The legions and the horse whole, do you not?

Can. Marcus Odlavius, Marcus Justeius,

Publicola, and Ckelius, are for sea

:

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The emperor calls Canidius.

Can. With news the time’s with labour,

throes forth,

Each minute, some. [Exeu.

Scene VIII. A plain near A ilium,

Enter Caesar, and Taurus, 'with his arm,

marching.

Cces. Taurus!
Tatcr. My lord?

Cces. Strike not by land ; keep whole : p
voke not battle,

Till we have done at sea. Do not exceed
The prescript of this scroll : our fortune fies

Upon this jump. [Exeu:

Scene IX. A notherpart ofthe plain.

Enter Antony and Enobarbus.

Ant. Set we our squadrons on yond side

the hill,

In eye of Caesar’s battle ; from which place

We may the number of the ships behold,.

And so proceed accordingly. [Exeu,

Scene X. Anotherpart of the plain.

Canidius marcheth. with his land army
way over the stage', and Taurus, the In

tenant ofCaesar, the- other way. After tin

gomg in, is heard the noise ofa sea-fight.

Alarwn. Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught! I c

behold no longer :.

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral,

With all their sixty, fly and turn the rudder:

To see’t mine eyes are blasted.

Enter Scarus.

Scar. Gods and goddess'

All the whole synod of them !

Eno. What’s thy passio

Scar. The greater cantle of the world is lo:

With very ignorance ; we have kiss’d away
}

Kingdoms and provinces.

Eno. How appears the figl

Scar. On our side like the token’d pestilent

Where death is sure. Yon ribaudred nag

Egypt,

—

Whom leprosy o’ertake !—i’ the midst o’ the fig

When vantage like a pair of twins appear’d,

Both as the same, or rather ours the elder,

The breese upon her, like a cow in June,

Hoists sails and flies.

Eno. That I beheld:
. j

Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could n(J,



Endure a further view.
Scar.

'

She once being loof’d,
L’he noble ruin of her magic, Antony,
'laps on his sea-wing, and, like a doting mallard,
saving the fight in height, flies after her

:

never saw an adtion of such shame

;

'experience, manhood, honour, ne’er before
)id violate so itself.

Eno. Alack, alack

!

Enter Canidius.

Can. Our fortune on the sea is out of breath,
md sinks most lamentably. Had our general
leen what he knew himself, it had gone well

:

), he has given example for our flight,

lost grossly, by his own !

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts ?

/hy, then, good night indeed. 30
Ca?i. Toward Peloponnesus are they fled.

Scar. 'Tis easy to’t ; and there I will attend
/hat further comes.
Can. To Caesar will I render
[y legions and my horse : six kings already
how me the way of yielding.

Eno. I ’ll yet follow
ho wounded chance of Antony, though my

its in the wind against me. [Exeunt.

Scene XI. Alexandria. Cleopatra?

s

Palace.

Enter Antony with Attendants.

Ant. Hark ! the land bids me tread no more
upon’t;

is ashamed to bear me ! Friends, come hither

:

am so lated in the world, that I

ave lost my way for ever : I have a ship
aden with gold ; take that, divide it ; fly,

nd make your peace with Caesar.
All. Fly! not we.
Ant

.

I have fled myself; and have instructed
cowards

p
run and show their shoulders. Friends, be
gone

;

have myself resolved upon a course
r

hich has no need of you ; be gone : 10

y treasure’s in the harbour, take it. O,
; follow’d that I blush to look upon

:

y very hairs do mutiny
; for the white

eprove the brown for rashness, and they them
>r fear and doting. Friends, be gone: you

shall

ave letters from me to some friends that will
veep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad,
or make replies of loathness : take the hint
hich my despair proclaims ; let that be left

hich leaves itself : to the sea-side straightway

:

will possess you of that ship and treasure. 21
:ave me, I pray, a little

:
pray you now :

ay, do so ; for, indeed, I have lost command,
lerefore I pray you : I’ll see you by and by.

[Sits down.

'iter Cleopatra led hy Charmian and Iras ;

Erosfollowing.
Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him, comfort

him.
Tras. Do, most dear queen.

Yes, my lord, yes ; he at Philippi kept
His sword e’en like a dancer; while I struck
The lean and wrinkled Cassius

; and ’twas I
That the mad Brutus ended : he alone
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had
In the brave squares of war: yet now—No matter.

Cleo. Ah, stand by. 41
Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen.
Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him :

He is unqualitied with very shame.
Cleo. Well then, sustain me : O !

Eros. Most noble sir, arise; the queen ap-
proaches :

Her head’s declined, and death will seize her, but
Your comfort makes the rescue.
Ant. I have offended reputation,

A most unnoble swerving.
E ros. Sir, the queen. 50
Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt?

See,
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes
By looking back what I have left behind
’Stroy’d in dishonour

Cleo. O my lord, my lord,
Forgive my fearful sails ! I little thought
You would have follow’d.

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’st too well
My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings,
And thou shouldst tow me after : o’er my spirit
Thy full supremacy thou knew’st, and that
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 60
Command me.

Cleo. O, my pardon

!

Ant. Now I must
To the young man send humble treaties, dodge
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who
With half the bulk o’ the world play’d as I

pleased,
Making and marring fortunes. You did know
How much you were my conqueror ; and that
My sword, made weak by my affection, would
Obey it on all cause.

Cleo. Pardon, pardon !

Ant. Fall not a tear, I say; one of them rates
All that is won and lost

:
give me a kiss

; 70
Even this repays me. We sent our schoolmaster

;

Is he come back? Love, I am full of lead.
Some wine, within there, and our viands ! For-

tune knows
We scorn her most when most she offers blows.

[Exeunt.

Scene XII. Egypt. Ccssars camp.

Enter Caesar, Dolabella, Thyreus, with
others.

Cess. Let him appear that ’s come from Antony.
Know you him ?

Dol. Csesar, ’tis his schoolmaster :

An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing,

59



[Act iii.

Which had superfluous kings for messengers

Not many moons gone by.

Enter Euphronius, ambassador from Antony

.

^w^Antony with Euphronius, the

A mbassador.

Cess. Approach, and speak.

Euph. Snch as I am, I come from Antony

:

I was of late as petty to his ends

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle-leaf

To his grand sea.

Cces. Be ’t so : declare thine office. 10

Euph. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee,

• and
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted,

He lessens his requests ; and to thee sues

To let him breathe between the heavens and

earth,

A private man in Athens : this for him.

Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness

;

Submits her to thy might ;
and of thee craves

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs,

Now hazarded to thy grace.

Cces. For Antony,

I have no ears to his request. The queen 20

Of audience nor desire shall fail, so she

From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend.

Or take his life there : this if she perform,

She shall not sue unheard. So to them both.

Euph. Fortune pursue thee!

Cces. Bring him through the bands.

[Exit Etiphronius.

[To Thyreus'] To try thy eloquence, now ’tis

time: dispatch;

From Antony win Cleopatra: promise,

And in our name, what she requires ;
add more,

From thine invention, offers : women are not

In their best fortunes strong; but want will

perjure 3°

The ne’er-touch’d vestal : try thy cunning, Thy-
reus

;

Make thine own edidl for thy pains, which we
Will answer as a law.

Thyr. Csesar, I go.

Cces. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw,

And what thou think’ st his very adtion speaks

In every power that moves.

Thyr. Csesar, I shall. [Exeunt,

Scene XIII. Alexandria. Cleopatra's

palace.

Ant. Is that his answer?
Etiph. Ay, my lord.

Ant. The queen shall then have courtesy, sc

she
Will yield us up.

Euph. He says so.

Ant. Let her know
To the boy Csesar send this grizzled head,

And he will fill thy wishes to the brim

With principalities.

Cleo. That head, my lord ?

Ant. To him again: tell him he wears the ros<

Of youth upon him ; from which the world shoulc

note
.

...
Something particular : his coin, ships, legions

^

May be a coward’s ;
whose ministers would prevai

Under the service of a child as soon

As i’ the command of Csesar : I dare him therefori

To lay his gay comparisons apart,

And answer me declined, sword against sword,

Ourselves alone. I’ll write it: follow me.

[Exeunt Antony and Euphronius
Eno. [Aside] Yes, like enough, high-battle<

Csesar will 2<

Unstate his happiness,, and be staged to the show

Against a sworder ! I see men’s judgements are

A parcel of their fortunes ;
and things outward

Do draw the inward quality after them,

To suffer all alike. That he should dream,

Knowing all measures, the full Csesar will

Answer his emptiness! Csesar, thou hast sub

dued
His judgement too.

Enter an Attendant.

A tt. A messenger from Csesar.

Cleo. What, no more ceremony? See, m
women

!

Against the blown rose may they stop their nos<

That kneel’d unto the buds. Admit him, sir. 4

[Exit A ttendoM

Eno. [Aside] Mine honesty and I begin
‘

square.

The loyalty well held to fools does make
Our faith mere folly :

yet he that can endure

To follow with allegiance a fall’n lord

Does conquer him that did his master conquer

And earns a place i’ the story.

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian,
and Iras.

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus?

Eno. Think, and die.

Cleo. Is Antony or we in fault for this?

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will

Lord of his reason. What though you fled

From that great face of war, whose several

ranges
Frighted each other? why should he follow?

The itch of his affedtion should not then

Have nick’d his captainship ; at such a point,

When half to half the world opposed, he being

The fmeered question : ’twas a shame no less 10

Than was his loss, to course your flying flags,

And leave his navy gazing.

Cleo. Prithee, peace.

Enter Thyrsus.

Cleo. Csesar’s will ?

Thyr. Hear it apart.

Cleo. None but friends: say boldh

Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony;

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Csesar has;.

Or needs not us. If Csesar please, our master 5:

Will leap to be his friend : for us, you know

Whose he is we are, and that is, Csesar’s.

Thyr. So.

Thus then, thou most renown’d: Csesar entreat

Not to consider in what case thou stand st,

Further than he is Csesar. . I

Cleo. Go on : right royal. \

Thyr. He knows that you embrace not Anton

As you did love, but as you fear’d him.

Cleo. 0

!



Scene xiii.] ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 93i

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, there-
fore, he

Does pity, as constrained blemishes,
Not as deserved.

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 60
What is most right': mine honour was not yielded,
But conquer’d merely.
Eno. [Aside] To be sure of that,

[ will ask Antony. Sir, sir, thou art so leal^r,

That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for
Thy dearest quit thee. [Exit.
i

Thyr.
.

Shall I say to Caesar
What you require of him ? for he partly begs
To be desired to give. It much would please him,
That of his fortunes you should make a staff
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits,

To hear from me you had left Antony, 70
:And put yourself under his shrowd,
fhe universal landlord.
Cleo. What ’s your name ?

Thyr. My name is Thyreus.
Cleo. Most kind messenger,

lay to great Caesar this : in deputation
kiss his conquering hand : tell him, I am prompt

fo lay my crown at’s feet, and there to kneel :

Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear
7he doom of Egypt.
Thyr. ’Tis your noblest course.

Visdom and fortune combating together,
f that the former dare but what it can, 80
'Jo chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay
dy duty on your hand.
Cleo. Your Caesar’s father oft,

Vken he hath mused of taking kingdoms in,

lestow’d his lips on that unworthy place,
lS it rain’d kisses.

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus.
Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders

!

7hat art thou, fellow ?

Thyr.
.

One that but performs
Ee bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest
‘0 have command obey’d.
Eno. [A side] You will be whipp’d.
Ant. Approach, there! Ah, you kite! Now,

.
gods and devils

!

uthority melts from me : of late, when I cried
1 Ho !’ go

ike boys unto a muss, kings would start forth,
nd cry ‘Your will?’ Have you no ears? I am
ntony yet.

Enter Attendants.

Take hence this Jack, and whip him.
Eno. [Aside] ’Tis better playing with a lion’s

whelp
han with an old one dying.
Ant.

'
Moon and stars

!

^hip him. Were’t twenty of the greatest tribu-
taries

hat do acknowledge Caesar, should I find them
) saucy with the hand of she here,—what’s her

name,
nee she was Cleopatra? Whip him, fellows,
ill, like a boy, you see him cringe his face, 100
nd whine aloud for mercy : take him hence.
Thyr. Mark Antony

!

Ant.
* '

Tug him away: being whipp’d,
ring him again : this Jack of Caesar’s shall

Bear us an errand to him.
[Exeunt Attendants with Thyreus.

You were half blasted ere I knew you : ha

!

Have I my pillow left unpress’d in Rome,
Forborne the getting of a lawful race,
And by a gem of women, to be abused
By one that looks on feeders ?

Cleo. Good my lord,

—

Ant. You have been a boggier ever : no
But when we in our viciousness grow hard

—

O misery on’t !—the wise gods seel our eyes

;

In our own filth drop our clear judgements

;

make us
Adore our errors

; laugh at ’s, while we strut
To our confusion.

Cleo. O, is’t come to this?
Ant. I found you as a morsel cold upon

Dead Caesar’s trencher ; nay, you were a fragment
Of Cneius Pornpey’s

; besides what hotter hours,
Unregister’d in vulgar fame, you have
Luxuriously pick’d out : for, I am sure, 120
Though you can guess what temperance should be.
You know not what it is.

Cleo. Wherefore is this?
Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards

And say * God quit you !’ be familiar with
My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal
And plighter of high hearts ! O, that I were
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar
The horned herd ! for I have savage cause

;

And to proclaim it civilly, were like
A halter’d neck which does the hangman thank
For being yare about him.

Re-enter Attendants with Thyreus.

Is he whipp’d? 13 1 j

First Att. Soundly, my lord.

Ant. Cried he? and begg’d a’ pardon

?

First A tt. He did ask favour.
Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent

Thou wast not made his daughter
; and be thou

sorry
To follow Caesar in his triumph, since
Thou hast been whipp’d for following him : hence-

forth
The white hand of a lady fever thee.
Shake thou to look on ’t. Get thee back to Caesar.
Tell him thy entertainment : look, thou say 140
He makes me angry with him ; for he seems
Proud and disdainful, harping on what I am,
Not what he knew I was: he makes me angry;
And at this time most easy ’tis to do ’t,

When my good stars, that were my former guides,
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires
Into the abysm of hell. If he mislike
My speech and what is done, tell him he has
Hipparchus, my enfranched bondman, whom
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture,
As he shall like, to quit me : urge it thou : 15

1

Hence with thy stripes, begone
!
[Exit Thyreus.

Cleo. Have you done yet?
Ant.

'
Alack, our terrene moon

j

Is now eclipsed; and it portends alone
The fall of Antony !

Cleo. I must stay his time.
Ant. To flatter Caesar, would you mingle eyes

With one that ties his points?
Cleo. Not know me yet? i

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me?
j

59—

2



g32
ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA .

[Act iv.

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so,
'

From ray cold heart let heaven engender hail,

And poison it in the source ; and the first stone

Drop in my neck : as it determines, so 161

Dissolve my life ! The next Caesarion smite I

Till by degrees the memory of my womb,
Together with my brave Egyptians all,

By the discandying of this pelleted storm,

Die graveless, till the flies and gnats of Nile

Have buried them for prey

!

Ant. I am satisfied.

Caesar sits down in Alexandria ;
where

I will oppose fiis fate. Our force by land

Hath nobly held ; our sever’d navy too 170

Have knit again, and fleet, threatening most sea-

like.

Where hast thou been, my heart? Dost thou

hear, lady?

If from the field I shall return once more

To kiss these lips, I will appear in blood

;

I and my sword will earn our chronicle

:

There’s hope in’t yet.

Cleo. That’s my brave lord

!

Ant. I will be treble-sinew’d, hearted, breathed,

And fight maliciously : for when mine hours

Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives 180

Of me for jests ;
but now I’ll set my teeth,

And send to darkness all that stop me. Come,

Let’s have one other gaudy night: call to me
All my sad captains ;

fill our bowls once more

;

Let’s mock the midnight bell.
.

Cleo. It is my birth-day

:

I had thought to have held it poor; but, since my
lord

Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra.

Ant. We will yet do well.

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord.

A nt. Do so, we ’ll speak to them ; and to-night

I’ll force
. ^ 190

The wine peep through their scars. Come on,

my queen;
.

_ , .

There ’s sap in ’t yet. The next time I do fight,

I ’ll make death love me ;
for I will contend

Even with his pestilent scythe.

[.Exeunt all but Enobarbus.

Eno. Now he’ll outstare the lightning. To

be furious,
, . . ^ ,

Is to be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood

The dove will peck the estridge ;
and I see still,

A diminution in our captain’s brain

Restores his heart : when valour preys on reason,

It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek 200

|

Some way to leave him. {Exit.

ACT IV.

Scene I. Before Alexandria. Ccesar scamp.

Enter Cesar, Agrippa, and Mec^enas, with

his Army

;

Cesar reading a letter.

Cces. He calls me boy ;
and chides, as he had

power
To beat me out of Egypt ; my messenger

He hath whipp’d with rods ; dares me to personal

combat,
Czesar to Antony : let the old ruffian know

I have many other ways to die ;
meantime

Laugh at his challenge.

Mec. Caesar must think,

When one so great begins to rage, he’s hunted

Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Make boot of his distraction: never anger

Made good guard for itself.

Cces. Let our best heads ic

Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles

We mean to fight : within our files there are,

Of those that served Mark Antony but late.

Enough to fetch him in. See it done
:

^

And feast the army ;
we have store to do’t,

And they have earn’d the waste. Poor Antony
[Exeunt

Scene II. Alexandria. Cleopatra!s palace.

AwterAntony, Cleopatra, Enobarbus,Char
mian, Iras, Alexas, with others.

A nt. He will not fight with me, Domitius.

Eno. Nc
Ant. Why should he not?

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of bette

fortune,

He is twenty men to one.

Ant. To-morrow, soldier.

By sea and land I ’ll fight : or I will live,

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood

Shall make it live again. Woo’t thou fight well

Eno. I’ll strike, and cry ‘Take all.

A n t.
Well said ;

come or

Call forth my household servants : let’s to-nigh

Be bounteous at our meal.

Enter three orfour Servitors.

Give me thy hand, 1

Thou hast been rightly honest ;—so hast thou ;-

Thou,—and thou,—and thou:—you have serve

me well,

And kings have been your fellows.

Cleo. [Aside to Ena.\ What means this

Eno. [Aside to Cleo.] ’Tis one of those od

tricks which sorrow shoots

Out of the mind.

Ant. And thou art honest too.

I wish I could be made so many men,

And all of you clapp’d up together in_

An Antony, that I might do you service

So good as you have done.

AH The gods forbid !

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me t

night : ,
-

5

Scant not my cups ; and make as much ot me

As when mine empire was your fellow too,

And suffer’d my command.
Cleo. [Aside to Eno.] What does he mean?

Eno. [Aside to Cleo.] To make his foliowe

weep.
A nt. Tend me to-night ;

May be it is the period of your duty :

Haply you shall not see me more ; or if,

A mangled shadow :
perchance to-morrow

You’ll serve another master. I look on you

As one that takes his leave.
_

Mine honest friend

I turn you not away ; but, like a master .

[ Married to your good service, stay till death

.

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more,

And the gods yield you for ’t !

gn0 What mean you, si

To give them this discomfort? Look, they wee]

And I, an ass, am onion-eyed : for shame,



Transform us not to women.
Ant

.

Ho, ho, ho!
Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus

!

Grace grow where those drops fall ! My hearty
friends,

You take me in too dolorous a sense

;

For I spake to you for your comfort; did desire
you ... 40

To burn this night with torches : know, my hearts,

I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you
Where rather I ’ll expert victorious life

Than death and honour. Let’s to supper, come,
And drown consideration. {Exeunt.

Scene III. The same. Before the palace.

Enter two Soldiers to theirguard.

First Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow
is the day.

Sec. Sold. It will determine one way: fare

you well.

Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ?

First Sold. Nothing. What news?
Sec. Sold. Belike ’tis but a rumour. Good

night to you.
First Sold. Well, sir, good night.

Enter two other Soldiers.

Sec. Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch.
ThirdSold. And you. Good night, good night.

{They place themselves in every corner of
the stage.

Fourth Sold. Here we: and if to-morrow
Dur navy thrive, I have an absolute hope 10
3ur landmen will stand up.
Third Sold. ’Tis a brave army,

Vnd full of purpose.
{Music ofthe hautboys as under the stage.

Fourth Sold. Peace ! what noise ?

First Sold. List, list

!

Sec. Sold. Hark

!

First Sold. Music i’ the air.

Third Sold. Under the earth.
Fourth Sold. It signs well, does it not ?

Third Sold. No.
First Sold. Peace, I say !

Yhat should this mean?
Sec. Sold. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom An-

tony loved,
'low leaves him.
First Sold. Walk

; let ’s see ifother watchmen
)o hear what we do.

{They advance to anotherpost.
Sec. Sold. How now, masters !

A ll. {Speaking together] How now

!

low now ! do you hear this?

First Sold. Ay; is’t not strange? 20
Third Sold. Do you hear, masters? do you

hear?
First Sold. Follow the noise so far as we have

quarter

;

^et’s see how it will give off.

All. Content. ’Tis strange. {Exeunt.

cene IV. The same. A room in thepalace.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Charmian,
and others attending.

Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros !

Cleo. Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck. Eros, come; mine ar-
mour, Eros

!

Enter Eros with armour.

Come, good fellow, put mine iron on

:

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is

Because we brave her: come.
Cleo. Nay, I’ll help too.

What’s this for?
Ant. Ah, let be, let be ! thou art

The armourer of my heart : false, false
; this, this.

Cleo. Sooth, la. I’ll help : thus it must be.
Ant. Well, well:

We shall thrive now. Seest thou, my good fellow ?

Go put on thy defences.
Eros. Briefly, sir. 10
Cleo. Is not this buckled well ?

Ant.
^

Rarely, rarely

:

He that unbuckles this, till we do please
To daff’t for our repose, shall hear a storm.
Thou fumblest, Eros; and my queen’s a squire
More tight at this than thou : dispatch. O love,
That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and knew’st
The royal occupation ! thou shouldst see
A workman in’t.

Enter an armed Soldier.

Good morrow to thee ; welcome :

Thou look’st like him that knows a warlike charge

:

To business that we love we rise betime, 20
And go to ’t with delight.

Sold. A thousand, sir,

Early though 't be, have on their riveted trim,
And at the port expedl you.

{Shout. Trumpetsflourish.

Enter Captains and Soldiers.

Capt. The morn is fair. Good morrow, general.
A ll. Good morrow, general.
Ant.

*
’Tis well blown, lads

:

This morning, like the spirit of a youth
That means to be of note, begins betimes.
So, so ; come, give me that : this way ; well said.
Fare thee well, dame, whate’er becomes of me

:

This is a soldier’s kiss : rebukeable {Kisses her.
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 31
On more mechanic compliment; I’ll leave thee
Now, like a man of steel. You that will fight,

Follow me close ; I’ll bring you to’t. Adieu.
{Exeunt Antony, Eros, Captains

, and
Soldiers.

Char. Please you, retire to your chamber.
Cleo. Lead me.

He goes forth gallantly. That heand Csesar might
Determine this great war in single fight

!

Then, Antony,—but now—Well, on. {Exeunt.

Scene V. Alexandria. Antony's camp.

Trumpets sound. Enter Antony and Eros ; a
Soldier meeting them.

Sold. The gods make this a happy day to
Antony

!

Ant. Would thou and those thy scars had
once prevail’d

To make me fight at land

!

Sold. Hadst thou done so,
The kings that have revolted, and the soldier
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That has this morning left thee, would have still

Follow’d thy heels.

A nt Who ’s gone this morning ?

Sold
Who

!

One ever near thee : call for Enobarbus,

He shall not hear thee ;
or from Caesar s camp

Sav ‘ I am none of thine.’

Ant What say st thou?

Sold. -
Sir»

He is with Caesar.

Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure io

He has not with him.

Ant. Is he gone?

Sold. Most certain.

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after; do it

,

Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him—
I will subscribe—gentle adieus and greetings;

; Say that I wish he never find more cause

j
To change a master. O, my fortunes have

j

Corrupted honest men ! Dispatch.—Enobarbus .

r [Exeunt.

|

Scene VI. Alexandria. Casar’s camp.

Flourish. Enter Cesar, Agrippa, with Eno-

barbus, and others.

Cces. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight

:

Our will is Antony be took alive

;

Make it so known.
Agr. Caesar, I shall.

.

VExit.

Cces. The time of universal peace is near :

Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook d

world
Shall bear the olive freely.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess.
_

Antony

Is come into the field.

Cces. Go charge Agrippa

Plant those that have revolted in the van,

That Antony may seem to spend his fury io

Upon himself. [.Exeunt all but Enobarbus.

Eno. Alexas did revolt ;
and went to Jewry on

Affairs of Antony ;
there did persuade

Great Herod to incline himself to Cpsar,
.

And leave his master Antony : for this pains

Csesar hath hang’d him. Canidius and the rest

That fell away have entertainment, but

No honourable trust. I have done ill

;

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely,

That I will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier of Caesar’s.

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 20

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with

His bounty overplus : the messenger
_

Came on my guard ;
and at thy tent is now

Unloading of his mules.

Eno. 1 give lt y°u -

Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus.

I tell you true : best you safed the brmger

!
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office,

Or would have done’t myself. Your emperor

Continues still a Jove. [Exit.

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 30

And feel I am so most. O Antony,

Thou mine of bounty, how wouldst thou have paid

My better service, when my turpitude

Thou dost so crown with gold ! This blows my
heart

:

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean

Shall outstrike thought: but thought will do’t,

I feel.

I fight against thee ! No : I will go seek

Some ditch wherein to die; the foul’st best fits^

My latter part of life. [Exit.

Scene VII. Field ofbattle between the camps.

A larum. Drums and trumpets. EnterAgrippa
and others.

Agr. Retire, we have engaged ourselves too

far

:

Csesar himself has work, and our oppression

Exceeds what we expetffed. [Exeunt.

Alarums. Enter Antony, and Scarus
wounded.

Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought in-

deed !

Had we done so at first, we had droven them home

With clouts about their heads.

Ant. Thou bleed st apace

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T,

But now ’tis made an H.
Ant. They do retire.

Scar. We’ll beat ’em into bench-holes: I have

yet
Room for six scotches more. 1C

Enter Eros.

Eros. They are beaten, sir ; and our advant

age serves

For a fair victory.

Scar. Let us score their backs,
.

1

And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind

:

’Tis sport to maul a runner.

A nt. I will reward thee

Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten-fold

For thy good valour. Come thee on.

Scar. I ’ll halt after. [Exeunt

Scene VIII. Under the walls ofAlexandria

Alarum. £»^Antony, in a march ; ScarusJ

with others.

Ant. We have beat him to his camp : run one!

before,

And let the queen know of our gests. To-morrow

Before the sun shall see ’s, we’ll spill the blood

That has to-day escaped. I thank you all

;

For doughty-handed are you, and have fought

Not as you served the cause, but as ’t had been

Each man’s like mine; you have shown al

Hedlors. .

Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends,

Tell them your feats; whilst they with joytu

Wash the congealment from your wounds, ant

The honour’d gashes whole. [To Scarus] Give

me thy hand

;

Enter Cleopatra, attended.

To this great fairy I’ll commend thy arts

Make her thanks bless thee. [To Cleo.] 0 thoi

day 0’ the world,



Thain mine arm’d neck
; leap thou, attire and all,

Through proof of harness to my heart, and there
lide on the pants triumphing !

Cleo.
^

Lord of lords

!

) infinite virtue, comest thou smiling from
"he world’s great snare uncaught?
Ant. My nightingale,
Ve have beat them to their beds. What, girl

!

though grey
)o something mingle with our younger brown,

yet ha’ we 20
. brain that nourishes our nerves, and can
ret goal for goal of youth. Behold this man

;

•ommend unto his lips thy favouring hand

:

iiss it, my warrior : he hath fought to-day
s if a god, in hate of mankind, had
destroy’d in such a shape.
Cleo. I ’ll give thee, friend,
n armour all of gold ; it was a king’s.
Ant. He has deserved it, were it carbuncled
ike holy Phoebus’ car. Give me thy hand :

hrough Alexandria make a jolly march
; 30

ear our hack’d targets like the men that owe
them

:

ad our great palace the capacity
0 camp this host, we all would sup together,
nd drink carouses to the next day’s fate,
rhich promises royal peril. Trumpeters,
Tth brazen din blast you the city’s ear

;

ake mingle with our rattling tabourines ;

hat' heaven and earth may strike their sounds
together,

pplauding our approach. [Exeunt. 39

Scene IX. CCesar’s camp.

Sec. Sold. Let’s speak
To him.
First Sold. Let’s hear him, for the things he

speaks
May concern Caesar.
Third Sold. Let’s do so. But he sleeps.
First Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer

as his

Was never yet for sleep.

Sec. Sold. Go we to him.
Third Sold. Awake, sir, awake ; speak to us.
Sec. Sold. Hear you, sir?
First Sold. The hand of death hath raught

him. [Drums afar of.] Hark ! the drums
Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 31
To the court of guard

; he is of note : our hour
Is fully out.

Third Sold. Come on, then
;

He may recover yet. [Exeunt with the body.

Scene X. Between the two camps.

Enter Antony and Scar us, with their Army.
Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea;

We please them not by land.
Scar. For both, my lord.
Ant. I would they ’Id fight i’ the fire or i’ the

air

;

We ’Id fight there too. But this it is ; our foot
Upon the hills adjoining to the city
Shall stay with us : order for sea is given

;

fThey have put forth the haven. .

.

Where their appointment we may best discover,
And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt. ’9

Sentinels at theirpost.

First Sold. If we be not relieved within this
hour,

e must return to the court of guard : the night
shiny

; and they say we shall embattle
1 the second hour i’ the morn.
Sec. Sold. This last day was
shrewd one to ’s.

Scene XI. Anotherpart of the same.

Enter Caesar, and his Army.
Cces. But being charged, we will be still by

land,

Which, as I take’t, we shall; for his best force
Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales,
And hold our best advantage. [Exeunt.

Enter Enobarbus.
Scene XII. Another part of the same.

Eno. O, bear me witness, night,

—

Third Sold. What man is this?
Sec. Sold. Stand close, and list him.
Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon,
hen men revolted shall upon record
ar hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did
fore thy face repent

!

First Sold. Enobarbus

!

Third Sold. Peace ! 10
irk further,

Eno.' O sovereign mistress of true melancholy,
e poisonous damp of night disponge upon me,
at life, a very rebel to my will,
ly hang no longer on me : throw my heart
ainst the flint and hardness of my fault

;

lich, being dried with grief, will break to
powder,

d finish all foul thoughts. O Antony,
bier than my revolt is infamous,
rgive me in thine own particular ; 20
t let the world rank me in register
naster-leaver and a fugitive

;

\ntony ! O Antony
! fDies.

Enter Antony and Scarus.
Ant. Yet they are not join’d; where yond

pine does stand,
I shall discover all : I ’ll bring thee word
Straight, how ’tis like to go. [Exit.

Cca-r.
' '

Swallows have built
In Cleopatra’s sails their nests : the augurers
Say they know not, they cannot tell ; look grimly,
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony

*

Is valiant, and dejedted; and, by starts,
His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear,
Of what he has, and has not.

[A larum afar of as at a sea-fight.

Re-enter Antony.
Ant. All is lost

;

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me : 10My fleet hath yielded to the foe; and yonder
They cast their caps up and carouse together
Like friends long lost. Triple-turn’d whore ! ’tis

thou
Hast sold me to this novice; and my heart
Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all fly

;



For when I am revenged upon my charm,

I have done all. Bid them all fly ;
begone.

[Exit Scarus.

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more

:

Fortune and Antony part here ;
even here

Do we shake hands. All come to this? The hearts

That spaniel’d me at heels, to whom I gave 21

Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets

On blossoming Csesar; and this pine is bark d,

That overtopp’d them all. Betray’d I am

:

O this false soul of Egypt ! this grave charm,—

Whose eye beck’d forth my wars, and call d them

home
; ,

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end,—

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose.

Beguiled me to the very heart of loss.

What, Eros, Eros !

Enter Cleopatra.

Ah, thou spell ! Avaunt ! 30

Cleo. Why is my lord enraged against his love ?

Ant. Vanish, or I shall give thee thy deserving,

And blemish Caesar’s triumph. Let him take thee,

And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians :

Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot

Of all thy sex ;
most monster-like, be shown

For poor’ st diminutives, for doits ; and let

Patient Octavia plough thy visage up

With her prepared nails.

\Exit Cleopatra.

>Tis well thou’rt gone,

If it be well to live : but better ’twere 40

Thou fell’st into my fury, for one death

Might have prevented many. Eros, ho

!

The shirt of Nessus is upon me : teach me,

Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage

:

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o’ the moon

;

And with those hands, that grasp’d the heaviest

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die :

To the young Roman boy she hath sold me, and

I fall
, , r7r

Under this plot ; she dies for't. Eros, ho !
[Exit.

Scene XIII. Alexandria. Cleopatra's

palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and
Mardian.

Cleo. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad

Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly

Was never so emboss’d.

Char. To the monument

!

There lock yourself, and send him word you are

dead.
The soul and body rive not more m parting

Than greatness going off.

Cleo. To the monument

!

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself;

Say, that the last I spoke was ‘Antony,

And word it, prithee, piteously : hence, Mardian,

And bring me how he takes my death. To the

monument 1
[Exeunt. 10

Scene XIV. The same. Another room .

Enter Antony and Eros.

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’st me?

Eros. Ay, noble lord.

Ant. Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragon

ish;

A vapour sometime like a bear or lion,

A tower’d citadel, a pendent rock,

A forked mountain, or blue promontory

With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world,

And mock our eyes with air : thou hast seen thes»

signs

;

They are black vesper’s pageants.

Eros. Ay, my lord.

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with ;

thought
. ..

The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct, n

As water is in water.

Eros. It does, my lord.

A nt. My good knave Eros, now thy captain i

Even such a body : here I am Antony

:

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave.

I made these wars for Egypt : and the queen,—

Whose heart I thought I had, for she had mine

Which whilst it was mine had annex’d unto’t

A million more, now lost,—she, Eros, has

Pack’d cards with Csesar, and false-play d m;

glory
Unto an enemy’s triumph. 2

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us

Ourselves to end ourselves.

Enter Mardian.

O, thy vile lady 1

She has robb’d me of my sword.

Mar. No, Antony

;

My mistress loved thee, and her fortunes mingle

With thine entirely.

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch; peace

She hath betray’d me and shall die the death.

Mar. Death ofone person can be paid but onc(

And that she has discharged : what thou wouldst d

Is done unto thy hand: the last she^spake

Was ‘ Antony ! most noble Antony

!

Then in the midst a tearing groan did break

The name of Antony ;
it was divided

Between her heart and lips : she render d life,

Thy name so buried in her.

Ant. Dead, then?

Mar. Dead.

Ant. Unarm, Eros ; the long day’s task is don

And we must sleep. [To Mar.] That thou d

part’ st hence safe,

Does pay thy labour richly
;
go. [Exit Mardia,

*
Off, pluck off

:

The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep

The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my side

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent, A

Crack thy frail case ! Apace, Eros, apace.

No more a soldier : bruised pieces, go

;

You have been nobly borne. From me awhile.

[Exit Ere

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now

All length is torture : since the torch is out.

Lie down, and stray no farther; now all labour

Mars what it does; yea, very force entangles

Itself with strength : seal then, and all is done.

Eros !—I come, my queen Eros !—Stay lor m
Where souls do couch on flowers, we 11 band

And with our sprightly port make the ghostsgaz
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^ido and her A£neas shall want troops,

.nd all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros !

Re-etiter Eros.

Eros. What would my lord ?

Ant. Since Cleopatra died,

have lived in such dishonour, that the gods
etest my baseness. I, that with my sword
uarter’d the world, and o’er green Neptune’s

back
pith ships made cities, condemn myself to lack

he courage of a woman ; less noble mind 60
han she which by her death our Caesar tells
' am conqueror of myself. ’ Thou art sworn, Eros,

hat, when the exigent should come,j which now
i; come indeed, when I should see behind me
he inevitable prosecution of
isgrace and horror, that, on my command,
hou then wouldst kill me : do’t; the time is come

:

jhou strikest not me, ’tis Caesar thou defeat’st.

lut colour in thy cheek.

I

.Eros. The gods withhold me !

hall I do that which all the Parthian darts, 70
hough enemy, lost aim, and could not?
Ant. Eros,
rouldst thou be window’d in great Rome and see

hy master thus with pleach’d arms, bending down
as corrigible neck, his face subdued
o penetrative shame, whilst the wheel’d seat

f fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded
as baseness that ensued?
Eros. I would not see’t.

A nt. Come, then ; for with a wound I must be
cured.

raw that thyhonest sword, which thou hast worn
[ost useful for thy country.

Eros. O, sir, pardon me ! 80

Ant. When I did make thee free, sworest thou
not then

0 do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ;

r thy precedent services are all

ut accidents unpurposed. Draw, and come.
Eros. Turn from me, then, that noble count-

enance,
/’herein the worship of the whole world lies.

A nt. Lo thee ! [Turningfrom hun

.

Eros. My sword is drawn.
Ant. Then let it do at once
he thing why thou hast drawn it.

Eros. My dear master,

[y captain, and my emperor, let me say, 90
efore I strike this bloody stroke, farewell.

Ant. ’Tis said, man; and farewell.

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strikenow ?

Ant. Now, Eros.

Eros. Why, there then : thus I do escape the

sorrow
f Antony’s death. [Kills himself.
Ant. Thrice-nobler than myself

!

hou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what
should, and thou couldst not. My queen and

Eros
lave by their brave instruction got upon me
. nobleness in record : but I will be
. bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 100
;s to a lover’s bed. Come, then ; and, Eros,
hy master dies thy scholar : to do thus

[Falling on his sword.

I learn’d of thee. How ! not dead? not dead?
The guard, ho ! O, dispatch me !

Enter Dercetas and Guard.

First Guard. What’s the noise?
Ant. I have done my work ill, friends: O,

make an end
Of what I have begun.

Sec. Guard. The star is fall’n.

First Guard. And time is at his period.
A ll.

*

Alas, and woe

!

A nt. Let him that loves me strike me dead.
First Guard. Not I.

Sec. Guard. Nor I. 109
Third Guard. Nor any one. \_Exeunt Guard

.

Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy fol-

lowers fly.

This sword but shown to Caesar, with this tidings,
Shall enter me with him.

Enter Diomedes.

Dio. Where’s Antony?
Der. 'There, Diomed there,
Dio. Lives he?

Wilt thou not answer, man' ? [Exit Dercetas.
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy

sword, and give me
Sufficing strokes for death.
Dio. Most absolute lord.

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee.
Ant. When did she send thee?
Dio. Now, my lord.
Ant.

*
Where is she?

Dio. Lock’d in her monument. She had a
prophesying fear 120

Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw

—

Which never shall be found—you did suspeCt
She had disposed with Caesar, and that your rage
Would not be purged, she sent you word she was

dead

;

But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come,
I dread, too late.

Ant. Too late, good Diomed: call my guard,
I prithee.

Dio. What, ho, the emperor’s guard! The
guard, what, ho

!

Come, your lord calls ! 130

Enterfotir orfive ofthe Guard ofAntony.

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra
bides

;

’Tis the last service that I shall command you.
First Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, you may

not live to wear
All your true followers out.

A ll. Most heavy day

!

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not please
sharp fate

To grace it with your sorrows: bid that wel-
come

Which comes to punish us, and we punish it

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up

:

I have led you oft : carry me now, good friends,
And have my thanks for all. 140

[Exeunt, hearing Antony.
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Scene XV. The same. A monument.

Enter Cleopatra, and her maids aloft, with
Charmian a?id Iras.

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence.

Char. Be comforted, dear madam.
Cleo. No, I will not:

All strange and terrible events are welcome,

But comforts we despise ;
our size of sorrow,

Proportion’d to our cause, must be as great

As that which makes it.

Enter
,
below

,
Diomedes.

How now ! is he dead?
Dio. His death’s upon him, but not dead.

Look out o’ the other side your monument

;

His guard have brought him thither.

Enter, below
,
Antony, borne by the Guard.

Cleo. O sun,

Burn the great sphere thou movest in ! darkling

stand io

The varying shore o’ the world. O Antony,

Antony, Antony 1 Help, Charmian, help, Iras,

help

;

Help, friends below ; let’s draw him hither.

Ant. Peace!

Not Caesar’s valour hath o’erthrown Antony,

But Antony’s hath triumph’d on itself.

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony
Should conquer Antony ; but woe ’tis so !

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying ;
only

I here importune death awhile, until

Of many thousand kisses the poor last 20

I lay upon thy lips.

Cleo. I dare not, dear,

—

Dear my lord, pardon,—I dare not,

Lest I be taken : not the imperious show
Of the full-fortuned Caesar ever shall

Be brooch’d with me ;
if knife, drugs, serpents,

have
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe :

Your wife Odlavia, with her modest eyes

And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour
Demuring upon me. Butcome, come, Antony,

—

Help me, my women,—we must draw thee up :

Assist, good friends. 31

Ant. 0
,
quick, or I am gone.

Cleo. Here’s sport indeed ! How heavy weighs

my lord

!

Our strength is all gone into heaviness,

That makes the weight: had I great Juno’s

power,
The strong-wing’d Mercury should fetch thee up,

And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a little,

—

Wishers were ever fools,—O, come, come, come ;

[ They heave Antony aloft to Cleopatra.

And welcome, welcome! die where thou hast

lived

:

Quicken with kissing : had my lips that power,

Thus would I wear them out.

A ll. A heavy sight
! 40

A nt. I am dying, Egypt, dying

:

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little.

Cleo. No, let me speak; and let me rail so

high,

That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel,

Provoked by my offence.

A nt. One word, sweet queen
Of Caesar seek your honour, with your safety. 0

Cleo. They do not go together.

Ant. Gentle, hear me
None about Caesar trust but Proculeius.

Cleo. My resolution and my hands I ’ll trust

None about Caesar. 5

Ant. The miserable change now at my end
Lament nor sorrow at ; but please your thoughts
In feeding them with those my former fortunes

Wherein I lived, the greatest prince 0’ the world

The noblest ; and do now not basely die.

Not cowardly put off my helmet to

My countryman,—a Roman by a Roman
Valiantly vanquish’d. Now my spirit is going;
I can no more.

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo’t die?

Hast thou no care of me? shall I abide 6

In this dull world, which in thy absence is

No better than a sty? O, see, my women,
[A ntony diei

The crown 0’ the earth doth melt. My lord

!

O, wither’d is the garland of the war,
The soldier’s pole is fall’n : young boys and girl;

Are level now with men ;
the odds is gone,

And there is nothing left remarkable
Beneath the visiting moon. [Fainti
Char. O, quietness, lady!
Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign.

Char. Lady

!

Iras. Madam
Char. O madam, madam, madam !

Iras. Royal Egypt, 7
Empress

!

Char. Peace, peace, Iras

!

Cleo. No more, but e’en a woman, and com
manded

By such poor passion as the maid that milks

And does the meanest chares. It were for me
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ;

To tell them that this world did equal theirs

Till they had stol’n ourjewel. All’s but naught
Patience is sottish, and impatience does
Become a dog that’s mad : then is it sin 8

To rush into the secret house of death,

Ere death dare come to us? How do you, women
What, what

!
good cheer ! Why, how now, Chat

mian

!

My noble girls ! Ah, women, women, look,

Our lamp is spent, it’s out! Good sirs, tak

heart: 1

We’ll bury him ;
and then, what’s brave, what’!

noble,

Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion,

And make death proud to take us. Come, away
This ease of that huge spirit now is cold

:

Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend

But resolution, and the briefest end.
.

9

lExeunt ; those above bearing oh

Antony’s body

ACT V.

Scene I . A lexandria. Ceesar’s camp.

Enter Caesar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Mecjf

nas, Gallus, Proculeius, and others,
hi

council ofwar.

Cces. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield;

Being so frustrate, tell him he mocks
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: pauses that he makes.
W. Caesar, I shall. \Exit.

iter Dercetas, with the sword ^Antony.
ces. Wherefore is that? and what art thou

i that darest

)ear thus to us ?

'ter. I am call’d Dercetas

;

rk Antony I served, who best was worthy
t to be served : whilst he stood up and spoke,
was my master ; and I wore my life

spend upon his haters. If thou please
take me to thee, as I was to him 10
be to Caesar ; if thou pleasest not,

eld thee up my life.

ces. What is’t thou say’st?
ter. I say, O Caesar, Antony is dead.

i ces. The breaking of so great a thing should
make

reater crack
: fthe round world

uld have shook lions into civil streets,

l citizens to their dens : the death of Antony
ot a single doom ; in the name lay

loiety of the world.
ter. He is dead, Caesar

;

, by a public minister of justice, 20
• by a hired knife

; but that self hand,
ich writ his honour in the a<5ts it did,

:h, with the courage which the heart did lend it,

tted the heart. This is his sword ;

bb’d his wound of it
; behold it stain’d

h his most noble blood.

ces. Look you sad, friends?

: gods rebuke me, but it is tidings

wash the eyes of kings.

gr. And strange it is,

it nature must compel- us to lament
• most persisted deeds.

tec. His taints and honours 30
ged equal with him.
gr. A rarer spirit never

. steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us
le faults to make us men. Caesar is touch’d.

tec. When such a spacious mirror’s set before
him,

needs must see himself.

cbs. O Antony

!

ive follow’d thee to this ; but we do lance
eases in our bodies : I must perforce
ye shown to thee such a declining day,
look on thine ; we could not stall together
he whole world : but yet let me lament, 40
h tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts,

it thou, my brother, my competitor
op of all design, my mate in empire,
md and companion in the front of war,

r

. '. arm of mine own body, and the heart
* ere mine his thoughts did kindle,—that our

H stars,

1 -econciliable, should divide
(

• equalness to this. Hear me, good friends,

—

i I will tell you at some meeter season

:

Enter an Egyptian.

- : business of this man looks out of him
; 50

'
’ll hear him what he says. Whence are you ?

'gyp. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my
mistress,

( ifined in all she has, her monument,

Of thy intents desires instruction,

That she preparedly may frame herself

To the way she’s forced to.

Ccbs. Bid her have good heart

:

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours,

How honourable and how kindly we
Determine for her; for Caesar cannot live

To be ungentle.
Egyp. So the gods preserve thee

!
[Exit. 60

Ccbs. Come hither, Proculeius. Go and say.

We purpose her no shame : give her what comforts
The quality of her passion shall require,

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke
She do defeat us ; for her life in Rome
Would be eternal in our triumph

:
go,

And with your speediest bring us what she says.

And how you find of her.

Pro. Caesar, I shall. [Exit.
Ccbs. Gallus, go you along. [Exit Gallus.]

Where’s Dolabella,

To second Proculeius ?

A ll. Dolabella
! 70

Ccbs. Let him alone, for I remember now
How he’s employ’d : he shall in time be ready.
Go with me to my tent ; where you shall see
How hardly I was drawn into this war;
How calm and gentle I proceeded still

In all my writings
:
go with me, and see

What I can show in this. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Alexandria. A room in the monu-
ment.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras.

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make
A better life. ’Tis paltry to be Caesar

;

Not being Fortune, he’s but Fortune’s knave,
A minister of her will : and it is great
To do that thing that ends all other deeds;
Which shackles accidents and bolts up change

;

Which sleeps, and never palates more the dug.
The beggar’s nurse and Caesar’s.

Enter
,
to the gates of the monumenty Procu-
leius, Gallus, and Soldiers.

Pro. Caesar sends greeting to the Queen of
Egypt

;

And bids thee study on what fair demands 10
Thou mean’st to have him grant thee.

Cleo. What ’s thy name ?

Pro. My name is Proculeius.

Cleo. Antony
Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but
I do not greatly care to be deceived,
That have no use for trusting. If your master
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him,
That majesty, to keep decorum, must
No less beg than a kingdom : if he please

To give me conquer’d Egypt for my son,

He gives me so much of mine own, as I 20
Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro. Be of good cheer

;

You’re fall’n into a princely hand, fear nothing :

Make your full reference freely to my lord,

Who is so full of grace, that it flows over
On all that need : let me report to him
Your sweet dependency; and you shall find

A conqueror that will pray in aid for kindness,
Where he for grace is kneel’d to.



Cleo. Pray you, tell him

I am his fortune’s vassal, and I send him
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn 30

A dodlrine of obedience ; and would gladly

Look him i’ the face.

Pro. This I’ll report, dear lady.

Have comfort, for I know your plight is pitied

Of him that caused it.

Gal. You see how easily she may be surprised

:

[Here Proculeius and two of the Guard
ascend the ‘monumentby a ladderplaced

againsta window, and ,
having descend-

ed, come behind Cleopatra. Some of
ihe Guard unbar and open the gates.

[ To Procnleius and the Guard] Guard her till

Caesar come. Exit.

Iras. Royal queen

!

Char. O Cleopatra ! thou art taken, queen.

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands.
[Drawing a dagger.

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold

:

[Seizefand disarms her.

Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 40

Relieved, but not betray’d.

Cleo. What, of death too,

That rids our dogs of languish?

pro.
Cleopatra,

Do not abuse my master’s bounty by
The undoing of yourself : let the world see

His nobleness well a<5ted, which your death

Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou, death?

Come hither, come! come, come, and take a

queen
Worth many babes and beggars

!

pr0#
O, temperance, lady

!

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I ’ll not drink, sir

;

If idle talk will once be necessary,
.
5°

I ’ll not sleep neither : this mortal house I ’ll ruin,

Do Csesar what he can. Know, sir, that I

Will not wait pinion’d at your master’s court;

Nor once be chastised with the sober eye

Of dull O&avia. Shall they hoist me up

And show me to the shouting varletry.

Of censuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt

Be gentle grave unto me ! rather on Nilus’ mud
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies

mo intr> V1V1 ni-r i

n

et ! rather makeBlow me into abhorring ! rather make
My country’s high pyramides my gibbet.

And hang me up in chains

!

Pro. You do extend

These thoughts of horror further than you shall

Find cause in Csesar.

60

Cleo. No matter, sir, what I have heard

known.
You laugh when boys or women tell their dreai

Is’t not your trick?

Dol. I understand not, madam.
Cleo. I dream’d there was an Emperor Anto;

O, such another sleep, that I might see

But such another man

!

Dol. might please ye,-

Cleo. His face was as the heavens;

therein stuck

A sun and moon, which kept their course,

lighted

The little O, the earth.

Dol. Most sovereign creature

Cleo. His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear’d

Crested the world : his voice was propertied

As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends

;

But when he meant to quail and shake the or'

He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty,

There was no winter in ’t ;
an autumn ’twas

That grew the more by reaping : his delights

Were dolphin-like ;
they show’d his back abo

The element they lived in : in his livery

Walk’d crowns and crownets ; realms and lsla

were
As plates dropp’d from his pocket.

Dol. Cleopatra

!

Cleo. Think you there was, or might be, s

a man
As this I dream’d of?

Dol. Gentle madam, no.

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the god

But, if there be, or ever were, one such,

It’s past the size of dreaming: nature wants s

To vie strange forms with fancy
;
yet, to ima<

An Antony, were nature’s piece ’gainst fancy

Condemning shadows quite.

Dol. Hear me, good madam.
Your loss is as yourself, great ; and you bear

As answering to the weight : would I might n«

O’ertake pursued success, but I do feel,

By the rebound of yours, a grief that smites

My very heart at root.

Cleo. I thank you, sir.

Know you what Csesar means to do with me
Dol. I am loath to tell you what I would

knew.
Cleo.

Dol. 0 .

Cleo. He’ll lead me, then, in triumph?

Dol. Madam, he will; I know’t.

[Flourish,,
andshout within, ‘ Makeway th

Caes;

Enter Dolabella.

Dol. Proculeius,

What thou hast done thy master Csesar knows,

And he hath sent for thee : for the queen,

I ’ll take her to my guard.

Pro. So, Dolabella,

It shall content me best : be gentle to her.

[To Cleo.] To Caesar I will speak what you shall

please,

If you’ll employ me to him.

Cleo. Say, I would die. 70

[.Exeunt Proculeius and Soldiers.

Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard ofme ?

Cleo. I cannot tell.

Dol. Assuredly you know me.

Nay, pray you, sir,—
Though he be honourabl

Enter Caesar, Gallus, Proculeius, Me
nas, Seleucus, and others ofhis Train.

Coes. Which is the Queen of Egypt?

Dol. It is the emperor, madam.
[Cleopatra km

Coes. Arise, you shall not kneel

:

I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt.

Cleo. Sir, the gods

Will have it thus ;
my master and my lord

I must obey.

Coes. Take to you no hard thoughts .

The record of what injuries you did us,

Though written in our flesh, we shall remem I

As things but done by chance.
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Cleo. Sole sir o’ the world, 120
cannot project mine own cause so well

y make it clear ; but do confess I have
ien laden with like frailties which before

ave often shamed our sex.

Cces. Cleopatra, know,
e will extenuate rather than enforce :

you apply yourself to our intents,

hich towards you are most gentle, you shall

find

benefit in this change ; but if you seek
> lay on me a cruelty, by taking
rtony’s course, you shall bereave yourself 130
'my good purposes, and put your children
> that destruction which I ’ll guard them from,
thereon you rely. I’ll take my leave.

Cleo. And may, through all the world: ’tis

yours ;
and we,

>ur scutcheons and your signs of conquest, shall

ang in what place you please. Here, my good
lord.

Cces. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra.

Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and
jewels,

tm possess’d of: ’tis exactly valued ;

)t petty things admitted. Where’s Seleucus?
Sel. Here, madam. 141
Cleo. This is my treasurer: let him speak,
my lord,

bon his peril, that I have reserved
> myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus.
Sel. Madam,
lad rather seal my lips, than, to my peril,

eak that which is not.

Cleo. What have I kept back ?

Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made
known.

Cces. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra; I approve
1 ur wisdom in the deed.
Cleo. See, Csesar ! O, behold, 150
ow pomp is follow’d ! mine will now be yours ;

id, should we shift estates, yours would be mine,
e ingratitude of this Seleucus does
en make me wild : O slave, of no more trust
an love that’s hired ! What, goest thou back?

thou shalt

back, I warrant thee'; but I’ll catch thine
eyes,

1
ough they had wings : slave, soulless villain,

dog !

rarely base !

- ces

.

Good queen, let us entreat you.
Cleo. 0 Csesar, what a wounding shame is this,

at thou, vouchsafing here to visit me, 160
ing the honour of thy lordliness
one so meek, that mine own servant should
reel the sum of my disgraces by
dition of his envy ! Say, good Csesar,
at I some lady trifles have reserved,
moment toys, things of such dignity
we greet modern friends withal; and say,
me nobler token I have kept apart
r Livia and OCtavia, to induce
eir mediation; must I be unfolded 170
th one that I have bred? The gods! it

smites me
neath the fall I have. [To Seleucus] Prithee,
go hence

;

I shall show the cinders of my spirits

Through! the ashes of my chance: wert thou
a man.

Thou wouldst have mercy on me.
Cces. Forbear, Seleucus.

[Exit Seleucus.

Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are
misthought

For things that others do ; and, when we fail.

We answer others’ merits in our name.
Are therefore to be pitied.

Cces. Cleopatra,
Not what you have reserved, nor what acknow-

ledged, 180
Put we i’ the roll of conquest : still be ’t yours.
Bestow it at your pleasure ; and believe,

Caesar’s no merchant, to make prize with you
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be

cheer’d ;

Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear
queen ;

For we intend so to dispose you as
Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep :

Our care and pity is so much upon you,
That we remain your friend ; and so, adieu.

Cleo. My master, and my lord !

Cces. Not so. Adieu. 190
[Flourish. Exeunt Ccesar and his train.

Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that

I should not
Be noble to myself: but, hark thee, Charmian.

[Whispers Charmian .

Iras. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done,
And we are for the dark.

Cleo. Hie thee again :

I have spoke already, and it is provided ;

|

Go put it to the haste.

Char. Madam, I will.

Re-enter Dolabella.
Dol. Where is the queen ?

Char. Behold, sir. [Exit.
Cleo. Dolabella !

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your com-
mand,

Which my love makes religion to obey,
I tell you this : Caesar through Syria 200
Intends his journey ; and within three days
You with your children will he send before:
Make your best use of this : I have perform’d
Your pleasure and my promise.

Cleo.
_

Dolabella,
I shall remain your debtor.
Dol. I your servant.

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Caesar.
Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dolabella.

Now, Iras, what think’ st thou?
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown
In Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths.
Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded.
And forced to drink their vapour.
Iras. The gods forbid !

Cleo. Nay, ’tis most certain, Iras: saucy
lidtors

Will catch at us, like strumpets; and scald
rhymers

Ballad us out 0’ tune : the quick comedians,
Extemporally will stage us, and present,
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Our Alexandrian revels ;
Antony

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I shall see

Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 220

F the posture of a whore.

Iras. O the good gods !

Cleo. Nay, that’s certain.

Iras. I’ll never see’t ;
for, I am sure, my nails

Are stronger than mine eyes.

Cleo. Why, that’s the way
To fool their preparation, and to conquer

Their most absurd intents.

Re-enter Charmian.

Now, Charmian!

Show me, my women, like a queen
:
go fetch

My best attires r I am again for Cydnus,

To meet Mark Antony : sirrah Iras, go.

Now, noble Charmian, we’ll dispatch indeed ; 230

And, when thou hast done this chare. I’ll give

thee leave

To play till doomsday. Bring our crown and all.

Wherefore’s this noise?
. .

[Exit Iras. A noise within.

Enter a Guardsman.

Guard. Here is a rural fellow

That will not be denied your highness’ presence :

He brings you figs.

Cleo. Let him come in. [Exit Guardsman.
What poor an instrument

May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty.

My resolution’s placed, and I have nothing

Of woman in me : now from head to foot

I am marble-constant ;
now the fleeting moon 240

No planet is of mine.

Re-enter Guardsman, with Clown bringing in

a basket.

Guard. This is the man.
Cleo. Avoid, and leave him.

[Exit Guardsman.
Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there,

That kills and pains not ?

Clown. Truly, I have him : but I would not

be the party that should desire you to touch him,

for his biting is immortal ;
those that do die of it

do seldom or never recover.

Cleo. Rememberest thou any that have died

on’t? 249
Clown. Very many, men and women too. I

heard of one of them no longer than yesterday

:

a very honest woman, but something given to

lie ; as a woman should not do, but in the way of

honesty : how she died of the biting of it, what

pain she felt: truly, she makes a very good

report 0’ the worm ; but he that will believe all

that they say, shall never be saved by half that

they do : but this is most fallible, the worm’s an

odd worm.
Cleo. Get thee hence ;

farewell. 260

Clown. I wish you all joy of the worm.
[Setting down his basket.

Cleo. Farewell.

Clown. You must think this, look you, that

the worm will do his kind.

Cleo. Ay, ay ;
farewell.

1

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be

trusted but in the keeping of wise people; f

indeed, there is no goodness in the worm.
Cleo. Take thou no care ; it shall be heede

Clown. Very good. Give it nothing, I pi

you, for it is not worth the feeding.

Cleo. Will it eat me ?

Clown. You must not think I am so sim

but I know the devil himself will not eat

woman : I know that a woman is a dish for 1

gods, if the devil dress her not. But, tru

these same whoreson devils do the gods gr

harm in their women ; for in every ten that tl

make, the devils mar five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ;
farewelh s

Clown. Yes, forsooth: I wish you joy 0*

worm. [-

&

A

Re-enter Iras with a robe
,
crown, &>c.

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crov

I have
Immortal longings in me : now no more
The juice of Egypt’s grape shall moist this lip

Yare, yare, good Iras
;
quick.

>

Methinks I h

Antony call ; I see him rouse himself

To praise my noble a<5t ; I hear him mock
The luck of Caesar, which the gods give men :

To excuse their after wrath : husband, I come

Now to that name my courage prove my title!

I am fire and air ;
my other elements

I give to baser life. So ;
have you done ?

Come then, and take the last warmth of my li

Farewell, kind Charmian ;
Iras, long farewell

[Kisses them. Irasfalls and d
Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost fall?

If thou and nature can so gently part,

The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch,

Which hurts, and is desired. Dost thou lie st

If thus thou vanishest, thou tell’st the world

It is not worth leave-taking.

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; thj

may say,

The gods themselves do weep

!

Cleo. This proves me ba

If she first meet the curled Antony,

He’ll make demand of her, and spend that ku

Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou m
tal wretch,

[To an asp
,
which she applies to her brei

With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate

Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool,

Be angry, and dispatch. O, couldst thou spe

That I might hear thee call great Csesar ass
.

Unpolicied

!

Char. O eastern star

!

Cleo. Peace, peace

!

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast.

That sucks the nurse asleep?

Char. O, break ! O, bre:

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air,

gentle,— .

0 Antony !—Nay, I will take thee too :
~ •

[Applying another asp to her ai

What should I stay— \-
D

Char. In this vile world? So, fare thee w
Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies

A lass unparallel’d. Downy windows, close

,

And golden Phoebus never be beheld

Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown’s awry ;

1 ’ll mend it, and then play.



Enter the Guard, wishing in.

First Guard. Where is the queen?
Char. Speak softly, wake her not.
First Guard. Caesar hath sent

—

Zhar. Too slow a messenger.
[.Applies an asp.

come apace, dispatch ! I partly feel thee.

First Guard. Approach, ho! All's not well:
Caesar’s beguiled.

Sec. Guard. There’s Dolabella sent from
Caesar; call him.

First Guard. What work is here ! Charmian,
is this well done?

Zhar. It is well done, and fitting for a
princess

scended of so many royal kings. 330
,
soldier! [Dies.

Re-enter Dolabella.

Dei. How goes it here ?

vec. Guard. All dead.
Zol. Caesar, thy thoughts
uch their effedts in this : thyself art coming
see perform’d the dreaded a<5t which thou
sought’st to hinder.

[Within ‘A way there, a way for Caesar !’

e-enter Caesar and all his train
,
marching,

lol. O sir, you are too sure an augurer

;

at you did fear is done.
"

ces

.

Bravest at the last,

i levell’d at our purposes, and, being royal, 339
3k her own way. The manner of their deaths?
o pot see them bleed.

~)ol. Who was last with them?

First Guard. A simple countryman, that
brought her figs

:

This was his basket.
Cces. Poison’d, then.
First Guard. O Caesar,

This Charmian lived but now; she stood and
spake

:

I found her trimming up the diadem
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood
And on the sudden dropp’d.

Cces. O noble weakness !

If they had swallow’d poison, ’twould appear
By external swelling: but she looks like sleep,

As she would catch another Antony 350
In her strong toil of grace.

Dol. Here, on her breast,
There is a vent of blood and something blown

:

The like is on her arm.
First Guard. This is an aspic’s trail: and

these fig-leaves

Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves
Upon the caves of Nile.

Cces. Most probable
That so she died ; for her physician tells me
She hath pursued conclusions infinite

Of easy ways to die. Take up her bed
;

And bear her women from the monument
: 360

She shall be buried by her Antony:
No grave upon the earth shall clip in it

A pair so famous. High events as these
Strike those that make them

; and their story is

No less in pity than his glory which
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shall

In solemn show attend this funeral

;

And then to Rome. Come, Dolabella, see
High order in this great solemnity. [Exeunt.



CYMBELINE.

DRAMATIS PERSONAS.

Cymbeline, king of Britain.

Cloten, son to the Queen by a former hus-

band.
Posthumus Leonatus, a gentleman, hus-

band to Imogen.
.

Belarius, a banished lord, disguised under

the name of Morgan.
.

/sons to Cymbeline, disguised

Guiderius, 'under the names of Polydore

Arviragus,
]

and Cadwal, supposed sons to

v Morgan.
Philario, friend to Posthumus, 1 1talians.
Iachimo, friend to Philario, )

Caius Lucius, general of the Roman forces.

Pisanio, servant to Posthumus.
Cornelius, a physician.

A Roman Captain.

ACT I.

Scene I. Britain . The garden of Cymbeline s

palace.

Enter two Gentlemen.

First. Gent You do not meet a man but

frowns: our bloods

No more obey the heavens than our courtiers

Still seem as does the king.

Sec. Gent. But what’s the matter?

First Gent. His daughter, and the heir of ’s

kingdom, whom^
He purposed to his wife’s sole son—a widow
That late he married—hath referr’d herself

Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : she’swedded;

Her husband banish’d ;
she imprison’d : all

Is outward sorrow ;
though I think the king

Be touch’d at very heart.

Sec. Gent. None but the king? 10

First Gent. He that hath lost her too ; so is

the queen,
That most desired the match ; but not a courtier,

Although they wear their faces to the bent

Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not

Glad at the thing they scowl at.

Sec. Gent. And why so?

First Gent. He that hath miss’d the princess

is a thing

Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her

—

I mean, that married her, alack, good man

!

And therefore banish’d—is a creature such

As, to seek through the regions of the earth
_

20

For one his like, there would be something failing

In him that should compare. I do not think

So fair an outward and such stuff within

Endows a man but he.

Sec. Gent. You speak him far.

.

First Gent. I do extend him, sir, within him-

self,

Crush him together rather than unfold

His measure duly.

Two British Captains.

A Frenchman, friend to Philario.

Two Lords of Cymbeline’s court.

Two Gentlemen of the same.

Two Gaolers.

Queen, wife to Cymbeline.

Imogen, daughter to Cymbeline by a fora

queen.
Helen, a lady attending on Imogen.

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes

Soothsayer, a Dutchman, a Spaniard, M
dans, Officers, Captains, Soldiers, Messeng
and other Attendants.

Apparitions.

Scene: Britain ; Rome.

Sec. Gent. What’s his name and birth'

First Gent. I cannot delve him to the ro

his father

Was call’d Sicilius, who did join his honour

Against the Romans with Cassibelan,

But had his titles by Tenantius whom
He served with glory and admired success.

So gain’d the sur-addition Leonatus

;

And had, besides this gentleman in question,

Two other sons, who in the wars o’ the time

Died with their swords in hand ; for which tl

father,

Then old and fond of issue, took such sorrow

That he quit being, and his gentle lady,

Big of this gentleman our theme, deceased .

As he was born. The king he takes the babe

To his protection, calls him Posthumus Leonat

Breeds him and makes him of his bed-chambe:

Puts to him all the learnings that his time

Could make him the receiver of ;
which he toe

As we do air, fast as ’twas minister’d.

And in ’s spring became a harvest, lived in corn

Which rare it is to do—most praised, most lov

A sample to the youngest, to the more mature

A glass that feated them, and to the graver

A child that guided dotards ;
to his mistress,

For whom he now is banish’d, her own price

Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtu<

By her election may be truly read

What kind of man he is.

Sec. Gent

.

I honour him

Even out of your report.
.

But, pray you, tell 1

Is she sole child to the king ?

First Gent. His only child.
#

He had two sons : if this be worth your hearir

Mark it : the eldest of them at three years old

I’ the swathing-clothes the other, from their n

sery . .

Were stol’n, and to this hour no guess in kn<

ledge
Which way they went.



Sec. Gent.- How long is this ago ?

First Gent. Some twenty years.
Sec. Gent. That a king’s children should be so

convey’d,
slackly guarded, and the search so slow,

That could not trace them !

First Gent. Howsoe’er ’tis strange,
)r that the negligence may well be laugh’d at,
{et is it true, sir.

Sec. Gent. I do well believe you.
First Gent. We must forbear: here comes the

gentleman,
.’he queen, and princess. [Exeunt.

Enter the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen.
Queen. No, be assured you shall not find me,

daughter,
jQ

Tter the slander of most stepmothers,
,vil-eyed unto you : you’re my prisoner, but
our gaoler shall deliver you the keys
'hat lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus,
o soon as I can win the offended king,
will be known your advocate : marry, yet
he fire ofrage is in him, and ’twere good
ou lean’d unto his sentence with what patience
our wisdom may inform you.

,
Please your highness,

will from hence to-day.
Queen. You know the peril. 80
11 fetch a turn about the garden, pitying
he pangs of barr’d affections, though the king
ath charged you should not speak together.

[Exit.
Imo. O
issembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrantm tickle where she wounds ! My dearest hus

band,
something fearmy father’s wrath ; but nothing-
ways reserved my holy duty—what
is rage can do on me : you must be gone

;

id I shall here abide the hourly shot
angry eyes, not comforted to live, oo

yt that there is this jewel in the world

This diamond was my mother’s : take it, heart

;

But keep it till you woo another wife,
When Imogen is dead.

Post. How, how! another?
You gentle gods, give me but this I have,
And sear up my embracements from a next
With bonds of death! [Putting on the ring.]

Remain, remain thou here
While sense can keep it on. And, sweetest,

fairest,

As I my poor selfdid exchange for you,
To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles 120
I stall win of you : for my sake wear this

;

It is a manacle of love ; I’ll place it

Upon this fairest prisoner.

[Putting a bracelet upon her arm.

, ,,
O the gods!

When shall we see again?

lat I may see again.w a

\Post. My queen ! my mistress!
lady, weep no more, lest I give cause
be suspedted ofmore tenderness
an doth become a man. I will remain
e loyal st husband that did e’er plight troth

:

/residence in Rome at one Philario’s,
10 to my father was a friend, to me
iown but by letter : thither write, my queen,
d with mine eyes I ’ll drink the words you send,
ough ink be made of gall.

Re-enter Queen.
hteen. Be brief, I pray you : 101

:

he king come, I shall incur I know not
w much of his displeasure. [Aside] Yet I’ll
move him

walk this way : I never do him wrong,

{

: doesW my injuries, to be friends;
J js dear for my offences. [Exit.
?si% Should we be taking leave

i
lonS a term as yet we have to live,

- : loathness to depart would grow. Adieu

!

mo. Nay, stay a little:

J
r

u
e y°u but riding forth to air yourself, no

1 h Parting were too petty. Look here, love ;

Enter Cymbeline and Lords.
Post. Alack, the king

!

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence, from
my sight

! f
Ifafter this command thou fraught the court
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : away !

Thou’rt poison to my blood.

a
The gods protedl you !

And bless the good remainders of the court

!

I am gone. [Exit.
Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 130

More sharp than this is.

Cym.
.

O disloyal thing,
That shouldst repair my youth, thou heap’stA year’s age on me.
Im°- I beseech you, sir,

Harm not yourself with your vexation

:

I am senseless of your wrath
; a touch more rare

Subdues all pangs, all fears.
Cym.

.

Past grace ? obedience ?
Imo. Past hope, and in despair

; that way, past
grace.

Cym. That mightst have had the sole son of
my queen

!

Imo. O blest, that I might not ! I chose an eagle,
And did avoid a puttock. I40
Cym. Thou took’st a beggar; wouldst have

made my throne
A seat for baseness.
Imo. No ; I rather added

A lustre to it.

Cym . O thou vile one !

Imo. Sir,
It is your fault that I have loved Posthumus:
You bred him as my playfellow, and he isA man worth any woman, overbuys me
Almost the sum he pays.
Cym. What, art thou mad ?

Imo. Almost, sir : heaven restore me ) Would
I were

A neat-herd’s daughter, and my Leonatus
Our neighbour shepherd’s son

!

Cym. Thou foolish thing ! 150

Re-enter Queen.
They were again together: you have done
Not after our command. Away with her.
And pen her up.
Queen. Beseech your patience. Peace,

Dear lady daughter, peace ! Sweet sovereign.

60



946 CYMBEL1NE. [Act i.

Leave us to ourselves; and make yourself some

comfort
Out of your best advice.

Cym. Nay, let her languish

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged,

Die of this folly ' [Exeunt Cymbeline andLords.
Queen. Fie !

you must give way.

Enter Pisanio.

Here is your servant. How now, sir! What
news?

Pis My lord your son drew on my master.

Queen. Ha! 160

No harm, I trust, is done?
. , ,

pjs There might have been,

But that my master rather play’d than fought

And had no help of anger : they were parted

By gentlemen at hand.
,

Queen. I am very glad on t.

Imo. Your son’s my father’s friend ;
he takes

his part.
_

To draw upon an exile ! O brave sir.

I would they were in Afric both, together

;

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick

The goer-back. Why came you from your master?

Pis. On his command : he would not suffer me

To bring him to the haven ; left these notes 17

1

Of what commands I should be subjedt to.

When ’t pleased you to employ me.

Queen.
t

This hath been

Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour

He will remain so.

I humbly thank your highness.

Queen. Pray, walk awhile.

jm0

m

About some half-hour hence,

I pray you, speak with me :
you shall at least

Go see my lord aboard : for this time leave me.
[Exeunt.

Clo. And that she should love this fellow and

refuse me ! .

Sec. Lord. [Aside] If it be a sin to make a

true eledlion, she is damned. 3°

First Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her

beauty and her brain go not together : she ’s a good

sign, but I have seen small reflection of her wit. .

Sec. Lord. [Aside] She shines not upon fools,

lest the reflection should hurt her.

Clo. Come, I’ll to my chamber. Would there

had been some hurt done ! -

.

Sec. Lord. [Aside] I wish not so; unless it

had been the fall of an ass, which is no great hurt.

Clo. You’ll go with us? 4C

First Lord. I ’ll attend your lordshrp.

Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together.

Sec. Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt

Scene III. A room in Cymbeline s palace.

Scene II. The same. A public place.

Enter Cloten and two Lords.

First Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a

shirt ;
the violence of action hath made you reek

as a sacrifice : where air comes out, air comes m

:

there’s none abroad so wholesome as that you

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it.

Have I hurt him?
Sec. Lord. [Aside] No, ’faith ; not so much as

his patience.

First Lord. Hurt him t his body ’s a passable

carcass, if he be not hurt : it is a throughfare for

steel, if it be not hurt.

Sec. Lord. [Aside] His steel was m debt; it

went o’ the backside the town.

Clo. The villain would not stand me.

Sec. Lord. [Aside] No; but he fled forward

still, toward your face.
, , ,

First Lord. Stand you! You have land enough

of your own : but he added to your having ;
gave

you some ground.
.

Sec. Lord. [Aside] As many inches as you

have oceans. Puppies

!

Clo. I would they had not come between us.

Sec. Lord. [Aside] So would I, till you had

measured how long a fool you were upon the

ground. ______

Enter Imogen and Pisanio.

Imo. I would thou grew’st unto the shores 0

the haven, . , ..

And question’dst every sad : if he should wnte,

And I not have it, ’twere a paper lost,

As offer’d mercy is. What was the last

That he spake to thee?
.

pis. It was his queen, his queen

Imo. Then waved his handkerchief?

Pls And kiss’d it, madam;

Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than I

And that was all?

pis No, madam; for so long \

As he could make me with this eye or ear

Distinguish him from others, he did keep

The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief.

Still waving, as the fits and stirs of s mind

Could best express how slow his soul sail d on,

How swift his ship.
, , 1 •

j-mo. Thou shouldst have made hn

As littie as a crow, or less, ere left

To after-eye him.

pis Madam, so I did.

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings

crack’d them, but
# .

To look upon him, till the diminution

Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle,

Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted from

The smallness of a gnat to air, and then

Have turn’d mine eye and wept. But, g<x

Pisanio,

When shall We hear fromW J
With his next vantage. ,

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but n-

Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him

How I would think on him at certain hours

Such thoughts and such, or I could make h

swear
The shes of Italy should not betray

Mine interest and his honour, or have eharg

At thesixth hour of morn, at noon, at midmgh

To encounter me with orisons, for then

I am in heaven for him ;
or ere I could

Give him that parting kiss which I had set

Betwixt two charming words, comes
.

And like the tyrannous breathing of the north

Shakes all our buds from growing. „
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Enter a Lady.
Lady.

.
The queen, madam,

Desires your highness’ company.
I7iio. Those things I bid you do, get them

dispatch’d.

I will attend the queen.
Pis. Madam, I shall. [Exeunt. 40

Scene IV. Rome. Philarioy
s house.

Enter Philario, Iachimo, a Frenchman, a
Dutchman, and a Spaniard.

lack. Believe it, sir, I have seen him in Britain

:

he was then of a crescent note, expedted to prove
so worthy as since he hath been allowed the name
of

; but I could then have looked on him without
the help of admiration, though the catalogue of
his endowments had been tabled by his side and
I to peruse him by items.
Phi. You speak of him when he was less fur-

nished than now he is with that which makes him
both without and within. xo
French. I have seen him in France : we had

. very many there could behold the sun with as
firm eyes as he.

lack. This matter of marrying his king’s
daughter, wherein he must be weighed rather by
her value than his own, words him, I doubt not,
a great deal from the matter.
French. And then his banishment.
lack.

.

Ay, and the approbation of those that
weep this lamentable divorce under her colours
are wonderfully to extend him

; be it but to for-
tify her judgement, which else an easy battery
might lay flat, for taking a beggar without less
quality. But how comes it he is to sojourn with
you?

.

How creeps acquaintance?
Phi. His father and I were soldiers together

;

to whom I have been often bound for no less than
my life. Here comes the Briton : let him be so
entertained amongst you as suits, with gentlemen
3f your knowing, to a stranger of his quality. 30

Enter Posthumus.
I beseech you all, be better known to this gen-
tleman; whom I commend to you as a noble
friend of mine : how worthy he is I will leave to
ippear hereafter, rather than story him in his
)wn hearing,

French. Sir, we have known together in Or-
eans.

.
Post. Since when I have been debtor to you

'or courtesies, which I will be ever to pay and yet
Day still. 4o
Fretich. Sir, you o’er-rate my poor kindness

:

1 was glad I did atone my countryman and you

;

t had been pity you should have been put toge-
her with so mortal a purpose as then each bore,
lpon importance of so slight and trivial a nature.
Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young

raveller
; rather shunned to go even with what

l heard than m my every adtion to be guided by
)thers’ experiences: but upon my mended judge-
nent—if I offend not to say it is mended—my
luarrel was not altogether slight. 5

1

French. ’Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitre-
nent of swords, and by such two that would by
iii likelihood have confounded one the other, or
lave fallen both.

lack. Can we, with manners, ask what was
the difference?
French.

.
Safely, I think : ’twas a contention in

public, which may, without contradiction, suffer
the report. It was much like an argument that
fell out last night, where each of us fell in praise
of our country mistresses; this gentleman at that
time vouching—and upon warrant ofbloody affirm-
ation—his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, chaste,
constant-qualified and less attemptable than any
the rarest of our ladies in France.
lack. That lady is not now living, or this

gentleman’s opinion by this worn out.
Post. She holds her virtue still and I my mind.
lack. You must not so far prefer her ’fore ours

of Italy. 7

x

Post. Being so far provoked as I was in France,
I would abate her nothing, though I profess my-
self her adorer, not her friend.

lack. As fair and as good—a kind of hand-in-
hand comparison—had been something too fair
and too good for any lady in Britain. If she
went before others I have seen, as that diamond
of yours outlustres many I have beheld, I could
not but believe she excelled many : but I have
not seen the most precious diamond that is, nor
you the lady.

Post. I praised her as I rated her : so do I
my stone.

lack. What do you esteem it at?
Post. More than the world enjoys.
lack. Either your unparagoned mistress is

dead, or she’s outprized by a trifle.

Post. You are mistaken: the one may be
sold, or given, if there were wealth enough for
the purchase, or merit for the gift: the other
is not a thing for sale, and only the gift of the
gods.

lack. Which the gods have given you ?

Post. Which, by tneir graces, I will keep.
lack. You may wear her in title yours : but,

you know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring
ponds. Your ring may be stolen too: so your
brace of unprizable estimations

; the one is but
frail and the other casual

; a cunning thief, or a
that way accomplished courtier, would hazard
the winning both of first and last.

Post. Your. Italy contains none so accom-
plished a courtier to convince the honour of my
mistress, if, in the holding or loss of that, you
term her frail. I do nothing doubt you have
store of thieves ; notwithstanding, I fear not my
ring.

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 109

.

Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy
signior, I thank him, makes no stranger of me;
we are familiar at first.

lack. With five times so much conversation,
I should get ground of your fair mistress, make
her go back, even to the yielding, had I admit-
tance and opportunity to friend.

Post. No, no.

lack. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of
my estate to your ring; which, in my opinion,
o’ervalues it something: but I make my wager
rather against your confidence than her reputa-
tion : and, to bar your offence herein too, I durst
attempt it against any lady in the world.

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold

60— 2
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a persuasion ;
and I doubt not you sustain what

you’re worthy of by your attempt.

lack. What’s that?laCH. VVilctL a LlidL;

Post. A repulse : though your attempt, as you

call it, deserve more; a punishment too. 129

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in

too suddenly; let it die as it was born, and, I

pray you, be better acquainted.

lack. Would I had put my estate and my
neighbour’s on the approbation of what I have

spoke
! ,*io

Post. What lady would you choose to assail i

lack. Yours; whom in constancy you think

stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats

to your ring, that, commend me to the court

where your lady is, with no more advantage than

the opportunity of a second conference, and I

will bring from thence that honour of hers which

you imagine so reserved.

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to

it : my ring I hold dear as my finger ;
’tis part of it.

lack. You are afraid, and therein the wiser.

If you buy ladies’ flesh at a million a dram, you

cannot preserve it from tainting : but I see you

have some religion in you, that you fear. 149

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue

;

you bear a graver purpose, I hope.

lack. I am the master of my speeches, and

would undergo what ’s spoken, I swear.

Post. Will you? I shall but lend my diamond

till your return: let there be covenants drawn

between ’s : my mistress exceeds in goodness the

hugeness of your unworthy thinking : I dare you

to this match : here ’s my ring.

Phi. I will have it no lay. *59

Iach. By the gods, it is one. If I bring you

no sufficient testimony that I have enjoyed the

dearest bodily part of your mistress, my ten thou-

sand ducats are yours ; so is your diamond too :

if I come off, and leave her in such honour as you

have trust in, she your jewel, this your jewel, and

my gold are yours
:
provided I have your com-

mendation for my more free entertainment.

Post. I embrace these conditions ;
let us have

articles betwixt us. Only, thus far you shall

answer : if you make your voyage upon her and

give me direClly to understand you have pre-

vailed, I am no further your enemy ;
she is not

worth our debate : if she remain unseduced, you

not making it appear otherwise, for your ill

opinion and the assault you have made to her

chastity you shall answer me with your sword.

Iach. Your hand ; a covenant : we will have

these things set down by lawful counsel, and

straight away for Britain, lest the bargain should

catch cold and starve : I will fetch my gold and

have our two wagers recorded. 181

Post. Agreed.
[Exeunt Posthumus and Iachimo.

French. Will this hold, think you?

Phi. Signior Iachimo will not from it. Pray,

let us follow ’em. [Exeunt..

Make haste : who has the note of them?

First Lady. I, madam.

Queen. Dispatch. [Exeunt Ladies.

Now, master do&or, have you brought those

drugs?
Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay: here they

are, madam :
[Presenting a small box.

But I beseech your grace, without offence,—

My conscience bids me ask—wherefore you have

Commanded of me these most poisonous com-

pounds,
Which are the movers of a languishing death

;

But though slow, deadly?

Queen. I wonder, doctor, 10

Thou ask’st me such a question. Have I not been

Thy pupil long? Hast thou not learn’d me how

To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, so

That our great king himself doth woo me oft

Formy confections ? Having thus far proceeded,

Unless thou think’st me devilish—is’t not meet

That I did amplify my judgement in

Other conclusions? I will try the forces

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as

We count not worth the hanging, but none human,

To try the vigour of them and apply 21

Allayments to their aCt, and by them gather

Their several virtues and effeCts.
#

C0r. Your highness

Shall from this praCtice but make hard your heart

:

Besides, the seeing these effeCts will be

Both noisome and infectious.

Queen. O, content thee.

Scene V. Britain. A room in Cymbeline s

palace.

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius.

Enter Pisanio.

[Aside] Here comes a flattering rascal ;
upon him

Will I first work : he’s for his master,.

And enemy to my son. How now, Pisanio

.

DoCtor, your service for this time is ended; 30

Take your own way.
Cor. [Aside

]

I do suspeCt you, madam;

But you shall do no harm.

Queen. [To Pisanio] Hark thee, a word

Cor. [Aside] I do not like her. She doth

think she has

Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit,

And will not trust one of her malice with

A drug of such damn’d nature. Those she has

Will stupify and dull the sense awhile ;

Which first, perchance, she’ll prove on cats and

dogs,

Then afterward up higher: but there is

No danger in what show of death it makes, 4°

More than the locking-up the spirits a time,

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool d

With a most false effeCt ; and I the truer,

So to be false with her. A
Queen. No further service, doCtor,

Until I send for thee. _ _ .

Cor I humbly take my leave. LExit.

Queen. Weeps she still, say’st thou? Dost

thou think in time

She will not quench and let instructions entei

Where folly now possesses? Do thou work

:

When thou shalt bring me word she loves my

Queen. Whiles yet the dew ’s on ground, gather

those flowers

;

son, ,

I ’ll tell thee on the instant thou art then

As great as is thy master, greater, for

His fortunes all lie speechless and his name

Is at last gasp: return he cannot, nor

' 5°
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Continue where he is : to shift his being
Is to exchange one misery with another,

And every day that comes comes to decay
A day’s work in him. What shalt thou expedt,
To be depender on a thing that leans,

Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends, 59
So much as but to prop him ? {The Queen drops the

box : Pisanio takes it up. ] Thou takest up
Thou know’st not what ; but take it for thy labour

:

It is a thing I made, which hath the king
Five times redeem’d from death : I do not know
What is more cordial. Nay, I prithee, take it

;

It is an earnest of a further good
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how
The case stands with her; do’t as from thyself.

Think what a chance thou changest on, but think
Thou hast thy mistress still, to boot, my son.

Who shall take notice of thee ; I’ll move the king
To any shape of thy preferment such 71
As thou ’It desire

;
and then myself, I chiefly,

That set thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women :

Think on my words. {Exit Pisanio.
A sly and constant knave,

Not to be shaked ; the agent for his master
And the remembrancer of her to hold
The hand-fast to her lord. I have given him that
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her
Of liegers for her sweet, and which she after, 80
Except she bend her humour, shall be assured
To taste of too.

Re-enter Pisanio and Ladies.

So, so : well done, well done

:

The violets, cowslips, and the primroses,
Bear to my closet. Fare thee well, Pisanio;

I

Think on my words. {ExeuntQueen andLadies.
Pis. And shall do

:

But when to my good lord I prove untrue,
I ’ll choke myself : there ’s all I ’ll do for you. {Exit.

Scene VI. The same. Another room in the
palace.

Enter Imogen.

Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false

;

A. foolish suitor to a wedded lady,

That hath her husband banish’d ;—O, that hus-
band !

My supreme crown of grief ! and those repeated
Vexations of it ! Had I been thief-stol’n,

As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable
[s the desire that’s glorious: blest be those.
How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills,

vVhich seasons comfort. Who may this be ? Fie !

Enter Pisanio and Iachimo,

Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, 10
Comes from my lord with letters.

lack. Change you, madam ?

The worthy Leonatus is in safety
And greets your highness dearly.

{Presents a letter.

Imo. Thanks, good sir :

You’re kindly welcome.
lack. {Aside] All of her that is out of door

most rich

!

[f she be furnish’d with a mind so rare,
>he is alone the Arabian bird, and I

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend

!

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot

!

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight ; 20
Rather, diredtly fly.

Imo. [ReadsJ ‘He is one of the noblest note,
to whose kindnesses I am most infinitely tied.

Refledt upon him accordingly, as you value your
trust— Leonatus.’
So far I read aloud

:

But even the very middle of my heart
Is warm’d by the rest, and takes it thankfully.
You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I

Have words to bid you, and shall find it so 30
In all that I can do.

lack. Thanks, fairest lady.
What, are men mad? Hath nature given them

eyes
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop
Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt
The fiery orbs above and the twinn’d stones
Upon the number’d beach? and can we not
Partition make with spectacles so precious
’Twixt fair and foul ?

Imo. What makes your admiration?
lack. It cannot be i’ the eye, for apes and

monkeys
’Twixt two such shes would chatter this way and
Contemn with mows the other ; nor i’ the judge-

ment, 41
For idiots in this case of favour would
Be wisely definite ; nor i’ the appetite ;

Sluttery to such neat excellence opposed
Should make desire vomit emptiness.
Not so allured to feed.

Imo. What is the matter, trow ?

lack.
.

The cloyed will.

That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, that tub
Both fill’d and running, ravening first the lamb
Longs after for the garbage.
Imo. What, dear sir, 50

Thus raps you? Are you well?
lack. Thanks, madam ; well. {To Pisanio]

Beseech you, sir, desire
My man’s abode where I did leave him : he
Is strange and peevish.

Pis. I was going, sir,

To give him welcome. {Exit.
Imo. Continues well my lord? His health,

beseech you?
lack. Well, madam.
Imo. Is he disposed to mirth? I hope he is.

lack. Exceeding pleasant; none a stranger
there

So merry and so gamesome : he is call’d 60
The Briton reveller.

Imo. When he was here,
He did incline to sadness, and oft-times
Not knowing why.
lack. I never saw him sad.

There is a Frenchman his companion, one
An eminent. monsieur, that, it seems, much loves
A Gallian girl at home ; he furnaces
The thick sighs from him, whiles the jolly

Briton

—

Your lord, I mean—laughs from’s free lungs,
cries ‘ O,

Can my sides hold, to think that man, who
knows

By history, report, or his own proof.



What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose

But must be, will his free hours languish torj

Assured bondage?*
Imo. Will my lord say so?

lack. Ay, madam, with his eyes in flood with

laughter:

It is a recreation to be by
And hear him mock the Frenchman. But, heavens

know,
Some men are much to blame.

jmo% Not he, I hope.

lack . Not he: but yet heaven’s bounty to-

wards him might
.

Be used more thankfully. In himself, tis much ;

In you, which I account his beyond all talents, 80

Whilst I am bound to wonder, I am bound

To pity too.
.

Imo. What do you pity, sir?

lack. Two creatures heartily.

Imo. Am I one
?

s ^r •

You look on me : what wreck discern you in me
Deserves your pity?

lack. Lamentable ! What,

To hide me from the radiant sun and solace

I’ the dungeon by a snuff?

Imo. I Pray you, sir.

Deliver with more openness your answers

To my demands. Why do you pity me?
lack. That others do

—

I was about to say—enjoy your But

It is an office of the gods to venge it,

Not mine to speak on’t.

Imo. You do seem to know
Something of me, or what concerns me

:
pray

90

you,

—

Since doubting things go ill often hurts more

Than to be sure they do ;
for certainties

Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing,

The remedy then born—discover to me
What both you spur and stop.

Jach. Had I this cheek 99

To bathe my lips upon ;
this hand, whose touch,

Whose every touch, would force the feeler’s soul

To the oath of loyalty ;
this objea, which

Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye,

Fixing it only here; should I, damn’d then,

Slaver with lips as common as the stairs

That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands

Made hard with hourly falsehood—falsehood, as

With labour
;
then by-peeping in an eye

Base and unlustrous as the smoky light

That’s fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit no
That all the plagues of hell should at one time

Encounter such revolt.

Into. My lord, I fear,

Has forgot Britain.

lack. And himself. Not I,

Inclined to this intelligence, pronounce

The beggary of his change ;
but ’tis your graces

That from my mutest conscience to my tongue

Charms this report out.

Imo. Let me hear no more.

lack. O dearest soul
!
your cause doth strike

my heart

With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady

So fair, and fasten’d to an empery, 120

Would make the great’ st king double,—to be

partner’d
. .

With tomboys hired with that self-exhibition

Which your own coffers yield! with diseased

ventures

That play with all infirmities for gold

Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boil a

stuff

As well might poison poison ! Be revenged ;

Or she that bore you was no queen, and you

Recoil from your great stock.

Imo. Revenged

!

How should I be revenged? If this be true,

As I have such a heart that both mine ears i 3<

Must not in haste abuse—if it be true,

How should I be revenged?
lack. Should he make me

Live, like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold sheets,

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps,

In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it.

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure,

More noble than that runagate to your bed,

And will continue fast to your affedtion,

Still close as sure.

Imo. What, ho, Pisanio

!

lack. Let me my service tender on your lips.

Imo. Away ! I do condemn mine ears tha

have *4

So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable

Thou wouldst have told this tale for virtue, not

For such an end thou seek’st,—as base as strange

Thou wrong’ st a gentleman, who is as far

From thy report as thou from honour, and
Solicit’st here a lady that disdains

Thee and the devil alike. What ho, Pisanio

!

The king my father shall be made acquainted

Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 15'

A saucy stranger in his court to mart

As in a Romish stew and to expound
His beastly mind to us, he hath a court

He little cares for and a daughter who
He not respedts at all. What, ho, Pisanio !

lack. O happy Leonatus ! I may say :

The credit that thy lady hath of thee

Deserves thy trust, and thy most perfedt goodnes

Her assured credit. Blessed live you long

!

16A lady to the worthiest sir that ever

Country call’d his ! and you his mistress, only

For the most worthiest fit ! Give me your pardPr

I have spoke this, to know if your affiance

Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord,

That which he is, new o’er : and he is one

The truest manner’d ;
such a holy witch

That he enchants societies into him

;

Half all men’s hearts are his.

Imo. You make amends.

lack. He sits ’mongst men like a descended god

He hath a kind of honour sets him off, 17

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry,

Most mighty princess, that I have adventured

To try your taking of a false report ;
which hatl

Honour’d with confirmation your great judg<

ment
In the election of a sir so rare,

Which you know cannot err : the love I bear hn

Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made yoi

Unlike all others, chaffless. Pray, your pardon

Imo. All’s well, sir: take my power 1’ th

court for yours.

lack. My humble thanks. I had almost forgt

To entreat your grace but in a small request, i£

And yet of moment too, for it concerns
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Your lord ; myself and other noble friends

Are partners in the business.

Imo. Pray, what is’t?

lack. Some dozen Romans of us and your
lord—

The best feather of our wing—have mingled sums
To buy a present for the emperor ;

Which I, the fadlor for the rest, have done
In France : ’tis plate of rare device, and jewels
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great

;

And I am something curious, being strange, 191
To have them in safe stowage : may it please you
To take them in protection?
Imo. Willingly;

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them
In my bedchamber.
lack. They are in a trunk,

Attended by my men : I will make bold
To send them to you, only for this night

;

I must aboard to-morrow.
Imo.. O, no, no.
lack. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word

By lengthening my return. From Gallia 201
I cross’d the seas on purpose and on promise
To see your grace.
Imo. I thank you for your paisas

:

But not away to-morrow !

lack. O, I must, madam:
Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please
To greet your lord with writing, do ’t to-night

:

I have outstood my time ; which is material
To ithe tender of our present
Imo. I will write.

Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept, 209
And truly yielded you. You’re very welcome.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Scene I. Britain. Before Cymbelmes palace.

Enter Cloten and two Lords.

Clo. Was there ever man had such luck!
when I kissed the jack, upon an up-cast to be
hit away! I had a hundred pound on’t: and
then a whoreson jackanapes must take me up for
swearing; as if I borrowed mine oaths of him
and might not spend them at my pleasure.
First Lord. What got he by that ? You have

broke his pate with your bowl.
See. Lord. [Aside] If his wit had been like

him that broke it, it would have run all out. 10
Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear,

It is not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths,
ha?

Sec. Lord. No, my lord; [Aside] nor crop
the ears of them.

Clo. Whoreson dog! I give him satisfaction

?

Would he had been one of my rank.!
Sec. Lord. [Aside] To have smelt like a fool.

Clo. I am not vexed more at any thing an the
sarth: a pox on’t ! I had rather not be so noble
is I am ; they dare not fight with me, because of
the queen my mother : every Jack-slave hath his
bellyful of fighting, and I must go up and down
like a cock that nobody can match.
Sec. Lord. [Aside] You are cock and capon

too ; and you crow, cock, with your comb on.

95i

Clo. Sayest thou ?

Sec. Lord. It is not fit your lordship should
undertake every companion that you give offence
to. 30

Clo. No, I know that: but it is fit I should
commit offence to my inferiors.

Sec. Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.
Clo. Why, so I say.

First Lord. Did you hear of a stranger that’s

come to court to-night ?

Clo. A stranger, and I not know on’t!
Sec. Lord [Aside] He’s a strange fellow him-

self, and knows it not.

First Lord. There’s an Italian come; and,
’tis thought, one of Leonatus’ friends. 41

Clo. Leonatus! a banished rascal; and he’s
another, whatsoever he be. Who told you of
this stranger?
First Lord. One of your lordship’s pages.
Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him? is there

no derogation in’t?

Sec. Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord.

Clo. Not easily, I think. 49
Sec. Lord. [Aside] You are a fool granted;

therefore your issues, being foolish, do not dero-
gate.

Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian: what I

have lost to-day at bowls I ’ll win to-night of him.
Come, go.

Sec. Lord. I’ll attend your lordship.

[Exeunt Cloten and First Lord.
That such a crafty devil as is his mother
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman that
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son
Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart, 60
And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess,
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endurest,
Betwixt a father by thy step-dame govern’d,
A mother hourly coining plots, a wooer
More hateful than the foul expulsion is

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid aCt
Of the divorce he ’Id make! The heavens hold

firm

The walls of thy dear honour, keep unshaked
That temple, thy fair mind, that thou mayst stand,
To enjoy thy banish’d lord and this great land !

[Exit. 70

Scene II. Imogens bedchamber in Cyrnbe-
line'spalace: a trunk in one corner of it.

Imogen in bed
,
reading; a Lady attending.

Imo. Who’s there? my woman Helen?
Lady.

*
Please you, madam.

Imo. What hour is it?

Lady. Almost midnight, madam.
Imo. I have read three hours then; mine eyes

are weak

:

Fold down the leaf where I have left: to bed

:

Take not away the taper, leave it burning

;

And if thou canst awake by four o’ the clock,
I prithee, call me. SLeep hath seized me wholly.

[Exit Lady.
To your protection I commend me, gods.
From fairies and the tempters of the night
Guard me, beseech ye. 10

[Sleeps. Iachimo comesfrom the trunk,
lack. The crickets sing, and man’s o’er-la-

bour’d sense



952 CYMBELINE. [Act ii,

Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin thus

Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken’d

The chastity he wounded. Cytherea,

How bravely thou becomest thy bed, fresh lily.

And whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch !

But kiss ; one kiss ! Rubies unparagon’d,

How dearly they do’t ! ’Tis her breathing that

Perfumes the chamber thus : the flame o’ the

taper
Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids,

To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 21

Under these windows, white and azure laced

With blue of heaven’s own tindt. But my design,

To note the chamber : I will write all down

:

Such and such pictures ;
there the window ;

such

The adornment of her bed ; the arras ; figures,

Why, such and such; and the contents o’ the

story.

Ah, but some natural notes about her body,

Above ten thousand meaner moveables

Would testify, to enrich mine inventory. 30

O sleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her

!

And be her sense but as a monument,
Thus in a chapel lying ! Come off, come off

:

[ Taking offher bracelet.

As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard !

’Tis mine ;
and this will witness outwardly,

As strongly as the conscience does within,

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast

A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops

I’ the bottom of a cowslip : here ’s a voucher,

Stronger than ever law could make : this secret

Will force him think I have pick’d the lock and
ta’en 41

The treasure of her honour. No more. To
what end?

Why should I write this down, that’s riveted,

Screw’d to my memory? She hath been read-

ing late

The tale of Tereus; here the leaf’s turn’d down
Where Philomel gave up. I have enough
To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it.

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that

dawning
May bare the raven’s eye ! I lodge in fear

;

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 50
[Clock strikes.

One, two, three : time, time

!

[Goes into the trunk. The scene closes.

Scene III. An ante-chamber adjoining Imo-
gens apartments.

Enter Cloten and Lords.

First Lord. Your lordship is the most patient

man in loss, the most coldest that ever turned up
ace.

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose.

First Lord. But not every man patient after

the noble temper of your lordship. You are

most hot and furious when you win.

Clo. Winning will put any man into courage.

If I could get this foolish Imogen, I should have
gold enough. It’s almost morning, is’t not? 10

First Lord. Day, my lord.

Clo. I would this music would come : I am
advised to give her music o’ mornings ; they say

it will penetrate.

Enter Musicians. -

Come on ; tune : if you can penetrate her with

your fingering, so; we’ll try with tongue too: i:

none will do, let her remain ; but I ’ll never give

o’er. First, a very excellent good-conceited thing

after, a wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich

words to it : and then let her consider. 2c

Song.
Hai<

k, lhark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings,

And Phoebus ’gins arise.

His steeds to water at those springs

On chaliced flowers that lies ;

And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes :

With every thing that pretty is.

My lady sweet, arise

:

Arise, arise. 3<

Clo. So, get you gone. If this penetrate, 1

will consider your music the better : if it do not

it is a vice in her ears, which horse-hairs anc

calves’-guts, nor the voice of unpaved eunuch t<

boot, can never amend. [Exeunt Musicians
Sec. Lord. Here comes the king.

Clo. I am glad I was up so late ; for that’s th<

reason I was up so early : he cannot choose bu
take this service I have done fatherly.

Enter Cymbeline and Queen.
5

Good morrow to your majesty and to my graciou:

mother. 4 :

Cym. Attend you here the door of our sterr

daughter?
Will she not forth?

Clo. I have assailed her with music, but sh<

vouchsafes no notice.

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ;

She hath not yet forgot him : some more time

Must wear the print of his remembrance out,

And then she ’s yours.

Queen. "You are most bound to the king

Who lets go by no vantages that may 5 (

Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself

To orderly soliciting, and be friended
.

With aptness of the season; make denials

Increase your services ; so seem as if

You were inspired to do those duties which
You tender to her ; that you in all obey her,

Save when command to your dismission tends,

And therein you are senseless.

Clo. Senseless ! not so.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors fron

Rome

;

The one is Caius Lucius.

Cym. A worthy fellow,

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now
; .

But that’s no fault of his : we must receive him

According to the honour of his sender

;

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us

We must extend our notice. Our dear son,

When you have given good morning to you*

mistress,

Attend the queen and us; we shall have need

To employ you towards this Roman. Come, mr

queen. [Exeunt all but Cloten

Clo. If she be up, I’ll speak with her; if not,



l»ct her lie still and dream. [Knocks] By your
leave, ho

! 70
know her women are about her : what
f I do line one of their hands? ’Tis gold
Vhich buys admittance; oft it doth; yea, and

makes
)iana’s rangers false themselves, yield up
.heir deer to the stand o’ the stealer; and ’tis

.

gold
Vhich makes the true man kill’d and saves the

thief

;

lay, sometime hangs both thief and true man:
what— it not do and undo? I will make

>ne of her women lawyer to me, for
yet not understand the case myself. 80
knocks] By your leave.

SCENE IIJ.] CYMBELINE.
953

Enter a Lady.

Lady. Who’s there that knocks?
Cl°- A gentleman.
Lady. No more ?

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman’s son.
Lady.

.
That’s more

han some, whose tailors are as dear as yours,
an justly boast of. What’s your lordship’s

pleasure ?

Clo. Your lady’s person: is she ready?
L
^fy-

, . ,
Ay,

9 keep her chamber.
Clo. There is gold for you

;

ill me your good report.
Lady. How ! my good name? or to report of

you
hat I shall think is good?—The princess

! 90

To accuse myself—I hate you ; which I had rather
You felt than make ’t my boast.

Clo. You sin against
Obedience, which you owe your father. For
The contract you pretend with that base wretch,
One bred of alms and foster’d with cold dishes,
With scraps o’ the court, it is no contract, none

:

And though it be allow’d in meaner parties— 121
Yet who than he more mean?—to knit their souls,
On whom there is no more dependency
But brats and beggary, in self-figured knot;
Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement by
The consequence o’ the crown, and must not soil
The precious note of it with a base slave,
A hilding for a livery, a squire’s cloth,
A pantler, not so eminent.
Imo. Profane fellow

!

Wert thou the son of Jupiter and no more 1^0
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough,
Even to the point of envy, if ’twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be styled
The under-hangman of his kingdom, and hated
For being preferr’d so well.

Cl°‘ The south-fog rot him !

Imo. He never can meet more mischance than

Enter Imogen.
Clo. Good morrow, fairest : sister, your sweet

hand
- {Exit Lady.“““V j^aay.

Imo. Good morrow, sir. You lay out too
much pains

>r purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give
telling you that I am poor of thanks
id scarce can spare them.

I

Clo. Still, I swear I love you.
Imo. If you but said so, ’twere as deep with
me

:

you swear still, your recompense is still

iat I regard it not.

Clo. This is no answer.
Imo. But that you shall not say I yield being

silent,

jould not speak. I pray you, spare me : ’faith,
hall unfold equal discourtesy 10

1

1 your best kindness : one of your great knowing
ould learn, being taught, forbearance.
Clo. To leave you in your madness, ’twere
my sin

:

vill not.
Tnw. Fools are not mad folks.
' l°* Do you call me fool ?

mo. As I am mad, I do

:

you’ll be patient, i’ll no more be mad

;

at cures us both. I am much sorry, sir,

u put me to forget a lady’s manners, no
being so verbal : and learn now, for all,

at I, which know my heart, do here pronounce,
the very truth of it, I care not for you,
d am so near the lack of charity

—

To be but named of thee. His meanest garment,
That ever hath but clipp’d his body, is dearer
In my respedt than all the hairs above thee, 140
Were they all made such men. How now, Pi-

sanio

!

Enter Pisanio.

Clo. *His garment !’ Now the devil—
Imo. To .Dorothy my woman hie thee pre-

sently

—

Clo. ‘ His garment !’

Imo. Iam sprited with a fool,
r righted, and anger’d worse

:
go bid my woman

Search for a jewel that too casually
Hath left mine arm : it was thy master’s: ’shrew me.
If I would lose it for a revenue- ..vuiv* ivov, it 101 CL 1CYU1UC
Of any king’s in Europe. I do think
I saw ’t this morning : confident I am 150

. -no . v.uimucm i am
Last night ’twas on mine arm

; I kiss’d it

:

I hope it.be not gone to tell my lord
That I kiss aught but he.
P
T
ls- ’Twill not be lost.

Imo. I hope so
:
go and search.

r7 {Exit Pisanio.
. Ty.

* You have abused me :

His meanest garment !’

Imo. Ay, I said so, sir:
If you will make’t an aftion, call witness to’t.

Clo. I will inform your father.
Im°. Your mother too :

She s my good lady, and will conceive, I hope
•But the worst of me. So, I leave you, sir,

*

To the worst of discontent. {Exit.
.

Clo. I ’ll be revenged : 160
His meanest garment!’ Well. {Exit.

Scene IV. Rome. Philario's house.

Enter Posthumus and Philario.
Post. Fear it not, sir: I would I were so stfre

To win the king as I am bold her honour
Will remain hers.

Phi. What means do you make to him ?
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Post. Not any, but abide the change of time, 3

Quake in the present winter’s state and wish
r

That warmer days would come : in these sear d
^

hopes, ^

I barely gratify your love ;
they failing,

,

I must die much your debtor.

Phi Your very goodness and your company

O’erpays all I can do. By this, your king io

Hath heard of great Augustus : Cams Lucius

Will do’s commission throughly : and I think

He’ll grant the tribute, send the arrearages,

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance

Is yet fresh in their grief.

Post. I do believe.

Statist though I am none, nor like t0 b®,

That this will prove a war ;
and you shall hear

The legions now in Gallia sooner landed

In our not-fearing Britain than have tidings

Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 20

Are men. more order’d than when Julius Caesar

Smiled at their lack of skill, but found their courage

Worthy his frowning at: their discipline,

Now mingled with their courages,will make known

To their approvers they are people such

That mend upon the world.

Enter Iachimo.

Pfa See! Iachimo!

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by

land;
, . , ,

And winds of all the corners kiss d your sails,

To make your vessel nimble.

Phi Welcome, sir.

Post. I hope the briefness of your answer made

The speediness of your return.

lack. Your lady 31

Is one of the fairest that I have look’d upon.

Post. And therewithal the best; or let her

Look through a casement to allure false hearts

And be false with them.

Jack. Here are letters for you.

Post. Their tenour good, I trust.
.

iach.
,

’T
.
is yery llke -

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court

When you were there?

Iach. He was expected then,

But not approach’d.

Post. All is well yet.

Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is’t not 40

Too dull for your good wearing?

Iach. If I had lost lt >

I should have lost the worth of it in gold.

I’ll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy

A second night of such sweet shortness which

Was mine in Britain, for the ring is won.

Post. The stone ’s too hard to come by.
.

lack. Not a whit,

Your lady being so easy.

Post. Make not, sir,

Your loss your sport : I hope you know that we

Must not continue friends.
#

Iach. Good sir, we must,

If you keep covenant. Had I not brought 5(

The knowledge of your mistress home, I grant

j
W'e were to question further : but I now
Profess myself the winner of her honour,

Together with your ring ;
and not the wronger

Of her or you, having proceeded but

By both your wills.

Post. If you can make t apparent

rhat you have tasted her in bed, my hand

\.nd ring is yours ;
if not, the foul opinion

^ou had of her pure honour gains or loses

¥bur sword or mine, or inasterless leaves both *

£0 who shall find them.

Iach. Sir, my circumstances,

Being so near the truth as I will make them,

Must first induce you to believe ; whose streng

I will confirm with oath ;
which, I doubt not.

You’ll give me leave to spare, whenyou shall fi:

You need it not.

Post. Proceed.

Iach. First, her bedchamber,

Where] I confess, I slept not, but profess

Had that was well worth watching—it was hanj

With tapestry of silk and silver ;
the story

Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman,

And Cydnus swell’d above the banks, or for

The press of boats or pride : a piece of work

So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive

In workmanship and value ;
which I wonder d

Could be so rarely and exaaiy wrought,

Since the true life on’t was—
.

Post. This is true ;

And this you might have heard of here, by me

Or by some other.

Iach. More particulars

Must justify my knowledge.

Post. So they must,

Or do your honour injury.

Iach. The chimney
#

Is south the chamber, and the chimney-piece

Chaste Dian bathing : never saw I figures

So likely to report themselves : the cutter

Was as another nature, dumb ;
outwent her,

Motion and breath left out.
# #

Post. This is a thing

Which you might from relation likewise reap,

Being, as it is, much spoke of.

Iach. The roof 0 the chair

With golden cherubins is fretted : her andiror

I had forgot them—were two winking Cupids

Of silver, each, on one foot standing, nicely

Depending on their brands.

Post. This is her honou

Let itbe granted youhave seen all this—and pr

Be given to your remembrance—the descript;

Of what is in her chamber nothing saves

The wager you have laid.

Iach. Then, if you can,

[Showing the brad

Be pale : I beg but leave to air this jewel ;
sc

And now ’tis up again : it must be married

To that your diamond; I’ll keep them.

Post.
. . . ,

j°ve!

Once more let me behold it : is it that

Which I left with her?

Iach. Sir—I thank her—that .

She stripp’d it from her arm ;
I see her yet ;

Her pretty adtion did outsell her gift,

And yet enrich’d it too : she gave it me, and

> She prized it once. . .

Post. May be she pluck d it off

To send it me. . ,

Iach She writes so to you, doth she

Post. O, no, no, no ! ’tis true. Here, take

too; [Gives the $
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s a basilisk unto mine eye.

Is me to look on’t. Let there be no honour
lere there is beauty ; truth, where semblance

;

love, 109
tere there’s another man : the vows of women
no more bondage be, to where they are made,
an they are to their virtues

;
which is nothing,

above measure false

!

’hi. Have patience, sir,

d take your ring again ; ’tis not yet won :

nay be probable she lost it ; or
0 knows if one of her women, being corrupted,
th stol’n it from her?
’

ost . Very true

;

d so, I hope, he came by ’t. Back my ring

:

ader to me some corporal sign about her,

re evident than this ; for this was stolen. 120
ach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm.
*ost. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he
swears.

; true :—nay, keep the ring
—

’tis true : I am sure
: would not lose it : her attendants are
sworn and honourable :—they induced to steal

it

!

1 by a stranger !—No, he hath enjoy’d her

:

; cognizance of her incontinency
his : she hath bought the name of whore thus
dearly.

:re, take thy hire
;
and all the fiends of hell

ide themselves between you !

'hi. Sir, be patient : 130
s is not strong enough to be believed
me persuaded well of

—

'ost. Never talk on’t;
hath been colted by him.
xch. If you seek
further satisfying, under her breast

—

rthy the pressing—lies a mole, right proud
hat most delicate lodging : by my life,

ss’d it; and it gave me present hunger
feed again, though full. You do remember
5 stain upon her ?

ost. Ay, and it doth confirm
'ther stain, as big as hell can hold, 140
*e there no more but it.

xch. Will you hear more ?

ost. Spare your arithmetic : never count the
turns

;

e, and a million

!

ich

.

I’ll be sworn

—

ost. No swearing.
ou will swear you have not done’t, you lie

;

1 1 will kill thee, if thou dost deny
u ’st made me cuckold.
xh. I’ll deny nothing.
ost. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-
meal !

11 go there and do’t, i’ the court, before
father. I ?

11 do something— [Exit,
hi. Quite besides
government of patience ! You have won : 150
s follow him, and pervert the present wrath
bath against himself.
xh. With all my heart. [Exeunt

.

:ne V. Another room in Philario's house.

Enter Posthumus.

ist. Is there no way for men to be but women

Must be half-workers? We are all bastards;
And that most venerable man which I

Did call my father, was I know not where
When I was stamp’d

; some coiner with his tools
Made me a counterfeit: yet my mother seem’d
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife
The nonpareil of this. O, vengeance, vengeance !

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d
And pray’d me oft forbearance ; did it with 10
A pudency so rosy the sweet view on ’t

Might well have warm’d old Saturn; that I
thought her

As chaste as unsunn’d snow. 0, all the devils !

This yellow Iachimo, in an hour,—was’t not?

—

Or less,—at first?—perchance he spoke not, but,
Like a full-acorn’d boar, a German one,
Cried ‘ 0 !

’ and mounted
; found no opposition

But what he look’d for should oppose and she
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out
The woman’s part in me! For there’s no

motion 20
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm
It is the woman’s part: be it lying, note it,

The woman’s
; flattering, hers

; deceiving, hers ;

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges,
hers ;

Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,
Nice longing, slanders, mutability.
All faults that may be named, nay, that hell

knows,
Why, hers, in part or all ; but rather, all ;

For even to vice
They are not constant, but are changing still 30
One vice, but of a minute old, for one
Not half so old as that. I’ll write against them,
Detest them, curse them : yet ’tis greater skill
In a true hate, to pray they have their will :

The very devils cannot plague them better.

[Exit.

ACT III.

Scene I. Britain. A hall in Cymbelinds
palace.

Enter in state
, Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten,

and Lords at one door
y and at another

,
Caius

Lucius and Attendants.

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar
with us?

Luc. When Julius Caesar, whose remem-
brance yet

Lives in men’s eyes and will to ears and tongues
Be theme and hearing ever, was in this Britain
And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle,—
Famous in Caesar’s praises, no whit less
Than in his feats deserving it—for him
And his succession granted Rome a tribute,
Yearly three thousand pounds, which by thee

lately

Is left untender’d.
Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 10

Shall be so ever.
Clo. There be many Caesars,

Ere such another Julius. Britain is

A world by itself
; and we will nothing pay

For wearing our own noses.
Queen. That opportunity

Which then they had to take from ’s, to resume
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We have again. Remember, sir, my liege,

The kings your ancestors, together with
The natural bravery of your isle, which stands
As Neptune’s park, ribbed and paled in

With rocks unscaleable and roaring waters, 20
With sands that will not bear your enemies’

boats,

But suck them up to the topmast. A kind of
conquest

Csesar made here ; but made not here his brag
Of ‘Came’ and ‘saw’ and ‘overcame:’ with

shame

—

The first that ever touch’d him—he was carried

From off our coast, twice beaten; and his

shipping

—

Poor ignorant baubles !—on our terrible seas,
*

Like egg-shells moved upon their surges, crack’d

As easily ’gainst our rocks : for joy whereof
The famed Cassibelan, who was once at point

—

0 giglot fortune !—to master Caesar’s sword, 31
Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires bright

And Britons strut with courage.

Clo. Come, there’s no more tribute to be
paid: our kingdom is stronger than it was at

that time ; and, as I said, there is no moe such
Caesars : other of them may have crook’d noses,

but to owe such straight arms, none.
Cym. Son, let your mother end. 39
Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe

as hard as Cassibelan : I do not say I am one

;

but I have a hand. Why tribute? why should
we pay tribute? If Caesar can hide the sun from
us with a blanket, or put the moon in his pocket,

we will pay him tribute for light ; else, sir, no
more tribute, pray you now.
Cym. You must know,

Till the injurious Romans did extort

This tribute from us, we were free : Caesar’s am-
bition,

Which swell’d so much that it did almost
stretch 50

The sides o’ the world, against all colour here
Did put the yoke upon ’s ;

which to shake off

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
Ourselves to be.

Clo. and Lords. We do.

Cym. Say, then, to Caesar,

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius which
Ordain’d our laws, whose use the sword of Caesar

Hath too much
4
mangled ; whose repair and

franchise

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,
Though Rome be therefore angry: Mulmutius

made our laws,

Who was the first of Britain which did put 60
His brows within a golden crown and call’d

Himself a king.

L tic. I am sorry, Cymbeline,
That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar—

•

Caesar, that hath more kings his servants than
Thyself domestic officers—thine enemy

:

Receive it from me, then : war and confusion
In Caesar’s name pronounce I ’gainst thee : look
For fury not to be resisted. Thus defied,

1 thank thee for myself.

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius.
Thy Caesar knighted me

; my youth I spent 70
Much under him ;

of him I gather’d honour

;

Which he to seek of me again, perforce,

Behoves me keep at utterance. I am perfedt

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians for

Their liberties are now in arms ;
a precedent

Which not to read would show the Britons co
So Caesar shall not find them.
Luc. Let proof speak.
Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. M

pastime with us a day or two, or longer : if

seek us afterwards in other terms, you shall

us in our salt-water girdle : if you beat us
of it, it is yours ; if }

rou fall in the advent
our crows shall fare the better for you;
there’s an end.

Luc. So, sir.

Cym. I know your master’s pleasure and
mine

:

All the remain is * Welcome !
’ [Exei

Scene II. Another room in the palace.

Enter Pisanio, with a letter.

Pis. How! of adultery? Wherefore w
you not

What monster ’s her accuser? Leonatus

!

0 master ! what a strange infedlion

Is fall’n into thy ear ! What false Italian,

As poisonous-tongued as handed, hath prevai
On thy too ready hearing? Disloyal ! No :

She ’s punish’d for her truth, and undergoes,
More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaul
As would take in some virtue. O my master
Thy mind to her is now as low as were
Thy fortunes. How ! that I should murder 1

Upon the love and truth and vows which I

Have made to thy command? I, her? her blc

If it be so to do good service, never
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I.

That I should seem to lack humanity
So much as this fa<5t comes to ? \Reading\ ‘ D<

the letter

That I have sent her, by her own command
Shall give thee opportunity. ’ O damn’d pape

Black as the ink that’s on thee! Sense
bauble,

Art thou a feodary for this adl, and look’st

So virgin-like without? Lo, here she comes.
1 am ignorant in what I am commanded.

Enter Imogen.

Lno. How now, Pisanio !

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord

Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lc

Leonatus

!

O, learn’d indeed were that astronomer
That knew the stars as I his characters

;

He ’Id lay the future open. You good gods,’

Let what is here contain’d relish of love,

Of my lord’s health, of his content, yet not

.

That we two are asunder ; let that grieve him
Some griefs are med’cinable; that is one'*

them,
For it doth physic love: of his content,

All but in that ! Good wax, thy leave. Blest

You bees that make these locks of coun;

Lovers
And men in dangerous bonds pray not alike:

Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet

You clasp young Cupid’s tables. Good ne

gods

!
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Reads] ‘Justice, and your father’s wrath,
)uld he take me in his dominion, could not
so cruel to me, as you, O the dearest of
atures, would even renew me with your eyes,
ke notice that I am in Cambria, at Milford-
iven: what your own love will out of this

/ise you, follow. So he wishes you all hap-
less, that remains loyal to his vow, and your,
reasing in love,

Leonatus Posthumus.’
for a horse with wings ! Hear’st thou, Pisanio ?

i is at Milford-Haven : read, and tell me 51
>w far ’tis thither. If one of mean affairs

ly plod it in a week, why may not I

ide thither in a day? Then, true Pisanio,

—

10 long’ st, like me, to see thy lord; who
long’st,

—

let me bate,—but not like me—yet long’st,

t in a fainter kind :—O, not like me ;

r mine’s beyond beyond—say, and speak
thick

;

ve’s counsellor should fill the bores of hearing,
the smothering of the sense—how far it is 60
this same blessed Milford ; and by the way

11 me how Wales was made so happy as
inherit such a haven ; but first of all,

>w we may steal from hence, and for the gap
at we shall make in time, from our hence-
going

d our return, to excuse: but first, how get
hence

:

ly should excuse be born or e’er begot?
i’ll talk of that hereafter. Prithee, speak,
>w many score of miles may we well ride
vixt hour and hour?
°is. One score ’twixt sun and sun,
Ldam, ’s enough for you

:
[Aside] and too much

too. 71
r

mo. Why, one that rode to’s execution,
man,

aid never go so slow : I have heard of riding
wagers,

lere horses have been nimbler than the sands
at run i’ the clock’s behalf. But this is

foolery

:

bid my woman feign a sickness ; say
i ’ll home to her father : and provide me pre-

sently

iding-suit, no costlier than would fit

ranklin’s housewife.
Madam, you ’re best consider.

mo. I see before me, man : nor here, nor here,
r what ensues, but have a fog in them, 81
it I cannot look through. Away, I prithee

;

as I bid thee : there’s no more to say

;

:essible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt.

:ene III. Wales: a mountainous country
with a cave.

nter,from the cave, Belarius; Guiderius,
and Arviragusfollowing.

<el. A goodly day not to keep house, with such
.ose roof’s as low as ours ! Stoop, boys ; this
gate

trudls you how to adore the heavens and bows
you

a morning’s holy office : the gates of monarchs
arch’d so high that giants may jet through

1 keep their impious turbans on, without

Good morrow to the sun. Hail, thou fair heaven !

We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly
As prouder livers do.

Gui. Hail, heaven!
Arv. Hail, heaven

!

Bel.
^
Now for our mountain sport : up to yond

hill
; 10

Your legs are young; I’ll tread these flats. Con-
sider,

When you above perceive me like a crow,
That it is place which lessens and sets off

:

And you may then revolve what tales I have
told you

Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war

:

This service is not service, so being done,
But being so allow’d : to apprehend thus.
Draws us a profit from all things we see

;

And often, to our comfort, shall we find
The sharded beetle in a safer hold 20
Than is the full-wing’d eagle. O, this life

Is nobler than attending for a check,
Richer than doing nothing for a bauble,
Prouder than rustling in unpaid-for silk:
Such gain the cap of him that makes ’em fine.

Yet keeps his book uncross’d : no life to ours.
Gui. Out of your proof you speak : we, poor

unfledged,
Have never wing’d from view o’ the nest, nor

know not
What air ’s from home. Haply this life is best.
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you 30
That have a sharper known ; well corresponding
With your stiff age : but unto us it is

A cell of ignorance ; travelling a-bed

;

A prison for a debtor, that not dares
To stride a limit.

A rv. What should we speak of
When we are old as you? when we shall hear
The rain and wind beat dark December, how,
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse
The freezing hours away? We have seen nothing

;

We are beastly, subtle as the fox for prey, 40
Like warlike as the wolf for what we eat

;

Our valour is to chase what flies ; our cage
We make a quire, as doth the prison’d bird.
And sing our bondage freely.

Bel. How you speak

!

Did you but know the city’s usuries
And felt them knowingly ; the art o’ the court,
As hard to leave as keep ; whose top to climb
Is certain falling, or so slippery that
The fear’s as bad as falling; the toil o’ the war,
A pain that only seems to seek out danger 50
I’ the name of fame and honour

; which dies i’ the
search.

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph
As record of fair adt ; nay, many times.
Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what’s worse,
Must court’sy at the censure :—O boys, this story
The world may read in me: my body’s mark’d
With Roman swords, and my report was once
First with the best of note : Cymbeline loved me,
And when a soldier was the theme, my name
Was not far off : then was I as a tree 60
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but in one

night,

A storm or robbery, call it what you will,

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves,
And left me bare to weather.
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Gui. Uncertain favour

!

Bel. My fault being nothing—as I have told

you oft

—

But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail’d

Before my perfedl honour, swore to Cymbeline
I was confederate with the Romans : so

Follow’d my banishment, and this twenty years

This rock and these demesnes have been my
world

; __

70
Where I have lived at honest freedom, paid
More pious debts to heaven than in all

The fore-end of my time. But up to the moun-
tains !

This is not hunters’ language : he that strikes

The venison first shall be the lord o’ the feast

;

To him the other two shall minister;

And we will fear no poison, which attends

In place of greater state. I’ll meet you in the

valleys. [Exeun t GuideriusandA rviragus

.

How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature !

These boys know little they are sons to the king

;

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 81

They think they are mine ; and though train’d up
thus meanly

I’ the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts

do hit

The roofs of palaces, and nature prompts them
In simple and low things to prince it much
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, who
The king his father call’d Guiderius,—Jove

!

When on my three-foot stool I sit and tell

The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out

Into my story : say ‘ Thus mine enemy fell, 91
And thus I set my foot on’s neck ;’ even then

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats,

Strains his young nerves and puts himself in

posture
That a6tsmy words. The youngerbrother, Cadwal,
Once Arviragus, in as like a figure,

Strikes life into my speech and shows much more
His own conceiving.—Hark, the game is roused !

—

O Cymbeline ! heaven and my conscience knows
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon, 100

At three and two years old, I stole these babes

;

Thinking to bar thee of succession, as

Thou reft’st me of my lands. Euriphile,

Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their

mother,
And every day do honour to her grave :

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d,

They take for natural father. The game is up.

[Exit.

Scene IV. Country near Milford-Haven.

Enter Pisanio and Imogen.

Imo. Thou told’st me, when we came from
horse, the place

Was near at hand : ne’er long’d my mother so

To see me first, as I have now. Pisanio ! man !

Where is Posthumus? What is in thy mind,

That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks

that sigh

From the inward of thee? One, but painted thus,

Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d

Beyond self-explication : put thyself

Into a haviour of less fear, ere wildness
Vanquish my staider senses. What’s the matter?

Why tender’st thou that paper to me, with

A look untender? If ’t be summer news,
Smile to’t before; if winterly, thou need’st

But keep that countenance still. My husba
hand

!

That drug-damn’d Italy hath out-craftied hin

And he’s at some hard point. Speak, man

:

tongue
May take off some extremity, which to read
Would be even mortal to me.

Pis. Please you, rea<

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thin

The most disdain’d of fortune.

Imo. [Reads] ‘ Thy mistress, Pisanio, J

played the strumpet in my bed
;
the testimo

whereof lie bleeding in me. I speak not on

weak surmises, but from proof as strong as

grief and as certain as I expebt my revei

That part thou, Pisanio, must a61 for me, if

faith be not tainted with the breach of hers,

thine own hands take away her life : I shall

,

thee opportunity at Milford-Haven. She 1

my letter for the purpose : where, if thou fes

strike and to make me certain it is done, thov

the pandar to her dishonour and equally to

disloyal.’

Pis. What shall I need to draw my sw*

the paper
Hath cut her throat already. No, ’tis sland<

Whose edge is sharper than the sword, wl

tongue
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile, whose brej

Rides on the posting winds and doth belie

All corners of the world: kings, queens
states,

Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave

This viperous slander enters. What ch

madam?
Imo. False to his bed ! What is it to be fa

To lie in watch there and to think on him?
To weep ’twixt clock and clock? if sleep ch;

nature,

To break it with a fearful dream of him
And cry myself awake? that’s false to’s 1

is it?

Pis. Alas, good lady

!

Imo. I false! Thy conscience witness: Iachi

Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ;

Thou then look’dst like a villain ; now methir

Thy favour’s good enough. Some jay of Italy

fWhose mother was her painting, hath betr;

him

:

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion

;

And, for I am richer than to hang by the wal

I must be ripp’d :—to pieces with me !—O,
Men’s vows are women’s traitors ! All g

seeming,
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought

Put on for villany ; not born where ’t grows.

But worn a bait for ladies.

Pis. Good madam, hear

Imo. True honest men being heard, like f

Aeneas,
Were in his time thought false, and Sin

weeping
Did scandal many a holy tear, took pity

From most true wretchedness: so thou, Post

mus,
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men

;
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oodly and gallant shall be false and perjured
rom thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou honest

:

o thou thy master’s bidding: when thou see’st

him,
little witness my obedience : look

!

draw the sword myself: take it, and hit

he innocent mansion of my love, my heart
: 70

ear not ; ’tis empty of all things but grief

:

hy master is not there, who was indeed
he riches of it : do his bidding ;

strike

hou mayst be valiant in a better cause

;

Lit now thou seem’st a coward.
Pis. Hence, vile instrument

!

hou shalt not damn my hand.
Imo. Why, I must die

;

nd if I do not by thy hand, thou art

o servant of thy master’s. Against self-slaughter

here is a prohibition so divine
hat cravens my weak hand. Come, here’s my

heart. 80
jmething’s afore ’t. Soft, soft ! we’ll no defence

;

bedient as the scabbard. What is here?
he scriptures of the loyal Leonatus,
11 turn’d to heresy? Away, away,
Drrupters ofmy faith 1 you shall no more
; stomachers to my heart. Thus may poor fools

;lieve false teachers : though those that are be-
tray’d

0 feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor

ands in worse case of woe.
id thou, Posthumus, thou that didst set up go

y disobedience ’gainst the king my father
id make me put into contempt the suits

f princely fellows, shalt hereafter find
is no adi of common passage, but
strain of rareness : and I grieve myself
1 think, when thou shalt be disedged by her
hat now thou tirest on, how thy memory
ill then be pang’d by me. Prithee, dispatch

:

le lamb entreats the butcher : where’s thy knife?
iou art too slow to do thy master’s bidding, 100
hen I desire it too.

Pis. O gracious lady,
nee I received command to do this business
have not slept one wink.
Imo. Do’t, and to bed then.
Pis. I’ll wake mine eye-balls blind first.

Imo.
'

Wherefore then
idst undertake it ? Why hast thou abused
> many miles with a pretence ? this place ?

ine adlion and thine own? our horses’ labour?
he time inviting thee ? the perturb’d court,
Dr my being absent? whereunto I never
irpose return. Why hast thou gone so far, no
i be unbent when thou hast ta’en thy stand,
he elected deer before thee ?

Pis. But to win time
i lose so bad employment

; in the which
have consider’d of a course. Good lady,
ear me with patience.
Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak

:

have^ heard I am a strumpet
;
and mine ear,

herein false struck, can take no greater wound,
or tent to bottom that. But speak.
Pis. Then, madam,
thought you would not back again.
Imo. Most like

;

ringing me here to kill me.
Pis. Not so, neither : 120

But if I were as wise as honest, then
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be
But that my master is abused

:

Some villain, ay, and singular in his art.

Hath done you both this cursed injury.

Imo. Some Roman courtezan.

Pis. N o, on my life.

I’ll give but notice you are dead and send him
Some bloody sign of it ; for ’tis commanded
I should do so

:
you shall be miss’d at court.

And that will well confirm it.

Imo. Why, good fellow, 130
What shall I do the while? where bide? how live ?

Or in my life what comfort, when I am
Dead to my husband ?

Pis. If you’ll back to the court

—

Imo. No court, no father; nor no more ado
fWith that harsh, noble, simple nothing.
That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me
As fearful as a siege.

Pis. If not at court,

Then not in Britain must you bide.

Imo. Where then ?

Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day, night,

Are they not but in Britain ? I’ the world’s volume
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in’t ; 141
In a great pool a swan’s nest

:
prithee, think

There ’s livers out of Britain.

Pis. I am most glad
You think of other place. The ambassador,
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven
To-morrow : now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as your fortune is, and but disguise
That which, to appear itself, must not yet be
But by self-danger, you should tread a course
t Pretty and full of view; yea, haply, near 150
The residence of Posthumus ; so nigh at least

That though his actions were not visible, yet
Report should render him hourly to your ear
As truly as he moves.
Imo. O, for such means

!

Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t,

I would adventure.
Pis. Well, then, here’s the point:

You must forget to be a woman ; change
Command into obedience : fear and niceness

—

The handmaids of all women, or, more truly,

Woman its pretty self—into a waggish courage ;

Ready in gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy and r6r
As quarrelous as the weasel

; nay, you must
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek,
Exposing it—but, O, the harder heart

!

Alack, no remedy !—to the greedy touch
Of common-kissing Titan, and forget

Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein
You made great Juno angry.
Imo. Nay, be brief

:

I see into thy end, and am almost
A man already.

Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 170
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit

—

’Tis in my cloak-bag—doublet, hat, hose, all

That answer to them : would you in their serving,
And with what imitation you can borrow
From youth of such a season, ’fore noble Lucius
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him
Wherein you’re happy,—which you’ll make him

know,
If that his head have ear in music,—doubtless
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With joy he will embrace you, for he’s honour-

able

And doubling that, most holy. Your means
abroad,

#
*80

You have me, rich ; and I will never fail

Beginning nor supplyment.

Imo. Thou art all the comfort

The gods will diet me with. Prithee, away

:

There’s more to be consider’d; but we’ll even

All that good time will give us : this attempt

I am soldier to, and will abide it with

A prince’s courage. Away, I prithee.

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short fare-

well,

Lest, being miss’d, I be suspected of

Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress,

Here is a box ; I had it from the queen : 191

What’s in’t is precious ;
if you are sick at sea,

Or stomach-qualm’d at land, a dram of this

Will drive away distemper. To some shade,

And fit you to your manhood. May the gods

Diredt you to the best

!

Into. Amen : I thank thee. [Exeunt, severally.

Scene V. A room in Cymbeline’s palace.

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius,

Lords, and Attendants.

Cym. Thus far; and so farewell.

Luc. Thanks, royal sir.

My emperor hath wrote, I must from hence

;

And am right sorry that I must report ye

My master’s enemy.
Cym. Our subjects, sir,

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself

To show less sovereignty than they, must needs

Appear unkinglike.

Lztc. So, sir : I desire of you
A condudl over-land to Milford-Haven.

Madam, all joy befal your grace !

Queen. And you

!

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that

office
; #

10

The due of honour in no point omit.

So farewell, noble Lucius.

Ltic. Your hand, my lord.

Clo. Receive it friendly; but from this time

forth

I wear it as your enemy.
Luc. Sir, the event

Is yet to name the winner: fare you well.

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my
lords,

Till he have cross’d the Severn. Happiness

!

[Exeunt Lucius and Lords.

Queen. He goes hence frowning: but it

honours us
That we have given him cause.

Clo. ’Tis all the better

;

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 20

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor

How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely

Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness

:

The powers that he already hath in Gallia

Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he

moves
His war for Britain.

Queen. ’Tis not sleepy business

;

But must be look’d to speedily and strongly.

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen,
Where is our daughter? She hath not appear’d
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d 3
The duty of the day : she looks us like

A thing more made of malice than of duty

:

We have noted it. Call her before us; for

We have been too slight in sufferance.

[Exit an A ttendani

Queen. Royal sir,

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retired

Hath her life been
;
the cure whereof, my lord,

’Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty,

Forbear sharp speeches to her: she’s a lady

So tender of rebukes that words are strokes 4
And strokes death to her.

Re-enter Attendant.

Cym. Where is she, sir? Ho\
Can her contempt be answer’d?
A tten. Please you, sir,

Her chambers are all lock’d ;
and there’s noanswe

That will be given to the loudest noise we make.

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her

She pray’d me to excuse her keeping close,

Whereto constrain’d by her infirmity,

She should that duty leave unpaid to you,

Which daily she was bound to proffer : this

She wish’d me to make known ;
but our grea

court 5 '

Made me to blame in memory.
Cym. Her doors lock’d

Not seen oflate ? Grant, heavens, that which I fea

Prove false!
_

[Exit

Quee?i. Son, I say, follow the king.

Clo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant

I have not seen these two days.

Queen. Go, look after. [Exit Cloten

Pisanio, thou that stand’st so for Posthumus

!

He hath a drug of mine ; I pray his absence

Proceed by swallowing that, for he believes

It is a thing most precious. But for her.

Where is she gone? Haply, despair hath seizei

her, 6

Or, wing’d with fervour of her love, she’s flown

To her desired Posthumus : gone she is

To death or to dishonour ;
and my end

Can make good use of either : she being down,

I have the placing of the British crown.

Re-enter Cloten.

How now, my son

!

Clo. ’Tis certain she is fled.

Go in and cheer the king : he rages ;
none

Dare come about him.

Queen. [A side] All the better : may
This night forestall him of the coming day ! [ExtA

Clo. I love and hate her: for she’s fair an<

royal, . 7\
And that she hath all courtly parts moreexquisitf

Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one

The best she hath, and she, of all compounded,

Outsells them all ; I love her therefore : but

Disdaining me and throwing favours on

The low Posthumus slanders so her judgement 1

That what’s else rare is ch&ked ;
and in thatpoin

I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed.

To be revenged upon her. For when fools 7‘

Shall-



Scene v.]

Enter Pisanio.

Who is here ? What, areyou packing, sirrah ?

Come hither : ah, you precious pandar ! Villain,
Where is thy lady? In a word

; or else
Thou art straightway with the fiends.
P!S- O, good my lord !

Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter,

—

I will not ask again. Close villain,

I’ll have this secret from thy heart, or rip
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus?
From whose so many weights of baseness cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.
PIS' Alas, my lord, 89

How can she be with him ? When was she miss’d ?

He is in Rome.
Clo. Where is she, sir? Come nearer;

NTo further halting : satisfy me home
What is become of her.
Pis. O, my all-worthy lord

!

All-worthy villain

!

Discover where thy mistress is at once,
f\.t the next word : no more of ‘worthy lord !’

Speak, or thy silence on the instant is

rhy condemnation and thy death.

fzs‘

#
Then, sir-,

rhis paper is the history ofmy knowledge 99
touching her flight. [.Presenting a letter.

^
Clo. Let’s

, see ’t. I will pursue her
£ven to Augustus’ throne.
Pis. [Aside] Or this, or perish.

She’s far enough
; and what he learns by this

Vtay prove his travel, not her danger.
Clo. Hum

!

Pis. [Aside] I’ll write to my lord she’s dead.
O Imogen,

Safe mayst thou wander, safe return again

!

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true?
Pis. Sir, as I think.
Clo. It is Posthumus’ hand

; I know’t. Sir-
ah, if thou wouldst not be a villain, but do me
rue service, undergo those employments wherein
should have cause to use thee with a serious

adustry, that is, what villany soe’er I bid thee
lo, to perform it diredtly and truly, I would
hink thee an honest man : thou shouldst neither
rant my means for thy relief nor my voice for thy
•referment.

Pis. Well, my good lord.

Clo. Wilt thou serve me? for since patiently
nd constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune
f that beggar Posthumus, thou canst not, in the
ourse of gratitude, but be a diligent follower of
line: wilt thou serve me?
Pis. Sir, I will.

Clo. Give me thy hand; here’s my purse,
last any of thy late master’s garments in thy
ossession ?

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same
nit he wore when he took leave of my lady and
listress. 129
C/<?. The first service thou dost me, fetch that

uit hither: let it be thy first service; go.
Pis. I shall, my lord. [Exit.
Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven 1—I forgot

> ask him one thing; I’ll remember ’t anon :

—

yen there, thou villain Posthumus, will I kill
bee. I would these garments were come. She
aid upon a time—the bitterness of it I now belch

961

from my heart—that she held the very garment
of Posthumus in more respedl than my noble and
natural person, together with the adornment of
my qualities. With that suit upon my back, will
I ravish her : first kill him, and in her eyes

; there
shall she see my valour, which will then be a tor-
ment to her contempt. He on the ground, my
speech of insultment ended on his dead body, and
when my lust hath dined,—which, as I say, to
vex her I will execute in the clothes that she so
praised,—to the court I’ll knock her back, foot
her home again. She hath despised me rejoic-
ingly, and I ’ll be merry in my revenge. 150

Re-enter Pisanio, with the clothes.

Be those the garments?
Pis. Ay, my noble lord.

Clo. How long is’t since she went to Milford-
Haven?

Pis. She can scarce be there yet.
Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that

is the second thing that I have commanded thee

:

the third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to
my design. Be but duteous, and true prefer-
ment shall tender itself to thee. My revenge is

now at Milford : would I had wings to follow it

!

Come, and be true. [Exit.
Pis. Thou bid’st me to my loss : for true to

thee
Were to prove false, which I will never be,
To him that is most true. To Milford go,
And find not her whom thou pursuest. Flow,

flow,

You heavenly blessings, on her ! This fool’s

speed
Be cross’d with slowness ; labour be his meed !

[Exit.

Scene VI. Wales. Before the cave ofBelarius.

Enter Imogen, in boy’s clothes.

Imo. I see a man’s life is a tedious one

:

I have tired myself, and for two nights together
Have made the ground my bed. I should be

sick,

But that my resolution helps me. Milford,
Whenfrom the mountain-top Pisanio show’d thee,
Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think
Foundations fly the wretched; such, I mean,
Where they should be relieved. Two beggars

told me
I could not miss my way : will poor folks lie.

That have afilidlions on them, knowing ’tis 10
A punishment or trial? Yes ; no wonder,
When rich ones scarce tell true. To lapse in

fulness

Is sorer than to lie for need, and falsehood
Is worse in kings than beggars. My dear lord !

Thou art one o’ the false ones. Now I think on
thee,

My hunger’s gone
; but even before, I was

At point to sink for food. But what is this ?

Here is a path to’t : ’tis some savage hold :

I were best not call ; I dare not call
:
yet famine,

Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 20
Plenty and peace breeds cowards : hardness ever
Of hardiness is mother. Ho ! who’s here?
If any thing that’s civil, speak; if savage,

CYMBELINE.



Take or lend. Ho! No answer? Then I’ll

enter.

Best draw my sword ;
and if mine enemy

But fear the sword like me, he’ll scarcely look

on’t.

Such a foe, good heavens !
[Exit, to the cave.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel. You, Polydore, have proved best wood-

man and
Are master of the feast : Cadwal and I

Will play the cook and servant ;
’tis our match

:

The sweat of industry would dry and die, 31

But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs

Will make what’s homely savoury : weariness

Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth

Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here,

Poor house, that keep’st thyself!

Gui. 1 am throughly weary.

A rv. Iam weak with toil, yet strong in appe-

tite.

Gui. There is cold meat i’ the cave ; we 11

browse on that,

Whilst what we have kill’d be cook’d.

Bel. [Looking into the cave] Stay; come not in.

But that it eats our victuals, I should think 41

Here were a fairy.

Gui. What’s the matter, sir?

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel ! or,, if not,

An earthly paragon ! Behold divineness

No elder than a boy !

Re-enter Imogen.

Imo. Good masters, harm me not

:

Before I enter’d here, I call’d; and thought

To have begg’d or bought what I have took :
good

troth,

I have stol’n nought, nor would not, though I

had found
Gold strew’d i’ the floor. Here’s money for my

meat
: .

5°

I would have left it on the board so soon

As I had made my meal, and parted

With prayers for the provider.

Gui. Money, youth?

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt

!

As ’tis no better reckon’d, but of those

Who worship dirty gods.

Imo. I see you’re angry:

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should

Have died had I not made it.

Whither bound?
. Imo. To Milford-Haven.
Bel. What’s your name? 60

lino. Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman who
Is bound for Italy ; he embark’d at Milford

;

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger,

I am fall’n in this offence.

Bel. Prithee, fair youth.

Think us no churls, nor measure our good minds

By this rude place we live in. Well encounter’d !

’Tis almost night: you shall have better cheer

Ere you depart ;
and thanks to stay and eat it.

Boys, bid him welcome.
Gui. Were you a woman, youth,

I should woo hard but be your groom. In

honesty, 7°

I bid for you as I ’Id buy.
A rv. I ’ll make ’t my comfort

He is a man ; I ’ll love him as my brother

:

And such a welcome as I ’Id give to him
After long absence, such is yours : most welcome
Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends.

Imo. ’Mongst friends

If brothers. [Aside] Would it had been so, tha:

they
Had been my father’s sons ! then had my prize

Been less, and so more equal ballasting

To thee, Posthumus.
Bel. He wrings at some distress.

Gui. Would I could free’t

!

Arv. Or I, whate’er it be, 8c

What pain it cost, what danger. Gods

!

Bel. Hark, boys

[ Whispering.

Imo. Great men,
That had a court no bigger than this cave,

That did attend themselves and had the virtue

Which their own conscience seal’d them—laying bj

That nothing-gift of differing multitudes

—

Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me
gods

!

I ’Id change my sex to be companion with themy

Since Leonatus ’s false.

Bel. It shall be so.

Boys, we’ll go dress our hunt. Fair youth

come in : 9C

Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp’d

We’ll mannerly demand thee of thy story.

So far as thou wilt speak it.

Gui. Pray, draw near.

A rv. The night to the owl and morn to tht

lark less welcome.
Imo, Thanks, sir.

Arv. I pray, draw near. [Exeunt

Scene YII. Rome. A publicplace.

Enter two Senators and Tribunes.

First Sen. This is the tenour of the emperor’:

writ

:

That since the common men are now in adtion

’Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians,

And that the legions now in Gallia are

Full weak to undertake our wars against

The fall’n-off Britons, that we do incite

The gentry to this business. He creates

Lucius proconsul : and to you the tribunes.

For this immediate levy, he commends
His absolute commission. Long live Caesar ! *

First Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces?

Sec. Sen.
% _

Ay
First Tri. Remaining now in Gallia?

First Sen. With those legion:

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy
_

Must be supplyant : the words of your pommissior

Will tie you to the numbers and the time

Of their dispatch.

First Tri. We will discharge our duty.

[Exeunt

ACT IY.

Scene I. Wales: near the cave ofBelarius.

Enter Cloten.

Clo. I am near to the place where they shoulc|

meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How n



his garments serve me ! Why should his mistress,
who was made by him that made the tailor, not
be fit too? the rather—saving reverence of the
word—for ’tis said a woman’s fitness comes by fits.
Therein I must play the workman. I dare speak
it to myself—for it is not vain-glory for a man and
his glass to confer in his own chamber—I mean,
the lines of my body are as well drawn as his ; no
less young, more strong, not beneath him in for-
tunes, beyond him in the advantage of the time,
above him in birth, alike conversant in general
services, and. more remarkable in single opposi-
tions : yet this imperceiverant thing loves him inmy despite. What mortality is ! Posthumus, thy
head, which now is growing upon thy shoulders,
shall within this hour be off; thy mistress en-
forced; thy garments cut to pieces before thy
face : and all this done, spurn her home to her
father

; who may haply be a little angry for my so
rough usage

; but my mother, having power of
his testiness, shall turn all into my commenda-
tions. My horse is tied up safe : out, sword, and
to a sore purpose! Fortune, put them into my
hand ! This is the very description of their meet-
mg-place ; and the fellow dares not deceive me.

[Exit.

Scene II. Before the cave ofBelarius.

Enter
, from the cave

, Belarius, Guiderius,
Arviragus, and Imogen.

Bel. [To Imogen} You are not well: remain
here in the cave

;

We’ll come to you after hunting.

.

Arv
- [To Imogen] Brother, stay here:

Are we not brothers ?

Imo. So man and man should be

;

But clay and clay differs in dignity,
Whose dust is both alike. I am very sick.

Gtci. Go you to hunting; I’ll abide with him.
1mo. So sick I am not, yet I am not well

;

But not so citizen a wanton as
To seem to die ere sick : so please you, leave me

;

Stick to your journal course: the breach of
custom 1Q

Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me
Cannot amend me

; society is no comfort
To one not sociable : I am not very sick,
Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here

:

i 11 rob none but myself ; and let me die,
Stealing so poorly.

^ ^ove t^lee » I have spoke it

:

tlow much the quantity, the weight as much,
\s I do love my father.

Bf^'
. ,

What ! how ! how

!

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me
n my good brother’s fault : I know not why 20
love this youth; and I have heard you say.

move’s reason’s without reason : the bier at ,

— ~ emu. -l iictvc uearu you say,
-iove s reason’s without reason : the bier at door
ind a demand who is’t shall die, I ’Id sayMy father, not this youth.’
Bel. [Aside] O noble strain!

) worthiness of nature ! breed ofgreatness

!

towards father cowards and base things sire base

:

Mature hath meal and bran, contempt and grace,m not their father
;
yet who this should be,

)oth miracle itself, loved before me.
fis the ninth hour o’ the morn.

Brother, farewell. 30

/mo. I wish ye sport.
Arv.

.

You health. So please you, sir,
Imo. [A side] These are kind creatures. Gods

what lies I have heard !

Our courtiers say all’s savage but at court

:

Experience, O, thou disprovest report

!

The imperious seas breed monsters, for the dish
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish.
I am sick still ; heart-sick. Pisanio,
I ’ll now taste of thy drug. [Swallows some.

G-zzz I could not stir him

:

rle said he was gentle, but unfortunate
;

Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 40Arv. Thus did he answer me
:
yet said, here-

after

I might know more.
Bel.

, ,
To the field, to the field !We 11 leave you for this time

: go in and rest.
Arv. VV e 11 not be long away.

-r,

^el'

, ,
Bray, be not sick,

£ or you must be our housewife.

,
Imo'

,
Well or ill,

1 am bound to you.
Bel. And shalt be ever,

rp,. [Exit Imogen, to the cave.
I his youth, howe’er distress’d, appears he hath

had
Good ancestors.

Ai'v.
_

How angel-like he sings

!

Gui. But his neat cookery ! he cut our roots
In characters,
And sauced our broths, as Juno had been sick soAnd he her dieter.
Arv. Nobly he yokesA smiling with a sigh, as if the sigh

Was that it was, for not being such a smile ;The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly
From so divine a temple, to commix
With winds that sailors rail at.

tJP™' . - ,
1 do note

i hat grief and patience, rooted in him both.
Mingle their spurs together.

a -l •
Grow, patience

!

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine
His perishing root with the increasing vine ! 60

Bel. It is great morning. Come, away!

—

Who’s there?

Enter Cloten.
Clo. I cannot find those runagates ; that villain

Hath mock’d me. I am faint.

„ _ ‘Those runagates FMeans he not us? I partly know him : ’tis
Cloten, the son o’ the queen. I fear some ambush.
1 saw him not these many years, and yet
1 ’tis he. We are held as outlaws : hence !

Crui. He is but one
: you and my brother

search
What companies are near: pray you, away •

.Let me alone with him.
*

[Exeunt Belarius andA rviragus
rrS?- , o

Soft ! What are you 7oI hat fly me thus? some villain mountaineers?
I have heard of such. What slave art thou ?

More slavish did I ne’er than answering
" ^

A slave without a knock.

a * ,
Thou art a robber,A law-breaker, a villain

:
yield thee, thief.

6r—

2
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Gui. To who? to thee? What art thou?

Have not I

An arm as big as thine? a heart as big

?

Thy words, I grant, are bigger, for I wear not

My dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art,

Why I should yield to thee ?

Clo. Thou villain base, 80

Know’st me not by my clothes?

Gui. No, nor thy tailor, rascal.

Who is thy grandfather : he made those clothes.

Which, as it seems, make thee.

Clo. Thou precious varlet,

My tailor made them not.

Gui. Hence, then, and thank
The man that gave them thee. Thou art some

fool;

I am loath to beat thee.

Clo. Thou injurious thief.

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Gui. What’s thy name?
Clo. Cloten, thou villain.

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name,
I cannot tremble at it: were it Toad, or Adder,

Spider, 9°

’Twould move me sooner.

Clo. To thy further fear.

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know
I am son to the queen.

Gui. I am sorry for ’t ; not seeming
So worthy as thy birth.

Clo. Art not afeard ?

Gui. Those that I reverence those I fear, the

wise

:

At fools I laugh, not fear them.
Clo. Die the death :

When I have slain thee with my proper hand,

I ’ll follow those that even now fled hence,

And on the gates of Lud’s-town set your heads :

Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exetmt, fighting, ioo

Re-enter Belarius and Arviragus.

Bel. No companies abroad?
Arv. None in the world: you did mistake

him, sure.

Bel. I cannot tell : long is it since I saw him,

But time hath nothing blurr’d those lines offavour

Which then he wore ;
the snatches in his voice,

And burst of speaking, were as his : I am absolute

’Twas very Cloten.

Arv. In this place we left them:
I wish my brother make good time with him,

You say he is so fell.

Bel. Being scarce made up,

I mean, to man, he had not apprehension i io

Of roaring terrors; for the effedl ofjudgement
Is oft the cause of fear. But, see, thy brother.

Re-enter Guiderius, with Cloten’s head.

Gui. This Cloten was a fool, an empty purse

;

There was no money in’t: not Hercules
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had

none

:

Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne
My head as I do his.

Bel. What hast thou done ?

Gui. I am perfect what : cut off one Cloten’s

head,
Son to the queen, after his own report

;

Who call’d me traitor, mountaineer, and swore 12c

With his own single hand he ’Id take us in,

Displace our headswhere—thank the gods !
—they

grow,
And set them on Lud’s-town.

Bel. We are all undone.
Gui. Why, worthy father, what have we to

lose,

But that he swore to take, our lives ? The law
Protects not us : then why should we be tender

To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us,

Play judge and executioner all himself,

For we do fear the law? What company
Discover you abroad?

Bel. No single soul 130

Can we set eye on ; but in all safe reason
He must have some attendants. Though his

humour
Was nothing but mutation, ay, and that

From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not

Absolute madness could so far have raved
To bring him here alone ; although perhaps
It may be heard at court that such as we
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time

May make some stronger head; the which he
hearing—

As it is like him—might break out, and swear 140

He ’Id fetch us in ;
yet is’t not probable

To come alone, either he so undertaking,

Or they so suffering : then on good ground we
fear,

If we do fear this body hath a tail

More perilous than the head.

Arv. Let ordinance

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoe’er.

My brother hath done well.

Bel. I had no mind
To hunt this day: the boy Fidehe’s sickness

Did make my way long forth.

Gui. With his own sword,

Which he did wave against my throat, I have

ta’en *5 C

His head from him : I’ll throw ’t into the creek

Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea,

And tell the fishes he’s the queen’s son, Cloten :

That’s all I reck. [Exit
Bel. I fear ’twill be revenged :

Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done’t ! thougl

valour
Becomes thee well enough.
Arv. Would I had done’t,

So the revenge alone pursued me ! Polydore,

I love thee brotherly, but envy much
Thou hast robb’d me of this deed : I would re

venges,
That possible strength might meet, would seel

us through 16

And put us to our answer.
Bel. Well, ’tis done :

We’ll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger

Where there’s no profit. I prithee, to our rock

You and Fidele play the cooks : I’ll stay

Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him
To dinner presently.

Arv. Poor sick Fidele !

I’ll willingly to him : to gain his colour

Fid. let a parish of such Clotens blood,

And praise myself for charity. [Ext,

Bel. O thou goddess, 16

, Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon’st
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In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle
As zephyrs blowing below the violet,

Not wagging his sweet head
; and yet as rough,

Their royal blood enchafed, as the rudest wind.
That by the top doth take the mountain pine,
And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis wonder
That an invisible instindt should frame them
To royalty unlearn’d, honour untaught.
Civility not seen from other, valour
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 180
As if it had been sow’d. Yet still it's strange
What Cloten’s being here to us portends.
Or what his death will bring us.

Re-enter Guiderius.

Gui. Where’s my brother?
I have sent Cloten’s clotpoll down the stream.
In embassy to his mother: his body’s hostage
For his return. [Solemn music.

Bel. My ingenious instrument

!

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? Hark

!

Gui. Is he at home ?

Bel. He went hence even now.
Gui. What does he mean ? since death of my

dear’st mother 190
It did not speak before. All solemn things
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter?
Triumphs for nothing and lamenting toys
Is jollity for apes and grief for boys.

:
Is Cadwal mad?

Bel.
'

Look, here he comes,
And brings the dire occasion in his arms
Of what we blame him for.

Re-enter Arviragus, with Imogen, as dead.

,

bearing her in his arms.

Arv. The bird is dead
That we have made so much on. I had rather

! Have skipp’d from sixteen years of age to sixty,

j

To have turn’d my leaping-time into a crutch, 200

j

Than have seen this.

Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily !

My brother wears thee not the one half so well
As when thou grew’st thyself.

Bel. O melancholy

!

!
Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare
Might easiliest harbour in ? Thou blessed thing !

Jove knows what man thou mightst have made;
but I,

Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy.
How found you him ?

Arv.
'

Stark, as you see: 209
Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber.
Not as death’s dart, being laugh’d at ; his right

cheek
Reposing on a cushion.
Gui. Where ?

Arv. O’ the floor;

His arms thus leagued : I thought he slept, and put
My clouted brogues from offmy feet, whose rude-

ness
Answer’d my steps too loud.

Gui. Why, he but sleeps

:

If he be gone, he’ll make his grave a bed;
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted.
And worms will not come to thee.
Arv. With fairest flowers

Whilst summer lasts and I live here, Fidele, 219
I ’ll sweeten thy sad grave : thou shalt not lack
The flower that’s like thy face, pale primrose, nor
The azured harebell, like thy veins, no, nor
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander,
Out-sweeten’d not thy breath : the ruddock would,
With charitable bill,—O bill, sore-shaming
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie

Without a monument !—bring thee all this
;

Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowers are
none,

To winter-ground thy corse.
Gui.

'
Prithee, have done ;

And do not play in wench-like words with that
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 231
And not protract with admiration what
Is now due debt. To the grave !

Arv. Say, where shall ’s lay him

?

Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother.
Arv. Be’tso:

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the

ground.
As once our mother ; use like note and words,
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele.

Gui. Cadwal,
I cannot sing : I ’ll weep, and word it with thee ;

For notes of sorrow out of tune are worse 241
Than priests and fanes that lie.

Arv. We’ll speak it, then.
Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less;

for Cloten
Is quite forgot. He was a queen’s son, boys

;

And though he came our enemy, remember
He was paid for that : though mean and mighty,

rotting

Together, have one dust, yet reverence,
That angel of the world, doth make distinction
Of place ’tween high and low. Our foe was

princely

;

And though you took his life, as being our foe,
Yet bury him as a prince.

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither. 251
Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax’,
When neither are alive.

A rv. If you ’ll go fetch him.
We’ll say our song the whilst. Brother, begin.

[Exit Belarius.
Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to

the east ;

My father hath a reason for’t.

Arv. ’Tis true.
Gui. Come on then, and remove him.
Arv. So. Begin.

Song.

Gui. Fear no more the heat o’ the sun,
Nor the furious winter’s rages

;

Thou thy worldly task hast done, 260
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages

:

Golden lads and girls all must,
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust

A rv. Fear no more the frown o’ the great

;

Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke

;

Care no more to clothe and eat

;

To thee the reed is as the oak

:

The sceptre, learning, physic, must
All follow this, and come to dust.
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Gui. Fear no more the lightning-flash, 270

Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone

;

Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash ;

A rv. Thou hast finish’d joy and moan

:

Both. All lovers young, all lovers must
Consign to thee, and come to dust.

Gui. No exorciser harm thee !

Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee !

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee !

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee !

Both. Quiet consummation have ;
280

And renowned be thy grave

!

Have laid this woe here. O, ’tis pregnant, preg

nant

!

The drug he gave me, which he said was preciom

And cordial to me, have I not found it

Murderous to the senses? That confirms it home
This is Pisanio’s deed, and Cloten’s: O !

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 33c

That we the horrider may seem to those

Which chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord !

[Falls on the body

Enter Lucius, a Captain and other Officers, anc.

a Soothsayer.

Re-enter Belarius, with the body ofCloten.

Gui. We have done our obsequies : come, lay

him down.
Bel. Here ’s a few flowers ;

but ’bout midnight,

more

:

The herbs that have on them cold dew o’ the night

Are strewings fitt’st for graves. Upon their faces.

You were as flowers, now wither’d : even so

These herblets shall, which we upon you strew.

;

Come on, away : apart upon our knees,

j

The ground that gave them first has them again

:

Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 290

[Exeunt Belarius
,
Guiderius, and A rvtragus.

Imo. [Awaking\ Yes, sir, to MJlford-Haven

;

which is the way ?

—

I thank you.—By yond bush?—Pray, how far

thither ?

’Ods pittikins ! can it be six mile yet?

—

I have gone all night. ’Faith, I ’ll lie down and
sleep.

But, soft ! no bedfellow !—O gods and goddesses

!

[Seeing the body of Cloten.

These flowers are like the pleasures of the world

;

This bloody man, the care on’t. I hope I dream;
For so I thought I was a cave-keeper,

And cook to honest creatures : but ’tis not so

;

’Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing, 300

Which the brain makes of fumes : our very eyes

Are sometimes like our judgements, blind. Good
faith,

I tremble still with fear : but if there be
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity

As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it

!

The dream’s here still : even when I wake, it is

Without me, as within me ;
not imagined, felt.

A headless man ! The garments of Posthumus !

I know the shape of ’s leg: this is his hand;
His foot Mercurial; his Martial thigh; 310

The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face—
•.

Murder in heaven?—How !
—’Tis gone. Pisanio,

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks,

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou,
Conspired with that irregulous devil, Cloten,

Hast here cut off my lord. To write and read

Be henceforth treacherous ! Damn’d Pisanio

Hath with his forged letters,—damn’d Pisanio

—

From this most bravest vessel of the world

Struck the main-top ! O Posthumus ! alas, 320

Where is thy head? where’s that? Ay me!
where’s that?

Pisanio might have kill’d thee at the heart,.

And left this head on. How should this be?

Pisanio ?

’Tis he and Cloten : malice and lucre in them

Cap. To them the legions garrison’d in Gallia

After your will, have cross’d the sea, attending

You here at Milford-Haven with your ships:

They are in readiness.

Luc. But what from Rome?
Cap. The senate hath stirr’d up the confiner;

And gentlemen of Italy, most willing spirits,

That promise noble service : and they come
Under the conduct of bold Iachimo, 34c

Syenna’s brother.

Ltic. When expert you them?
Cap. With the next benefit o’ the wind.

Luc. This forwardnes:

Makes our hopes fair. Command our preseni

numbers
Be muster’d ;

bid the captains look to’t. Now, sir.

What have you dream’d of late of this war’s pur

pose?
Sooth. Last night the very gods show’d me i

vision

—

I fast and pray’d for their intelligence—thus

:

I saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d

From the spongy south to this part, of the west,

There vanish’d in the sunbeams : which portends—
Unless my sins abuse my divination

—

Success to the Roman host.

Luc. Dream often so,

And never false. Soft, ho ! what trunk is here

Without his top? The ruin speaks that sometime

It was a worthy building. How ! a page !

Or dead, or sleeping on him? But dead rather;

For nature doth abhor to make his bed
With the defundt, or sleep upon the dead.

Let’s see the boy’s face.

Cap. He’s alive, my lord.

Luc. He’ll then instruct us of this body
Young one,

.
3&

Inform us of thy fortunes, for it seems

They crave to be demanded. Who is this

Thou makest thy bloody pillow ? Or who was h<

That, otherwise than noble nature did,

Hath alter’d that good picture? What’s thy in

terest
. . j

In this sad wreck? How came it? Who is it?

What art thou?
Imo. I am nothing : or if not,

Nothing to be were better. This was my master

A very valiant Briton and a good,

.

That here by mountaineers lies slain. Alas !
37c

There is no more such masters : I may wander

From east to Occident, cry out for service,

Try many, all good, serve truly, never

Find such another master.

Luc. ’Lack, good youth

!

Thou movest no less with thy complaining than
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Thy master in bleeding: say his name, good
friend.

Imo. Richard du Champ. [Aside] If I do lie

and do
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope
They’ll pardon it.—Say you, sir?

Luc. Thy name?
Into. Fidele, sir.

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same :

Thy name well fits thy faith, thy faith thy name.
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not say
Thou shalt be so well master’d, but, be sure,

No less beloved. The Roman emperor’s letters,

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner
Than thine own worth prefer thee : go with me.
Imo. I’ll follow, sir. But first, an’t please

the gods,
1 ’ll hide my master from the flies, as deep
As these poor pickaxes can dig ; and when
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha’ strew’d

his grave, 390
And on it said a century of prayers,
Such as I can, twice o’er, I ’ll weep and sigh

;

And leaving so his service, follow you.
So please you entertain me.
Luc. Ay, good youth.

;

And rather father thee than master thee.

My friends,

The boy hath taught us manly duties : let us
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can,

And make him with our pikes and partisans

A grave : come, arm him. Boy, he is preferr’d

By thee to us, and he shall be interr’d 401
As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes

:

Some falls are means the happier to arise.

[Exeunt.

Scene III. A room in Cymbeline'spalace.

Enter Cymbeline, Lords, Pisanio, and
Attendants.

Cym. Again ; and bring me word how ’tis with
her. [Exit an A ttendant.

A fever with the absence of her son,

A madness, of which her life’s in danger. Hea-
vens,

Tow deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen,
The great part of my comfort, gone ; my queen
Jpon a desperate bed, and in a time
vVhen fearful wars point at me ; her son gone,
50 needful for this present : it strikes me, past
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow,

Vho needs must know of her departure and ro

)ost seem so ignorant, we’ll enforce it from thee
3y a sharp torture.

Pis. Sir, my life is yours

;

' humbly set it at your will ; but, for my mistress,
' nothing know where she remains, why gone,
Tor when she purposes return. Beseech your

highness,
Told me your loyal servant.

First Lord. Good my liege,

The day that she was missing he was here

:

dare be bound he’s true and shall perform
U1 parts of his subjection loyally. For Cloten,
There wants no diligence in seeking him, 20
And will, no doubt, be found.

Cym. The time is troublesome.

[To Pisanio] We’ll slip you for a season ; but our
jealousy

Does yet depend.
First Lord. So please your majesty.

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn.
Are landed on your coast, with a supply
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent.

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and
queen !

I am amazed with matter.
First Lord. Good my liege.

Your preparation can affront no less

Than what you hear of: come more, for more
you ’re ready

: 30
The want is but to put those powers in motion
That long to move.
Cym. I thank you. Let’s withdraw

;

And meet the time as it seeks us. We fear not
What can from Italy annoy us ; but
We grieve at chances here. Away

!

[Exeunt all but Pisanio.
Pis. I heard no letter from my master since

I wrote him Imogen was slain : ’tis strange :

Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise
To yield me often tidings ; neither know I

What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 40
Perplex’d in all. The heavens still must work.
Wherein I am false I am honest ; not true, to be

true.

These present wars shall find I love my country,
Even to the note o’ the king, or I ’ll fall in them.
All other doubts, by time let them be clear’d

:

Fortune brings in some boats that are not steer’d.

[Exit.

Scene IV. Wales : before the cave ofBelarius.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arvir^gus.

Gui. The noise is round about us.

Bel. Let us from it.

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to

lock it

From adtion and adventure?
Gui. Nay, what hope

Have we in hiding us? This way, the Romans
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us
For barbarous and unnatural revolts

During their use, and slay us after.

Bel. Sons,
We’ll higher to the mountains; there secure us.

To the king’s party there’s no going : newness
Of Cloten’s death—we being not known, not

muster’d 10
Among the bands—may drive us to a render
Where we have lived, and so extort from ’s that
Which we have done, whose answer would be

death
Drawn on with torture.

Gui. This is, sir, a doubt
In such a time nothing becoming you,
Nor satisfying us.

Arv. It is not likely

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh,
Behold their quarter’d fires, have both their eyes
And ears so cloy’d importantly as now,
That they will waste their time upon our note, 20
To know from whence we are.

Bel. O, I am known
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Of many in the army : many years,

Though Cloten then but young, you see, not

wore him
From my remembrance. And, besides, the king

Hath not deserved my service nor your loves

;

Who find in my exile the want of breeding,

The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless

To have the courtesy your cradle promised.

But to be still hot summer’s tanlings and
The shrinking slaves of winter.

Gut. Than be so 30
Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army

:

I and my brother are not known
;
yourself

So out of thought, and thereto so o’ergrown.

Cannot be question’d.

Arv. By this sun that shines.

I’ll thither: what thing is it that I never

Did see man die ! scarce ever look’d on blood.

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison

!

Never bestrid a horse, save one that had
A rider like myself, who ne’er wore rowel

Nor iron on his heel ! I am ashamed 40
To look upon the holy sun, to have
The benefit of his blest beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown.
Gui. By heavens, I ’ll go

:

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave,

I ’ll take the better care, but if you will not,

The hazard therefore due fall on me by
The hands of Romans

!

A rv. So say I : amen.
Bel. No reason I, since of your lives you set

So slight a valuation, should reserve

My crack’d one to more care. Have with you,

boys ! 5°
If in your country wars you chance to die,

That is my bed too, lads, and there I ’ll lie

:

Lead, lead. [Aside] The time seems long; their

blood thinks scorn,

Till it fly out and show them princes born.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Scene I. Britain. The Roman camp.

Enter Posthumus, with a lloody handkerchief.

Post. Yea, bloody cloth. I’ll keep thee, for I

wish’d
Thou shouldst be colour’d thus. You married ones,

If each of you should take this course, how many
Must murder wives much better than themselves

For wrying but a little ! O Pisanio !

Every good servant does not all commands

:

No bond but to do just ones. Gods ! if you
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, I never

Had lived to put on this : so had you saved
The noble Imogen to repent, and struck 10

Me, wretch more worth your vengeance. But,

alack.

You snatch some hence for little faults; that’s

love,

To have them fall no more: you some permit

fTo second ills with ills, each elder worse,.

And make them dread it, to the doers’ thrift.

But Imogen is your own : do your best wills.

And make me blest to obey ! I am brought hither

Among the Italian gentry, and to fight

Against my lady’s kingdom : ’tis enough

That, Britain, I have kill’d thy mistress
;
peace

!

I’ll give no wound to thee. Therefore, goot
heavens, 2:

Hear patiently my purpose : I’ll disrobe me
Of these Italian weeds and suit myself
As does a Briton peasant : so I ’ll fight

Against the part I come with ; so I ’ll die

For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life

Is every breath a death; and thus, unknown,
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril

Myself I ’ll dedicate. Let me make men know
More valour in me than my habits show. 3c

Gods, put the strength 0’ the Leonati in me !

To shame the guise 0’ the world, I will begin
The fashion, less without and more within. [Exit

Scene II. Field ofbattle between the British

andRoman camps.

Enter
, from one side, Lucius, Iachimo, am

the Roman Army
; from the other side

, th
British Army; Leonatus Posthumus fol
lowing, like apoor soldier. They march ove'i

andgo out. Then enter again, in skirmish
Iachimo and Posthumus : he vanquished
and disarmeth Iachimo, and then leaves him

Iach. The heaviness and guilt within m3
bosom

Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady,

The princess of this country, and the air on’t

Revengingly enfeebles me ; or could this carl,

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdued me
In my profession? Knighthoods and honours

borne
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn.

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before

This lout as he exceeds our lords, the odds
Is that we scarce are men and you are gods, tc

[Exit,

The battle continues ; the Britons fly; Cymbe
line is taken: then enter, to his rescue.

Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel. Stand, stand! We have the advantage
of the ground

;

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us but
The villany of our fears.

|
Stand, stand, and fight

!

Re-enter Posthumus, and seconds the Britons

they rescue Cymbeline, and exeunt. Then
re-enter Lucius, and Iachimo, with Imogen

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save;

thyself

;

For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such
As war were hoodwink’d.

Iach. ’Tis their fresh supplies.'

Luc. It is a day turn’d strangely: or betimes

Let’s re-inforce, or fly. [Exeunt

.

Scene III. A notherpart of thefield.

Enter Posthumus and a British Lord.

Lord. Camest thou from where they made
the stand?

Post. I did:
Though you, it seems, come from the fliers.

Lord. I did.
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Post. No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost,

But that the heavens fought : the king himself
Of his wings destitute, the army broken.
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying

Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted,

Lolling the tonguewith slaughtering, having work
More plentiful than tools to do’t, struck down 9
5ome mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling

Merely through fear; that the strait pass was
damm’d

With dead men hurt behind, and cowards living

To die with lengthen’d shame.
Lord. Where was this lane?
Post. Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d

with turf

;

Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier,

\n honest one, I warrant
;
who deserved

50 long a breeding as his white beard came to,

in doing this for’s country: athwart the lane.

He, with two striplings—lads more like to run 19
The country base than to commit such slaughter ;

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer

Than those for preservation cased, or shame,

—

Made good the passage ; cried to those that fled,

Our Britain’s harts die flying, not our men :

To darkness fleet souls that fly backwards. Stand

;

Jr we are Romans and will give you that

like beasts which you shun beastly, and may
save,

lut to look back in frown : stand, stand.’ These
three,

fhree thousand confident, in a6l as many

—

'"or three performers are the file when all 30
"he rest do nothing—with this word ‘Stand,

stand,’

Accommodated by the place, more charming
Vith. their own nobleness, which could have

turn’d
A distaff to a lance, gilded pale looks,

’art shame, part spirit renew’d; that some,
turn’d coward

lut by example—O, a sin in war,
)amn’d in the first beginners !—gan to look
i.'he way that they did, and to grin like lions

Jpon the pikes o’ the hunters. Then began
l stop i’ the chaser, a retire, anon 40
l rout, confusion thick ; forthwith they fly

thickens, the way which they stoop’d eagles;

slaves,

'he strides they vidlors made: and now our
cowards,

>ike fragments in hard voyages, became
''he life o’ the need: having found the back-door

open
>f the unguarded hearts, heavens, how they

wound

!

ome slain before ; some dying; some their friends

»’er-borne i’ the formerwave : ten, chased by one,
.re now each one the slaughter-man of twenty

:

'hose that would die or ere resist are grown 50
’he mortal bugs o’ the field.

Lord. This was strange chance

:

narrow lane, an old man, and two boys.
Post. Nay, do not wonder at it: you are made
.ather to wonder at the things you hear
han to work any. Will you rhyme upon’t,
nd vent it for a mockery? Here is one

:

Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane,
reserved the Britons, was the Romans’ bane.’

Lord. Nay, be not angry, sir.

Post. ’Lack, to what end?
Who dares not stand his foe, I ’ll be his friend ; 60
For if he’ll do as he is made to do,
I know he ’ll quickly fly my friendship too.
You have put me into rhyme.
Lord. Farewell; you’re angry.
Post. Still going? [Exit Lord.'] This is a

lord ! O noble misery.
To be i’ the field, and ask ‘what news?’ of me !

To-day how many would have given their Jionours
To have saved their carcases ! took heel to do’t,
And yet died too ! I, in mine own woe charm’d,
Could not find death where I did hear him groan,
Nor feel him where he struck: being an ugly

monster, 70
’Tis strange he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds.
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we
That draw his knives i’ the war. Well, I will

find him

:

For being now a favourer to the Briton,
No more a Briton, I have resumed again
The part I came in : fight I will no more.
But yield me to the veriest hind that shall
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is

Here made by the Roman
;
great the answer be

Britons must take. For me, my ransom’s death

;

On either side I come to spend my breath ; 81
Which neither here I’ll keep nor bear again.
But end it by some means for Imogen.

Enter two British Captains and Soldiers.

First Cap. Great Jupiter be praised ! Lucius
is taken.

’Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels.
Sec. Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly

habit,

That gave the affront with them.
First Cap. So ’tis reported

:

But none of ’em can be found. Stand! who’s
there?

Post. A Roman,
Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds
Had answer’d him.

Sec. Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog ! 91
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell

What crows have peck’d them here. He brags
his service

As if he were of note : bring him to the king.

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Ar-
viragus, Pisanio, Soldiers, Attendants, and
Roman Captives. The Captainspresent Post-
humus to Cymbeline, who delivers him over
to a Gaoler : then exeunt omnes.

Scene IV. A British prison.

Enter Posthumus and two Gaolers.

First Gaol. You shall not now be stol’n, you
have locks upon you

;

So graze as you find pasture.

Sec. Gaol. Ay, or a stomach.
[Exeunt Gaolers.

Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art
a way,

I think, to liberty: yet am I better
Than one that’s sick o’ the gout; since he had

rather
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Groan so in perpetuity than be cured

Bv the sure physician, death, who is the key

To unbar these locks. My conscience, thou art

fetter’d
, , ,

More than my shanks and wrists :
you good gods,

give me , .

The penitent instrument to pick that bolt, io

Then, free for ever ! Is’t enough I am sorry t

So children temporal fathers do appease

;

1 Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent

.

I r cannot do it better than in gyves,
<

I Desired more than constrain’d : to satisfy,

If of my freedom ’tis the main part, take

No stricter render of me than my all.

I know you are more clement than vile men.

Who of their broken debtors take a third,

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 20

On their abatement: that’s not my desire.

For Imogen’s dear life take mine ;
and though

’Tis not so dear, yet ’tis a life
;
you com d it

:

’Tween man and man they weigh not every stamp

;

Though light, take pieces for the figure s sake

:

You rather mine, being yours: and so, great

powers,
If you will take this audit, take this liie,

And cancel these cold bonds. 0 Imogen

!

I ’ll speak to thee in silence. Loteeps.

Solemn music. Enter,
*j in an apparition,

Sicilius LeonATus, father to Posthumus,
an

old man,,
attired like a warrior ;

leading in

his hand an ancient matron, his wife, and

mother to Posthumus ,
with music before them

.

then, after other music, follow the two young

Leonati, brothers to Posthumus ,
with wounds

as they died in the wars. They circle Post-

humus round, as he lies sleeping.

Sici. No more, thou thunder-master, show 30

Thy spite on mortal flies:

With Mars fall out, with Juno chide.

That thy adulteries

Rates and revenges.

Hath my poor boy done aught but well,

Whose face I never saw ?

I died whilst in the womb he stay d

Attending nature’s law

:

Whose father then, as men report

Thou orphans’ father art, 40

Thou shouldst have been, and shielded him

From this earth-vexing smart.

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid,

But took me in my throes
; #

That from me was Posthumus ript,

Came crying ’mongst his foes,

A thing of pity !

Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry,

Moulded the stuff so fair,

That he deserved the praise 0 the world,

As great Sicilius’ heir. 5 1

First Bro. When once he was mature for man,

In Britain where was he

That could stand up his parallel

;

Or fruitful objeCt be

In eye of Imogen, that best

Could deem his dignity?

Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock’d,

To be exiled, and thrown
From Leonati seat, and cast 60

From her his dearest one.

Sweet Imogen?

Sici. Why did you suffer Iachimo,

Slight thing of Italy,

To taint his nobler heart and brain

With needless jealousy

;

And to become the geek and scorn

O’ th’ other’s villany ?

Sec. Bro. For this from stiller seats we came,

Our parents and us twain, 70

That striking in our country’s cause

Fell bravely and were slain,

Our fealty and Tenantius’ right

With honour to maintain.

First Bro. Like hardiment Posthumus hath

To Cymbeline perform’d

:

Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods,

Why hast thou thus adjourn’d

The graces for his merits due,

Being all to dolours turn’d ? 80

Sici. Thy crystal window ope ; look out

;

No longer exercise

Upon a valiant race thy harsh

And potent injuries.

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our son is good,

Take off his miseries.

Sici. Peep through thy marble mansion; help;

Or we poor ghosts will cry

To the shining synod of the rest

Against thy deity. 9°

Both Bro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal,

And from thy justice fly.

Jupiter descends in thunder and lightning

sitting upon an eagle: he throws a thunder-

bolt. The Ghostsfall on their knees.

fup. No more, you petty spirits of region low.

Offend our hearing; hush! How dare yoi

ghosts

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know,

Sky-planted batters all rebelling coasts?

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence, and rest

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers:

Be not with mortal accidents opprest ;

No care of yours it is; you know ’tis ours. io<

Whom best I love I cross ;
to make my gift,

The more delay’d, delighted. Be content ; .

Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift :

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent.

Our Jovial star reign’d at his birth, and in

Our temple was ho married. Rise, and fade.

He shall be lord of lady Imogen,
_

And happier much by his affliction made.

This tablet lay upon his breast, wherein

Our pleasure his full fortune doth confine : in

And so, away : no further with your din
_

Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline^
enfe

Sici. He came in thunder ;
his celestial breatl

Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle
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•toop’d, as to foot us : his ascension is

fore sweet than our blest fields : his royal bird
'runes the immortal wing and cloys his beak,
lS when his god is pleased.

All. Thanks, Jupiter!
Sice. The marble pavement closes, he is

enter’d 120

fis radiant roof. Away ! and, to be blest,

,et us with care perform his great behest.

[The Ghosts vanish.
Post. [ Waking] Sleep, thou hast been a grand-

sire, and begot
. father to me ; and thou hast created
. mother and two brothers : but, O scorn

!

rone ! they went hence so soon as they were
born

:

nd so I am awake. Poor wretches that depend
'n greatness’ favour dream as I have done,
Iake and find nothing. But, alas, I swerve

:

[any dream not to find, neither deserve, 130
nd yet are steep’d in favours ; so am I,

hat have this golden chance and know not why.
/hat fairies haunt this ground? A book? O

rare one

!

e not, as is our fangled world, a garment
1’obler than that it covers : let thy effeCts

0 follow, to be most unlike our courtiers,

s good as promise.
[Reads] ‘ When as a lion’s whelp shall, to himself
iknown, without seeking find, and be embraced
y a piece of tender air ; and when from a stately

;dar shall be lopped branches, which, being
ead many years, shall after revive, be jointed

|> the old stock and freshly grow; then shall

osthumus end his miseries, Britain be fortunate
id flourish in peace and plenty.’

?is still a dream, or else such stuff as madmen
ongue and brain not ; either both or nothing

;

r senseless speaking or a speaking such
s sense cannot untie. Be what it is,

he aCtion of my life is like it, which 150
'll keep, if but for sympathy.

Re-enter Gaolers.

First Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for

sath?
Post. Over-roasted rather ; ready long ago.

First Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir : if you
2 ready for that, you are well cooked.
Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the

le&ators, the dish pays the shot.

First Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir.

ut the comfort is, you shall be called to no
ore payments, fear no more tavern-bills ; which
•e often the sadness of parting, as the procuring
: mirth: you come in faint for want of meat,
ipart reeling with too much drink; sorry that

du have paid too much, and sorry that you are

lid too much; purse and brain both empty;
ie brain the heavier for being too light, the
arse too light, being drawn of heaviness : of
ms contradiction you shall now be quit. O,
ie charity of a penny cord ! it sums up thou-
inds in a trice: you have no true debitor and
•editor but it ; of what’s past, is, and to come,
ie discharge

:
your neck, sir, is pen, book and

Dunters; so the acquittance follows.

Post. I am merrier to die than thou art
> live.

First Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels

not the tooth-ache : but a man that were to sleep
your sleep, and a hangman to help him to bed,
I think he would change places with his officer ;

for, look you, sir, you know not which way you
shall go.

Post. Yes, indeed do I, fellow.

First Gaol. Your death has eyes in ’s head
then; I have not seen him so pictured: you
must either be directed by some that take upon
them to* know, or do take upon yourself that

j

which I am sure you do not know, or jump the
after inquiry on your own peril : and how you
shall speed in your journey’s end, I think you’ll

never return to tell one. 191
Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want

eyes to direCt them the way I am’going, but such
as wink and will not use them.
First Gaol. What an infinite mock is this,

that a man should have the best use of eyes to

see the way of blindness! I am sure hanging’s
the way of winking.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Knock off his manacles; bring your
prisoner to the king. 200

Post. Thou bring’st good news; I am called

to be made free.

First Gaol. I ’ll be hang’d then.

Post. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler

;

no bolts for the dead.
[Exeunt all but the First Gaoler.

First Gaol. Unless a man would marry a
gallows and beget young gibbets, I never saw
one so prone. Yet, on my conscience, there are
verier knaves desire to live, for all he be a
Roman : and there be some of them too that die

against their wills ; so should I, if I were one.

I would we were all of one mind, and one mind
good; O, there were desolation of gaolers and
gallowses ! I speak against my present profit,

but my wish hath a preferment in ’t. [Exit.

Scene V. Cymbeline’s tent.

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Ar-
viragus, Pisanio, Lords, Officers, and At-
tendants.

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods
have made

Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart
That the poor soldier that so richly fought,

Whose rags shamed gilded arms, whose naked
breast

Stepp’d before targes of proof, cannot be found

:

He shall be happy that can find him, if

Our grace can make him so.

Bel. I never saw
Such noble fury in so poor a thing

;

Such precious deeds in one that promised nought
But beggary and poor looks.

Cym. No tidings of him? 10

Pis. He hath been search’d among the dead
and living,

But no trace of him.
Cym. To my grief, I am

The heir of his reward
;
[To Belarius, Guiderius

,

and A rviragus] which I will add
To you, the liver, heart and brain of Britain, I
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By whom I grant she lives. ’Tis now the time

To ask of whence you are. Report it.

Bel. Sir,

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen

:

Further to boast were neither true nor modest.

Unless I add, we are honest.

Cym. Bow your knees.

Arise my knights o’ the battle : I create you 20

Companions to our person and will fit you
With dignities becoming your estates.

Enter Cornelius and Ladies.

There’s business in these faces. Why so sadly

Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans,
And not o’ the court of Britain.

Cor. Hail, great king

!

To sour your happiness, I must report

The queen is dead.
Cym. Who worse than a physician

Would this report become? But I consider,

By medicine life may be prolong’d, yet death

Will seize the dodlor too. How ended she?
.
30

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life,

Which, being cruel to the world, concluded

Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d

1 will report, so please you: these her women
Can trip me, if I err ;

who with wet cheeks

Were present when she finish’d.

Cym. Prithee, say.

Cor. First, she confess’d she never loved you,

only
Affedled greatness got by you, not you

:

Married your royalty, was wife to your place

;

Abhorr’d your person.

Cym. She alone knew this ; 40
And, but she spoke it dying, I would not

Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.
^

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand
to love

With such integrity, she did confess

Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life.

But that her flight prevented it, she had
Ta’en off by poison.

Cym. O most delicate fiend

!

Who is’t can read a woman? Is there more?
Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess

she had
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took, 50

Should by the minute feed on life and lingering

By inches waste you : in which time she pur-

posed,
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to

O’ercome you with her show, and in time,

When she had fitted you with her craft, to work
Her son into the adoption of the crown:
But, failing of her end by his strange absence.

Grew shameless-desperate ; open’d, in despite

Of heaven and men, her purposes ;
repented

The evils she hatch’d were not effected ; so 60

Despairing died.

Cym. Heard you all this, her women?
First Lady. We did, so please your highness.

Cym. Mine eyes

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful;

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart,

That thought her like her seeming; it had been

vicious

I
To have mistrusted her: yet, O my daughter!

That it was folly in me, thou mayst say,

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, the Soothsayer, a?

other Roman Prisoners, gziarded; Posthumi
behind,

and Imogen.

Thou comest not, Caius, now for tribute ;
that t

The Britons have razed out, though with the lo

Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have ma<

suit

That their good souls may be appeased wi

slaughter
Of you their captives, which ourselfhave grante<

So think of your estate.

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance ofwar : the ai

Was yours by accident; had it gone with us,

We should not, when the blood was cool, ha"1

threaten’d
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the got

Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives

May be call’d ransom, let it come : sufficeth !

A Roman with a Roman’s heart can suffer : ;

Augustus lives to think on’t : and so much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only

I will entreat ; my boy, a Briton born.

Let him be ransom’d : never master had
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent,

So tender over his occasions, true,

So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join

With my request, which I’ll make bold yoi

highness
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm, <

Though he have served a Roman: save him, si

And spare no blood beside.

Cym. I have surely seen hm
His favour is familiar to me. Boy,

Thou hast look’d thyself into my grace,

fAnd art mine own. I know not why, wherefor

To say ‘ live, boy :
’ ne’er thank thy master ; livi

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt,

Fitting my bounty and thy state, I ’ll give it;

Yea, though thou do demand a prisoner.

The noblest ta’en.

Imo. I humbly thank your highness, n
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lac

And yet I know thou wilt.

Imo. No, no: alack,

There’s other work in hand : I see a thing

Bitter to me as death
:
your life, good master.

Must shuffle for itself.

Luc. The boy disdains me,

.

He leaves me, scorns me : briefly die their joys

That place them on the truth of girls and boys.

Why stands he so perplex’d?

Cym. What wouldst thou, bo]

I love thee more and more : think more and mo.

What’s best to ask. Know’st him thou look’

on? speak, 1

Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? thy friend*

Imo. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me
Than I to your highness; who, being born yoi

vassal.

Am something nearer.
,

Cym. Wherefore eyest him so?

Imo. I ’ll tell you, sir, in private, if you plea:

To give me hearing.

Cym. Ay, with all my heart,

And lend my best attention. What’s thy nam<

Imo. Fidele, sir.
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Cym. Thou’rt my good youth, my page

;

[ ’ll be thy master : walk with me ; speak freely.

[Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart

.

Bel. Is not this boy revived from death?
Arv. One sand another 120

Mot more resembles that sweet rosy lad
iiVho died, and was Fidele. What think you?
Gut. The same dead thing alive.

Bel. Peace, peace ! see further ; he eyes us
not; forbear;

Creatures may be alike : were’t he, I am sure
ie would have spoke to us.

Gui. But we saw him dead.
Bel. Be silent ; let ’s see further.

.Bis.
*

[Aside] It is my mistress

:

Since she is living, let the time run on
fo good or bad.

[Cymbeline and Imogen comeforward.
Cym. Come, stand thou by our side

;

dake thy demand aloud. [To lachimo] Sir,

step you forth ; 130
live answer to this boy, and do it freely

;

)r, by our greatness and the grace of it,

Vhich is our honour, bitter torture shall

Vinnow the truth from falsehood. On, speak to

him.
Imo. My boon is, that this gentleman may

render
)fwhom he had this ring.

Post. [Aside] What’s that to him?
Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say
low came it yours ?

lack. Thou ’It torture me to leave unspoken
that

Vhich, to be spoke, would torture thee.
Cym. How! me? 140
lack. I am glad to be constrain’d to utter that

Vhich torments me to conceal. By villany
got this ring : ’twas Leonatus’ jewel

;

v'hom thou didst banish ; and—which more may
grieve thee,

.s it doth me—a nobler sir ne’er lived
rwixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more,

my lord?

1 Cym. All that belongs to this.

lack. That paragon, thy daughter,

—

or whom my heart drops blood, and my false

spirits

|uail to remember— Give me leave ; I faint.

Cym. My daughter ! what of her? Renew
thy strength : 150

had rather thou shouldst live while nature will

han die ere I hear more : strive, man, and speak.
lack. Upon a time,—unhappy was the clock
hat struck the hour!—it was in Rome,—ac-

cursed
he mansion where !

—
’twas at a feast,—O, would

ur viands had been poison’d, or at least

hose which I heaved to head !—the good Post-
humus

—

/’hat should I say? he was too good to be
/here ill men were ; and was the best of all

mongst the rarest of good ones,—sitting sadly,
[earing us praise our loves of Italy 161
or beauty that made barren the swell’d boast
f him that best could speak, for feature, laming
he shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva,
ostures beyond brief nature, for condition,
. shop of all the qualities that man

Loves woman for, besides that hook of wiving.
Fairness which strikes the eye

—

Cym. I stand on fire

:

Come to the matter.
lack. All too soon I shall,

Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly. This Post-
humus, 170

Most like a noble lord in love and one
That had a royal lover, took his hint

;

And, not dispraising whom we praised,—therein
He was as calm as virtue—he began
His mistress’ pidture ; which by his tongue being

made,
And then a mind put in ’t, either our brags
Were crack’d of kitchen-trulls, or his description
Proved us unspeaking sots.

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose.
lack. Your daughter’s chastity—there itbegins.

He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 180
And she alone were cold : whereat I, wretch,
Made scruple of his praise ; and wager’d with him
Pieces of gold ’gainst this which then he wore
Upon his honour’d finger, to attain
In suit the place of ’s bed and win this ring
By hers and mine adultery. He, true knight.
No lesser of her honour confident
Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring

;

And would so, had it been a carbuncle 189
Of Phoebus’ wheel, and might so safely, had it

Been all the worth of ’s car. Away to Britain
Post I in this design : well may you, sir.

Remember me at court ; where I was taught
Of your chaste daughter the wide difference
’Twixt amorous and villanous. Being thus

quench’d
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain
’Gan in your duller Britain operate
Most vilely

; for my vantage, excellent

:

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail’d.
That I return’d with simular proof enough 200
To make the noble Leonatus mad,
By wounding his belief in her renown
With tokens thus, and thus

; averring notes
Ofchamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet,—
0 cunning, how I got it !—nay, some marks
Of secret on her person, that he could not
But think her bond of chastity quite crack’d,
1 having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon

—

Methinks, I see him now

—

Post. [Advancing] Ay, so thou dost,
Italian fiend! Ay me, most credulous fool, 210
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing
That’s due to all the villains past, in being,
To come

!_
O, give me cord, or knife, or poison.

Some upright justicer ! Thou, king, send, out
For torturers ingenious : it is I

That all the abhorred things o’ the earth amend
By being worse than they. I am Posthumus,
That kill’d thy daughter :—villain-like, I lie—

-

That caused a lesser villain than myself,
A sacrilegious thief, to do ’t : the temple 220
Of virtue was she

;
yea, and she herself.

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set
The dogs o’ the street to bay me : every villain
Be call’d Posthumus Leonatus ; and
Be villany less than ’twas ! O Imogen

!

My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen,
Imogen, Imogen!
Imo . Peace, my lord ; hear, hear

—
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[Act v

Post. Shall’s have a play of this ? Thou scorn-

ful page,
T , r /- 77

There lie thy part. [Striking- her: shefalls.

Pis

#

O, gentlemen, help ! 229

Mine and your mistress ! O, my lord Posthumus

!

You ne’er kill’d Imogen till now. Help, help

!

Mine honour’d lady

!

Cym. Does the world go round ?

Post. How come these staggers on me?
Pis Wake, my mistress

!

Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to

strike me
To death with mortal joy.

.

Pis.
How fares my mistress ?

Imo. O, get thee from my sight ;

Thou gavest me poison : dangerous fellow, hence !

Breathe not where princes are.

Cym. The tune of Imogen

!

Pis. Lady,
The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if

That box I gave you was.not thought by me
A precious thing : I had it from the queen.

Cym. New matter still?

Imo It poison’d me.

Cor. O gods

I left out one thing which the queen confess’d,

Which must approve thee honest :

1 If Pisanio
Uorro * cVi^ ‘oriupn Vi i <5 mistress

Upon my lady’s missing, came to me
With his sword drawn ;

foam’d at the mouth, an

240

Have ’ said she * given his mistress that confedtion

Which I gave him for cordial, she is served

As I would serve a rat.’

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius?

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft importuned me
To temper poisons for her, still pretending 250

The satisfaction of her knowledge only

In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs.

Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose

Was of more danger, did compound for her

A certain stuff, which, being ta’en, would cease

The present power of life, but in short time

All offices of nature should again

Do their due fundtions. Have you ta’en of it?

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead.

Bel. My boys,

There was our error.

Gui. This is, sure, Fidele. 260

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady

from you?
Think that you are upon a rock ; and now
Throw me again. [Embracing him.

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul,

Till the tree die !

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child

!

What, makest thou me a dullard in this adt ?

Wilt thou not speak to me ?

Imo. [Kneeling] Your blessing, sir.

Bel. [To Guiderius and Arviragus] Though
you did love this youth, I blame ye not

;

You had a motive for’t.

Cym. My tears that fall

Prove holy water on thee l Imogen,
Thy mother’s dead.

Imo. I am sorry for’t, my lord.

Cym. O, she was naught ; and long of her it

was
That we meet here so strangely : but her son

Is gone, we know not how nor where.

Pis. My lord,

Now fear is from me, I’ll speak troth. Lord
Cloten,

270

swore,
If I discover’d not which way she was gone,

It was my instant death. By accident,

I had a feigned letter of my master’s

Then in my pocket ;
which diredted him. . 28

To seek her on the mountains near to Milford;

Where, in a frenzy, in my master’s garments,

Which he enforced from me, away he posts

With unchaste purpose and with oath to violate

My lady’s honour : what became of him
I further know not.

Gui. Let me end the story

:

I slew him there.

Cym. Marry, the gods forfend !

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips

Pluck a hard sentence
:
prithee, valiant youth,

Deny’t again.

Gui. I have spoke it, and I did it. 25

Cym. He was a prince.

Gui. A most incivil one : the wrongs he did m
Were nothing prince-like ;

for he did provoke m
With language that would make me spurn the ser

If it could so roar to me : I cut off’s head ;

And am right glad he is not standing here

To tell this tale of mine.
Cym. • I am sorry for thee.:

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, an

must
Endure our law : thou’rt dead.

/mo. That headless ma
I thought had been my lord.

Cym. Bind the offender, 3c

And take him from our presence.
# 1

.

Bel. Stay, sir king:

This man is better than the man he slew,

As well descended as thyself ;
and hath

More of thee merited than a band of Clotens

Had ever scar for. [To the Guard] Let his arm

alone

;

They were not born for bondage.

Cym. Why, old soldiei

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for,

By tasting of our wrath? How of descent

As good as we?
Arv. In that he spake too far.

Cym. And thou shalt die for’t.

Bel. We will die all three : 31

But I will prove that two on’s are as good

As I have given out him. My sons, I must,

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech.

Though, haply, well for you.

Arv. Your danger s our:

Gui. And our good his.

Bel. Have at it then, by leav

Thou hadst, great king, asubjedt who
Was call’d Belarius.

.

Cym. What ofhim? he is

A banish’d traitor.

Bel. He it is that hath.

Assumed this age ; indeed a banish d man ,

I know not how a traitor.

Cym. Take him hence : 35

The whole world shall not save him.

gelm
Not too hot

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons

;

And let it be confiscate all, so soon

As I have received it.
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Cym . Nursing of my sons ! #

Bel. I am too blunt and saucy; here’s my
knee

:

Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ;

Then spare not the old father. Mighty sir,

These two young gentlemen, that call me father
And think they are my sons, are none of mine

;

They are the issue of your loins, my liege, 330
And blood of your begetting.
Cym. How ! my issue

!

• Bel. So sure as you your father’s. I, old
Morgan,

Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish’d

:

Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punish-
ment

Itself, and all my treason; that I suffer’d
Was all the harm I did. These gentle princes

—

For such and so they are—these twenty years
Have I train’d up : those arts they have as I
Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, as 339
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile,
Whom for the theft I wedded, stole these children
Upon my banishment : I moved her to’t,

Having received the punishment before,
For that which I did then: beaten for loyalty
Excited me to treason : their dear loss,

The more of you ’twas felt, the more it shaped
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gracious sir,

Here are your sons again ; and I must lose
Two of the sweet’ st companions in the world.
The benediction of these covering heavens 350
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy
To inlay heaven with stars.

Cym.
_

Thou weep’st, and speak’st.
The service that you three have done is more
Unlike than this thou tell’st. I lost my children : I

If these be they, I know not how to wish
A pair of worthier sons.
Bel- Be pleased awhile,

rhis gentleman, whom I call Polydore,
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius :

rhis gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 359
ifour younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp’d
m a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand
Df his queen mother, which for more probation
1 can with ease produce.
Cym.. Guiderius had

Jpon his neck a mole, a sanguine star

;

t was a mark of wonder.
Bel. This is he

;

Yho hath upon him still that natural stamp

:

t was wise nature’s end in the donation,
Co be his evidence now.
Cym.

'
O, what, am I

^ mother to the birth of three? Ne’er mother 369
Rejoiced deliverance more. Blest pray you be,
.hat, after this strange starting from your orbs,
'ou may reign in them now ! O Imogen,
Tou hast lost by this a kingdom.
Imo. No, my lord ;

have got two worlds by ’t. O my gentle brothers,
lave we thus met? O, never say hereafter
'ut I am truest speaker

:
you call’d me brother,

Wien I was but your sister ; I you brothers,
fhen ye were so indeed.
Cym. Did you e’er meet?
A rv. Ay, my good lord.

Cut.
'

And at first meeting loved

;

ontinued so, until we thought he died. 380

Cor. By the queen’s dram she swallow’d.
Cym. O rare instindl!

When shall I hear all through? This fierce
abridgement

Hath to it circumstantial branches, which
Distinction should be rich in. Where ? how lived

you?
And when came you to serve our Roman captive?
How parted with your brothers? how first met

them?
Why fled you from the court? and whither?

These,
And your three motives to the battle, with
I know not how much more, should be demanded

;

And all the other by-dependencies, 390
From chance to chance; but nor the time nor

place
Will serve our long inter’gatories. See,
Posthumus anchors upon Imogen,
And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye
On him, her brothers, me, her master, hitting
Each object with a joy : the counterchange
Is severally in all. Let’s quit this ground,
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.
\To Belarius] Thou art my brother; so we’ll

hold thee ever.
Imo. You are my father too, and did relieve

me
> 400

To see this gracious season.
Cym.

'
All o’erjoy’d,

Save these in bonds : let them be joyful too,
For they shall taste our comfort.
Imo. My good master,

I will yet do you service.
Ltic. Happy be you

!

Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought,
He would have well becomed this place, and

graced
The thankings of a king.

Post.
'

I am, sir,

The soldier that did company these three
In poor beseeming; ’twas a fitment for
The purpose I then follow’d. That I was he, 410
Speak, Iachimo : I had you down and might
Have made you finish.

lack. [Kneeling] I am down again

:

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee,
As then your force did. Take that life, beseech

you,
Which I so often owe : but your ring first ;

And here the bracelet of the truest princess
That ever swore her faith.

Post. Kneel not to me :

The power that I have on you is to spare you ;

The malice towards you to forgive you : live.
And deal with others better.
Cym. Nobly doom’d

!

We’ll learn our freeness of a son-in-law;
Pardon ’s the word to all.

Arv. You holp us, sir,

As you did mean indeed to be our brother ;

Joy’d are_we that you are.
Post. Your servant, princes. Good my lord

of Rome,
Call forth your soothsayer : as I slept, methought
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back’d,
Appear’d to me, with other spritely shows
Of mine own kindred : when I waked, I found
This label on my bosom

; whose containing 430

420
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Is so from sense in hardness, that I can

Make no colle&ion of it : let him show

His skill in the construction.

LUc.
Philarmonus

!

Sooth. Here, my good lord.

LUc. Read, and declare the meaning.

Sooth. [Roads'] « When as a lion’s whelp shall,

to himself unknown, without seeking find, and be

embraced by a piece of tender air; and when

from a stately cedar shall be lopped branches,

which, being dead many years, shall after revive,

be jointed to the old stock, and freshly grow

;

then shall Posthumus end his miseries, Britain be

fortunate and flourish in peace and plenty.’

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion’s whelp

;

The fit and apt construction of thy name,

Being Leo-natus, doth import so much.

[To Cymbeline] The piece of tender air, thy

virtuous daughter,

Which we call ‘mollis aer;’ and ‘mollis aer

We term it ‘mulier:’ which ‘mulier’ I divine

Is this most constant wife ; who, even now,

Answering the letter of the oracle, 45°

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp d about

With this most tender air.

Cym. This hath some seeming.

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline,

Personates thee : and thy lopp’d branches point

Thy two sons forth ;
who, by Belarius stol’n,

For many years thought dead, are now revived,

To the majestic cedar join’d, whose issue

Promises Britain peace and plenty.

[Act v.

Cym.
m

Well;

My peace we will begin. And, Caius Lucius, <

Although the viCtor, we submit to Cmsar, 46c

And to the Roman empire
;
promising

To pay our wonted tribute, from the which
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen

;

Whom heavens, in justice, both on her and hers,

Have laid most heavy hand.

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above d<

tune
The harmony of this peace. The vision

Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke

Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant

Is full accomplish’d ; for the Roman eagle, 47c

From south to west on wing soaring aloft.

Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the sun

So vanish’d : which foreshow’d our princely eagle

The imperial Caesar, should again unite

His favour with the radiant Cymbeline,

Which shines here in the west.

Cym. Laud we the gods

And let our crooked smokes climb to theii

nostrils

From our blest altars. Publish we this peace

To all our subjects. Set we forward: let

A Roman and a British ensign wave 4&
Friendly together : so through Lud’s-town march
And in the temple of great Jupiter

Our peace we’ll ratify ; seal it with feasts.

Set on there ! Never was a war did cease,

Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with such a peace
[Exeunt

CYMBELINE.



PERICLES
DRAMATIS PERSONS.

Antiochus, king of Antioch.
Pericles, prince of Tyre.
HELICANUS, \ . , , rrr,

Escanes, )
two lords of Tyre-

Simonides, king of Pentapolis.
Cleon, governor of Tarsus.
Lysimachus, governor of Mytilene.
Cerimon, a lord of Ephesus.
Thaliard, a lord of Antioch.
Philemon, servant to Cerimon.
Leonine, servant to Dionyza.
Marshal.
A Pandar.
Boult, his servant.

The Daughter of Antiochus.
Dionyza, wife to Cleon.
Thaisa, daughter to Simonides.
Marina, daughter to Pericles and Thaisa.
Lychorida, nurse to Marina.
A Bawd.

Lords, Knights, Gentlemen, Sailors, Pirates,
Fishermen, and Messengers.

Diana.

Gower, as Chorus.

Scene ; Dispersedly in various countries.

ACT I.

Enter Gower.

Before thepalace of Antioch.

To sing a song that old was sung,
From ashes ancient Gower is come ;

Assuming man’s infirmities,

To glad your ear, and please your eyes.
It hath been sung at festivals,

On ember-eves and holy-ales;
And lords and ladies in their lives
Have read it for restoratives

:

The purchase is to make men glorious

;

Et bonum quo antiquius, eo melius. io
If you, born in these latter times,
When wit’s more ripe, accept my rhymes,
And that to hear an old man sing
May to your wishes pleasure bring,
I life would wish, and that I might
Waste it for you, like taper-light.
This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great
Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat

;

The fairest in all Syria,
I tell you what mine authors say : 20
This king unto him took a fere,
Who died and left a female heir.
So buxom, blithe, and full of face,
As heaven had lent her all his grace ;

With whorn the father liking took,
And her to incest did provoke

:

Bad child
; worse father ! to entice his own

Tp evil should be done by none

;

But custom what they did begin
Was with long use account no sin. 30
The beauty of this sinful dame
Made many princes thither frame,
To seek her as a bed-fellow.
In marriage-pleasures play-fellow

;

Which to prevent he made a law,
To keep her still, and men in awe,
That whoso ask’d her for his wife,
His riddle told not, lost his life

;

So for her many a wight did die,
As yon grim looks do testify. 40
What now endues, to the judgement of your eye
I give, my cause who best can justify. [Exit.

Scene I. Antioch. A room in the palace.

Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and
followers

.

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large
received

The danger of the task you undertake.
Per. I have, Antiochus, and, with a soul

Embolden’d with the glory of her praise,
Think death no hazard in this enterprise’.
Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a

bride,

For the embracements even of Jove himself;
At whose conception, till Lucina reign’d,
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence,
The senate-house of planets all did sit, 10
To knit in her their best perfections.

Music. Enter the Daughter of Antiochus.
Per. See where she comes, apparell’d like the

spring,

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king
Of every virtue gives renown to men !

Her face the book of praises, where is read
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence
Sorrow were ever razed, and testy wrath
Could never be her mild companion.
You gods that made me man, and sway in love,
That have inflamed desire in my breast 20
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree,
Or die in the adventure, be my helps,
As I am son and servant to your will,’
To compass such a boundless happiness !

Ant. Prince Pericles,

—

Per. That would be son to great Antiochus.A«*• Before thee stands this fair Hesperides,
With golden fruit, but dangerous tq be touch’d

;

For death-hke dragons here affright thee hard :

62
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Her face, like heaven, entioeth thee to viey 30

Her countless glory, which desert must gain

;

And which, without desert, because thine eye

Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die.

Yon sometimes famous princes, like thyself,

Drawn by report, adventurous by desire,

Tell thee, with speechless tongues and semblance

pale,

That without covering, save yon field of stars,

Here they stand martyrs, slain in Cupid’s wars

;

And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist

For going on death’s net, whom none resist. 40

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught

My frail mortality to know itself,

And by those fearful objects to prepare

This body, like to them, to what I must
; .

For death remember’d should be like a mirror,

Who tells us life ’s but breath, to trust it error.

I ’ll make my will then, and, as sick men do

Who know the world, see heaven, but, feeling woe,

Gripe not at earthly joys as erst they did

;

So I bequeath a happy peace to you 50

And all good men, as every prince should do

;

My riches to the earth from whence they came

;

But my unspotted fire of love to you.

[To the daughter ofAntiochus.

Thus ready for the way of life or death,

I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus.

Ant. Scorning advice, read the conclusion,

then

:

Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed,

As these before thee thou thyself shalt-bleed.

Daugh. Of all say’d yet, mayst thou prove

prosperous

!

Of all say’d yet, I wish thee happiness
! #

60

Per. Like a bold champion, I assume the lists,

Nor ask advice of any other thought

But faithfulness and courage.

He reads the riddle.

J, am no viper, yet I feed
_

On mother’s flesh which did me breed.

I sought a husband, in which labour

I found that kindness in a father

:

He’s father, son, and husband mild;

I mother, wife, and yet his child.

How they may be, and yet in two, 70

As you will live, resolve it you.

Sharp physic is the last : but* O you powers
^

That give heaven countless eyes to view men s

adls.

Why cloud they not their sights perpetually,
.

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it?

Fair glass of light, I loved you, and could still,

[Takes hold ofthe hand of the^ Princess.

Were not this glorious casket stored with ill

:

But I must tell you, now my thoughts revolt

;

For he’s no man on whom perfections wait

That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 80

You are a fair viol, and your sense the strings

;

Who, finger’d to make man his lawful music,

Would draw heaven down, and all the gods, to

hearken

;

But being play’d upon before your time,

Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime.

Good sooth, I care not for you.

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life,

For that’s an article within our law,

As dangerous as the rest. Your time’s expired

:

Either expound now, or receive your serilence. 90

Per. Great king,

Few love to hear the sins they love to ad;
’Twould braid yourself too near for me to tell it.

Who has a book of all that monarchs do,

He’s more secure to keep it shut than shown

:

For vice repeated is like the wandering wind.

Blows dust in others’ eyes, to spread itself

;

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear.

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear

To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole

casts ioc

Copp’d hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is

throng’d
By man’s oppression; and the poor worm doth

die for’t.

Kings are earth’s gods ; in vice their law ’s theii

will

;

And if Jove stray, who dares say Jove doth ill?

It is enough you know ; and it is fit,

What being more known grows worse, to smo-

ther it.

All love the womb that their first being bred,

Then give my tongue like leave to love my head,

Ant. [Aside] Heaven, that I had thy head
he has found the meaning

:

But I will gloze with him.—Young prince of Tyre.,

Though by the tenour of our stridt edidt, in
Your exposition misinterpreting.

We might proceed to cancel of your days;
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree

As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise

:

Forty days longer we do respite you

;

If by which time our secret be undone.
This mercy shows we’ll joy in such a son

:

And until then your entertain shall be
As doth befit our honour and your worth.

_

12c

[Exeunt all fait Pericles.

Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin,

When what is done is like an hypocrite,

The which is good in nothing but in sight

!

If it be true that I interpret false,

Then were it certain you were not so bad
As with foul incest to abuse your soul

;

Where now you ’re both a father and a son.

By your untimely claspings with your child,

Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father ;

And she an eater of her mother’s flesh, 13c

By the defiling of her parent’s bed

;

And both like serpents are, who though they feec

On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed.

Antioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men
Blush not in adlions blacker than the night,

.

Will shun no course to keep them from the light.

One sin, I know, another doth provoke

;

Murder’s as near to lust as flame to smoke

:

Poison and treason are the hands of sin,

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame : 14c

Then, lest my life be cropp’d to keep you clear.

By flight I’ll shun the danger which I fear. [Exit.

Re-enter Antiochus.

Ant. He hath found the meaning, for which

we mean
To have his head.
He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy.

Nor tell the world Antiochus doth sin

In such a loathed manner;
And therefore instantly this prince must die

;



For by his fall my honour must keep high.
Who attends us there?

Enter Thaliard.
Thai. Doth your highness call? i so
Ant. Thaliard,

You are of our chamber, and our mind partakes
Her private adtions to your secrecy

;

And for your faithfulness we will advance you.
Thaliard, behold, here’s poison, and here’s gold ;We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill

him

:

It fits thee not to ask the reason why.
Because we bid it. Say, is it done ?

.Thai' My lord,
.Lis done.
Ant. Enough. !5o

Enter a Messenger.
Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste.
Mess. My lord, prince Pericles is fled. [Exit

.

a As thou
Wilt live, fly after: and like an arrow shot
From a well-experienced archer hits the mark
His eye doth level at, so thou ne’er return
Unless thou say ‘Prince Pericles is dead.’

Thai. My lord.
If I can get him within my pistol’s length,
I ’ll make him sure enough: so, farewell to your

highness.
Ant. Thaliard, adieu! [Exit Thai.] Till

Pericles be dead, I7oMy heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit.

Scene II. Tyre. A room in the palace.

Enter Pericles.

Per. [To Lords without] Let none disturb
us.—Why should this change of thoughts.

The sad companion, dull-eyed melancholy,
Be my so used a guest as not an hour,
In the day’s glorious walk, or peaceful night,
The tomb where grief should sleep, can breed

me quiet?
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes

shun them,
And danger, which I fear’d, is at Antioch,
Whose aim seems far too short to hit me here:
Yet neither pleasure’s art can joy my spirits,
Nor yet the other’s distance comfort me. io
Then it is thus : the passions of the mind,
That have their first conception by mis-dread,
Have after-nourishment and life by care

;

\nd what was first but fear what might be done,
j-rows elder now and cares it be not done.
\nd so with me: the great Antiochus,
Gainst whom I am too little to contend,
5ince he’s so great can make his will his a

<

51
,

"ill think me speaking, though I swear to silence

;

Nor boots it me to say 1 honour him, 20
f he suspedt I may dishonour him

:

^.nd what may make him blush in being known,
le’ll stop the course by which it might be known

;

Vith hostile forces he ’ll o’erspread the land,
^.nd with the ostent of war will look so huge,
Amazement shall drive courage from the state

;

)ur men be vanquish’d ere they do resist,
Lnd subjedls’punish’d that ne’er thought offence:
Vhich care of them, not pity of myself, '

Who am no more but as the tops of trees,
Which fence the roots they grow by and defend

them, 20
Makes both my body pine and soul to languish,
And punish that before that he would punish.

Enter Helicanus, with other Lords.

FirstLord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred
breast

!

Sec. Lord. And keep your mind, till you
return to us,

Peaceful and comfortable

!

Hel. Peace, peace, and give experience
tongue.

They do abuse the king that flatter him :

For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ;

The thing the which is flatter’d, but a spark, 40
To which^ that blast gives heat and stronger

glowing

;

Whereas reproof, obedient and in order,
Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err.
When Signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace,
He flatters you, makes war upon your life.

Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please

;

I cannot be much lower than my knees.
Per. All leave us else; but let your cares

o’erlook
What shipping and what lading’s in our haven,
And then return to us. [Exeunt Lords.] Heli-

canus, thou 50
Hast moved us: what seest thou in our looks?
Hel. An angry brow, dread lord.
/Vr. If there be such a dart in princes’ frowns,

How durst thy tongue move anger to our face?
Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven,

from whence
They have their nourishment?
Per-

.
Thou know’st I have power

To take thy life from thee.
Hel. [Kneeling] I have ground the axe my-

self;

Do you but strike the blow.

c
..£>e. r- Rise, prithee, rise.
Sit down : thou art no flatterer : 60
I thank thee for it ; and heaven forbid
That kings should let their ears hear their faults

hid

!

Fit counsellor and servant for a prince,
Who by thy wisdom makest a prince thy servant,
What wouldst thou have me do ?

Hel.
*

To bear with patience
Such griefs as you yourself do lay upon yourself.
Per. Thou speak’st like a physician, Helicanus,

That minister’st a potion unto me
That thou wouldst tremble to receive thyself.
Attend me, then : I went to Antioch, 70
Where as thou know’st, against the face of death,
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty,
From whence an issue I might propagate,
tAre arms to princes, and bring joys to subjects.
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder;
The rest—hark in thine ear—as black as incest

:

Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father
Seem’d not to strike, but smooth: but thou

know’st this,

’Tis time to fear when tyrants seem to kiss.
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled, 80
Under the covering of a careful night,
Who seem’d my good protedlor ; and, being here,

62—

2



Bethoughtme what was past, what might succeed.

I knew him tyrannous; and tyrants’ fears

Decrease not, but grow faster than the years

.

And should he doubt it, as no doubt he doth,

That I should open to the listening air

How many worthy princes’ bloods were shed,

To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope, 89

To lop that doubt, he’ll fill this land with arms,

And make pretence ofwrong that I have donehim

;

When all, for mine, if I may call offence,

Must feel war’s blow, who spares not innocence

:

Which love to all, of which thyself art one.

Who now reprovest me for it,

—

Hel. Alas, sir

!

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood

from my cheeks,

Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts

How I might stop this tempest ere it came

;

And finding little comfort to relieve them,

I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 100

Hel. Well, my lord, since you have given me
leave to speak.

Freely will I speak. Antiochus you fear,

And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant,

Who either by public war or private treason

Will take away your life.

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while,

Till that his rage and anger be forgot,

Or till the Destinies do cut his thread of life.

Your rule dire<5t to any ; if to me, 109

Day serves not light more faithful than I ’ll be.

Per. I do not doubt thy faith

;

But should he wrong my liberties in my absence?

Hel. We ’ll mingle our bloods together in the

earth,
.

From whence we had our being and our birth.

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and to

Tarsus
Intend my travel, where I ’ll hear from thee

;

And by whose letters I ’ll dispose myself.

The care I had and have of subjedts’ good

On thee I lay, whose wisdom’s strength can

bear it.

Further to question me of your king’
s.
departure

;

His seal’d commission, left in trust with me,

Doth speak sufficiently he’s gone to travel.

Thai. [Aside] How ! the king gone

!

Hel. If further yet you will be satisfied,

Why, as it were unlicensed of your loves,

He would depart, I’ll give some light unto you.

Being at Antioch
Thai. [Aside] What from Antioch?

Hel. Royal Antiochus—on what cause I know
not— #

2°

Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judged

so; .

And doubting lest that he had err d or sinn d,

To show his sorrow, he ’Id corredt himself;

So puts himself unto the shipman’s toil,

With whom each minute threatens life or death.

Thai. [Aside] Well, I perceive

I shall not be hang’d now, although I would

;

But since he’s gone,f the king’s seas must please

:

He ’scaped the land, to perish at the sea.

I ’ll present myself. Peace to the lords of 1 yre

!

Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is wel-

come. 3 1

Thai. From him I come
With message unto princely Pericles;

But since my landing I have understood

Your lord has betook himself to unknown travels,

My message must return from whence it came.

Hel. We have no reason to desire it,

Commended to our master, not to us

:

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,

As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. 40
[Exeunt.

119Dear it.
e

I ’ll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath :

Who shuns not to break one will sure crack both

:

But in our orbs we’ll live so round and safe,

That time of both this truth shall ne’er convince,

Thou show’dst a subjedt’s shine, I a true prince.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. Tarsus. A room in the Governor

\

house.

Enter Cleon, the governor of Tarsus,
with

Dionyza, and others.

Scene III. Tyre. An ante-chamber in the

palace.

Enter Thaliard.

Thai. So, this is Tyre, and this the court.

Here must I kill King Pericles ; and if I do it

not, I am sure to be hanged at home : ’tis dan-

gerous. Well, I perceive he was a wise fellow,

and had good discretion, that, being bid to ask

what he would of the king, desired he might

know none of his secrets : now do I see he had

some reason for’t; for if a king bid a man be a

villain, he’s bound by the indenture of his oath

to be one. Hush ! here come the lords of Tyre.

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here,

And by relating tales of others’ griefs,

See if ’twill teach us to forget our own?

Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to

quench it
; .

For who digs hills because they do aspire
#

Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher.

O my distressed lord, even such our griefs are
; ^

Here they ’re but felt, and seen with mischief s

But likefto groves, being topp’d, they higher rise.

Cle. O Dionyza, }°
Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it,

Or can conceal his hunger till he famish?

Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep

Our woes into the air ; our eyes do weep,

Till tongues fetch breath that may proclaim them

louder ; .

That, if heaven slumber while their creatures

want,
They may awake their helps to comfort them.

I ’ll then discourse our woes, felt several years,
1 ,1 ^ 1. “L ^1,-v vr-i a f-AQI

Enter Helicanus and Escanes, with other

Lords of Tyre.

Hel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of

Tyre,

nen discourse our woes, ltn.

And wanting breath to speak help me with tears.

Dio. I ’ll do my best, sir.
#

20UlO. 1 11 uu iny ucai, an.

Cle. This Tarsus, o’er which I havo the

government,
A city on whom plenty held full hand,

For riches strew’d herself even in the streets

:



Scene iv.] PERICLES

.

Whose towers bore heads so high they kiss’d the
clouds,

And strangers ne’er beheld but wonder’d at

;

Whose men and dames so jetted and adorn’d,
Like one another’s glass to trim them by:
Their tables were stored full, to glad the sight,

And not so much to feed on as delight

;

All poverty was scorn’d, and pride so great, 30
The name of help grew odious to repeat.
Dio. O, ’tis too true.

Cle. But see what heaven can do ! By this

our change,
These mouths, who but of late, earth, sea, and air,

Were all too little to content and please,
Although they gave their creatures in abundance,
As houses are defiled for want of use,
They are now starved for want of exercise

:

Those palates who, not yet two summers younger,
Must have inventions to delight the taste, 40
Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it

:

Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes,
Thought nought too curious, are ready now
To eat those little darlings whom they loved.

So sharp are hunger’s teeth, that man and wife
Draw lots who first shall die to lengthen life :

Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping

;

Here many sink, yet those which see them fall

Have scarce strength left to give them burial.

Is not this true ? 50
Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it.

Cle. O, let those cities that of plenty’s cup
And her prosperities so largely taste,

With their superfluous riots, hear these tears

!

The misery of Tarsus may be theirs.

Enter a Lord.

Lord. Where’s the lord governor?
Cle. Here.

Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring’st in
haste,

For comfort is too far for us to expedl.
Lord. We have descried, upon our neighbour-

ing shore, 60
A portly sail of ships make hitherward.

Cle. I thought as much.
One sorrow never comes but brings an heir,

That may succeed as his inheritor
;

And so in ours : some neighbouring nation,

Taking advantage of our misery.
Hath stuff’d these hollow vesselswith their power,
To beat us down, the which are down already

;

And make a conquest of unhappy me,
Whereas no glory’s got to overcome. 70
Lord. That’s the least fear; for, by the sem-

blance
Of their white flags display’d, they bring us peace.
And come to us as favourers, not as foes.

Cle. Thou speak’ st like hint’s untutor’d to

repeat

:

Who makes the fairest show means most deceit.

But bring they what they will and what they can,
What need we fear?

The ground’s the lowest, and we are half way
there.

Go tell their general we attend him here,
To know for what he comes, andwhence he comes,
And what he craves. Si
Lord. I go, my lord. {Exit.

981

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist;
If wars, we are unable to resist.

Enter Pericles with Attendants.

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are.
Let not our ships and number of our men
Be like a beacon fired to amaze your eyes.
We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre,
And seen the desolation of your streets

:

Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, 90
But to relieve them of their heavy load

;

And these our ships, you happily may think
Are like the Trojan horse was stuff’d within
With bloody veins, expecting overthrow,
Are stored with corn to make your needy bread,
And give them life whom hunger starved half

dead.
A ll. The gods of Greece protedl you

!

And we’ll pray for you.
Per. Arise, I pray you, rise

:

We do not look for reverence, but for love,
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men.

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify, 101
Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought.
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves,
The curse of heaven and men succeed their eVils !

Till when,—the which I hope shall ne’er be
se^pn,

—

Your grace is welcome to our town and us.
Per. Which welcome we ’ll accept ; feast here

awhile,
Until our stars that frown lend us a smile.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

Enter Gower.
Gow. Here have you seen a mighty king

His child, I wis, to incest bring

;

A better prince and benign lord,
That will prove awful both in deed and word.
Be quiet then as men should be,
Till he hath pass’d necessity.
I ’ll show you those in troubles reign,
Losing a mite, a mountain gain.
The good in conversation,
To whom I give my benison, 10
Is still at Tarsus, where each man
Thinks all is writ he speken can

;

And, to remember what he does,
Build his statue to make him glorious :

But tidings to the contrary
Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ?

Dumb Show.
Enter at one door Pericles talking with
Cleon; all the train with them. Enter at
another door a Gentleman, with a letter to
Pericles ; Pericles shows the letter to
Cleon; gives the Messenger a reward

,
and

knights him. Exit Pericles at one door
,
a?id

Cleon at another.

Good Helicane, that stay’d at home.
Not to eat honey like a drone
From others’ labours ; for though he strive
To killen bad, keep good alive; 20
And to fulfil his prince’ desire,
Sends word of all that haps in Tyre

:



How Thaliard came full bent with sin

And had intent to murder him

;

And that in Tarsus was not best

Longer for him to make his rest.

He, doing so, put forth to seas,

Where when men been, there’s seldom ease ;

For now the wind begins to blow

;

Thunder above and deeps below 3°

Make such unquiet, that the ship

Should house him safe is wreck’d and split ;

And he, good prince, having all lost,

By waves from coast to coast is tost

:

All perishen of man, of pelf,

Ne aught escapen but himself;

Till fortune, tired with doing bad,

Threw him ashore, to give him glad :

And here he comes. What shall be next,

Pardon old Gower,—this longs the text. 40
[Exit.

Scene I. Pentapolis.
_

An open place by the

seaside.

Enter Pericles, wet.

Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of

heaven

!

Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man

Is but a substance that must yield to you^

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you :

Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks,

Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left me
breath

Nothing to think on but ensuing death

:

Let it suffice the greatness of your powers

To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes ; 9

And having thrown him from your watery grave,

Here to have death in peace is all he’ll crave.

Enter three Fishermen.

First Fish. What, ho, Pilch

!

Sec. Fish. Ha, come and bring away the nets

!

First Fish. What, Patch-breech, I say

!

Third Fish. What say you, master?

First Fish. Look how thou stirrest now ! come

away, or I’ll fetch thee with a wanion.

Third Fish. ’Faith, master, I am thinking of

the poor men that were cast away before us even

now. . ,

20

First Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my
heart to hear what pitiful cries they made to us to

help them, when, well-a-day, we could scarce

help ourselves. _ ,

Third Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much

when I saw the porpus how he bounced and

tumbled? they say they’re half fish, half flesh:

a plague on them, they ne’er come but I look to

be-washed. Master, I marvel how the fishes live

in the sea.
,

.
3°

First Fish. Why, as men do a-land ;
the great

ones eat up the little ones : I can compare our

rich misers to nothing so fitly as to a whale ; a

plays and tumbles, driving the poor fry before

him, and at last devours them all at a mouthful

:

such whales have I heard on o’ the land, who

never leave gaping till they’ve swallowed the

whole parish, church, steeple, bells, and all.

Per. [Aside] A pretty moral. 39

Third Fish. But, master, if I had been the

sexton, I would have been that day in the belfry.

Sec. Fish. Why, man? .

Third Fish. Because he should have swal-

lowed me too : and when I had been in his belly,

I would have kept such a jangling of the bells,

that he should never have left, till lie cast bells,

steeple, church, and parish, up again. But if the

good King Simonides were of my mind,

—

Per. [Aside] Simonides’. 49

Third Fish. We would purge the land of these

drones, that rob the bee of her honey.

Per. [Aside] How from the finny subject of

the sea
These fishers tell the infirmities of men ;

And from their watery empire recoiled:

All that may men approve or men detect!

Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen.

Sec. Fish. Honest
!
good fellow, what s that?

If it be a day fits you, fsearchout of the calendar,

and nobody look after it.

Per. May see the sea hath cast upon your

coast. ,
60

Sec. Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea

to cast thee in our way !

Per. A man whom both the waters and the

wind,
In that vast tennis-court, have made the ball

For them to play upon, entreats you pity him

;

He asks of you, that never used to beg.

First Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg? Here l

them in our country of Greece gets more with

begging than we can do with working.

Sec. Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then?

Per. I never practised it. 7 1

Sec. Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ;

for here’s nothing to be got now-a-days, unless

thou canst fish for ’t. , , .

Per. What I have been I have forgot to know

;

But what I am, want teaches me to think on

:

A man throng’d up with cold : my veins are chill,

And have no more of life than may suffice

To give my tongue that heat to ask your help

,

Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead, 80

For that I am a man, pray see me buried.

First Fish. Die quoth-a? Now gods forbid !

I have a gown here ; come, put it on; keep thee

warm. Now, afore me, a handsome fellow ! Come,

thou shalt go home, and we 11 have flesh for

holidavs, fish for fasting-days, and moreo er pud-

dings and flap-jacks, and thou shalt be welcome.

Per. I thank you, sir.
.

Sec. Fish. Hark you, my friend ;
you said you

could not beg.

Per. I did but crave.

Sec. Fish. But crave ! Then I 11 turn craver

too, and so I shall ’scape whipping.

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipped,

Sec. Fish. O, not all, my friend, not all ;
for

if all your beggars were whipped, I would wisti

no better office than to be beadle. But, master,

I ’ll go draw up the net. _S
[Exit with Third Fisherman.

Per. [Aside] How well this honest mirth

becomes their labour
!.

First Fish. Hark you, sir, do you know wherv.

ye are?
Per. Not well.

, . . ,, A
First Fish. Why, I ’ll tell you : this is called

Pentapolis, and our king the good Simonides.



Scene l] PERICLES. 983

Per. The good King Simonides, do you call

him?
First Fisk. Ay, sir ; and he deserves so to be

calledforhis peaceable reign andgood government.
Per. He is a happy king, since he gains from

his subjects the name of good by his government.
How far is his court distant from this shore? m
First Fish. Marry, sir, half a day’s journey:

and I ’ll tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-

morrow is her birth-day ; and there are princes
and knights come from all parts of the world to

just and tourney for her love.

Per. Were my fortunes equal to my desires,

I could wish to make one there.

First Fish. O, sir, things must be as they
may ; and what a man cannot get, he may law-
fully deal for—f his wife’s soul. 121

Re-enter Second and Third Fishermen, drawing
up a net.

Sec. Fish. Help, master, help! here’s a fish

hangs in the net, like a poor man’s right in the
law; ’twill hardly come out. Ha! bots on’t, ’tis

come at last, and ’tis turned to a rusty armour.
Per. An armour, friends ! I pray you, let me

see it.

Thanks, fortune, yet, that, after all my crosses.

Thou givest me somewhat to repair myself;
And though it was mine own, part of my heritage,
Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 130
With this stridl charge, even as he left his life,

‘Keep it, my Pericles; it hath been a shield
'Twixt me and death;’—and pointed to this

brace ;

—

* For that it saved me, keep it ; in like necessity

—

The which the gods protedt thee from !—may
defend thee.’

It kept where I kept, I so dearly loved it ;

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man,
Took it in rage, though calm’d have given ’t again :

I thank thee for’t: my shipwreck now’s no ill,

Since I have here my father’s gift in’s will. 140
First Fish. What mean you, sir?

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of
worth,

For it was sometime target to a king

;

I know it by this mark. He loved me dearly.
And for his sake I wish the having of it

;

And that you ’Id guide me to your sovereign’s
court,

Where with it I may appear a gentleman ;

And if that ever my low fortune’s better.

I’ll pay your bounties ; till then rest your debtor.
FirstFish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady ?

Per. I ’ll show the virtue I have borne in arms.
First Fish. Why, do ’e take it, and the gods

give thee good on’t

!

Sec. Fish. Ay, but hark-you, my friend ; ’twas
we that made up this garment through the rough
seams of the waters : there are certain condole-
ments, certain vails. I hope, sir, if you thrive,

you’ll remember from whence you had it.

Per. Believe 't, I will.

By your furtherance I am clothed in steel ; 160
And, spite of all the rapture of the sea,

This jewel holds his building on m}^ arm :

Unto thy value I will mount myself
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided
Of a pair of bases.

Sec. Fish. We’ll sure provide: thou shalt
have my best gown to make thee a pair ; and I ’ll

bring thee to the court myself. 170
Per. Then honour be but a goal to my will,

This day I ’ll rise, or else add ill to ill. {Exeunt.

Scene II. The same. A Public way or plat-
form leading to the lists. A pavilion by the
sideofitfor the reception ofthe King,

Princess
,

Lords, C7°c.

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, and At-
tendants.

Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the
triumph?

First Lord. They are, my liege

;

And stay your coming to present themselves.
Sun. Return them, we are ready; and our

daughter,
In honour of whose birth these triumphs are,

Sits here, like beauty’s child, whom nature gat
For men to see, and seeing wonder at.

[Exit a Lord.
Thai. It pleaseth you, my royal father, to

express
My commendations great, whose merit’s less.

Sun. It ’s fit it should be so ; for princes are 10
A model, which heaven makes like to itself:

As jewels lose their glory if negledled,
So princes their renowns if not respedled.
’Tis now your honour, daughter, to explain
The labour of each knight in his device.

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour, I’ll

perform.

Entera Knight; he passes over
,
and his Squire

presents his shield to the Princess.

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself?
Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father ;

And the device he bears upon his shield
Isa black Ethiope reaching at the sun ; 20
The word, ‘ Lux tua vita mihi’.

Sim. He lovesyou well that holds his life ofyou.
[The Second Knightpasses over.

Who is the second that presents himself?
Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father;

And the device he bears upon his shield
Is an arm’d knight. that’s conquer’d by a lady

;

The motto thus, in Spanish, ‘Piu por dulzura
que por fuerza.’

[The Third Knight passes over.
Sim. And what’s the third?
Thai.

.
The third of Antioch

;

And his device, a wreath of chivalry

;

The word, ‘Me pompse provexit apex.’ 30
[The Fourth Knightpasses over.

Sim. What is the fourth ?

Thai. A burning torch that’s turned upside
down

;

The word, ‘Quod me alit, me extinguit.’
Sim. Which shows that beauty hath hispower

and will,

Which can as well inflame as it can kill.

[ The Fifth Knight passes over.
Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds,

Holding out gold that’s by the touchstone tried
; ,The motto thus, ‘Sic spedlanda fides.’
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{The Sixth Knight,
Pericles ,

passes over.

Sim. And what’s
The sixth and last, the which the knight himself

With such a graceful courtesy deliver’d? 41

Thai. He seems to be a stranger; but his

present is

A wither’d branch, that’s only green at top;

The motto, ‘ In hac spe vivo’.

Sim. A pretty moral ;

From the dejedted state wherein he is.

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish.

First Lord. He had need mean better than
his outward show

Can any way speak in his just commend

;

For by his rusty outside he appears 50
To have practised more the whipstock than the

lance.

Sec. Lord. He well maybe a stranger, for he
comes

To an honour’d triumph strangely furnished.

Third Lord. And on set purpose let his

armour rust

Until this day, to scour it in the dust.

Sim. Opinion’s but a fool, that makes us scan

The outward habit by the inward man.
But stay, the knights are coming : we will with-

draw
Into the gallery. {Exeunt.

{Great shouts within
,
a7id all cry * The mean

knight !’

Scene III. The same. A hall of state: a
banquetprepared.

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, Attendants,
and Knights,from tilting.

Sim. Knights,
To say you’re welcome were superfluous.

To place upon the volume of your deeds,

As in a title-page, your worth in arms,
Were more than you expedt, or more than’s fit,

Since every worth in show commends itself.

Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast

:

You are princes and my guests.

Thai. But you, my knight and guest

;

To whom this wreath of victory I give,. 10
And crown you king of this day’s happiness.

Per. ’Tis more by fortune, lady, than by merit.

Sim. Call it by what you will, the day is yours

;

And here, I hope, is none that envies it.

In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed.

To make some good, but others to exceed

;

And you are her labour’d scholar. Come, queen
o’ the feast,

—

For, daughter, so you are,—here take your place

:

Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace.

Knights. We are honour’d much by good
Simonides. 20

Sim. Your presence glads our days: honour
we love

;

For who hates honour hates the gods above.

Marshal. Sir, yonder is your place.

Per. Some other is more fit.

First Knight. Contend not, sir; for we are

gentlemen
That neither in our hearts nor outward eyes
Envy the great nor do the low despise.

Per. You are right courteous knights.

Sim. Sit, sir, sit.

Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is king of

thoughts,
These cates resist me, she but thought upon.

Thai. By Juno, that is queen of marriage, 30
All viands that I eat do seem unsavoury,
Wishing him my meat. Sure, he’s a gallant gen-

tleman.
Sim. He’s but a country gentleman

;

Has done no more than other knights have done

;

Has broken a staff or so ; so let it pass.

Thai. To me he seems like diamond to glass.

Per. Yon king’s to me like to my father’s

pidlure.

Which tells me in that glory once he was

;

Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne,

And he the sun, for them to reverence
; 40

None that beheld him, but, like lesser lights.

Did vail their crowns to his supremacy :

Where now his son’s like a glow-worm in the

night,
1

The which hath fire in darkness, none in light

:

Whereby I see that Time’s the king of men,
He’s both their parent, and he is their grave,

And gives them what he will, not what they crave.

Sim. What, are you merry, knights?
Knights. Who can be other in this royal pre-

sence?
Sim. Here, with a cup that’s stored unto the

brim,— .
50

As you do love, fill to your mistress’ lips,

—

We drink this health to you.

Knights. We thank your grace.

Sim. Yet pause awhile

:

Yon knight doth sit too melancholy,
As if the entertainment in our court

Had not a show might countervail his worth.

Note it not you, Thaisa?
Thai. What is it

To me, my father?
Sim. O, attend, my daughter

:

Princes in this should live like gods above,

Who freely give to every one that comes 60

To honour them

:

And princes not doing so are like to gnats,

Which make a sound, but kill’d are wonder’d at.

Therefore to make his entrance more sweet.

Here, say we drink this standing-bowl of wine to

him.
Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me

Unto a stranger knight to be so bold

:

He may my proffer take for an offence,

Since men take women’s gifts for impudence.
Sim. How ! 70

Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else.

Thai. {Aside] Now, by the gods, he could

not please me better.

Sim. And furthermore tell him, we desire to

know of him,
Of whence he is, his name and parentage.

Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you.

Per. I thank him.
Thai. Wishing it so much blood unto your life.

Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge

him freely.

Thai. And further he desires to know of you,

Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 80

Per. A gentleman of Tyre ; my name, Peri-

cles ;

My education been in arts and arms;
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Who, looking for adventures in the world,

j

Was by the rough seas reft of ships and men,
And after shipwreck driven upon this shore.

Thai.
"

He thanks your grace ; names himself
Pericles,

A gentleman of Tyre,
Who only by misfortune of the seas
Bereft of ships and men, cast on this shore.

Sim. Now, by the gods, I pity his misfortune,
And will awake him from his melancholy. 91
Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles,

And waste the time, which looks for other revels.

Even in your armours, as you are address’d.
Will very well become a soldier’s dance.
I will not have excuse, with saying this

Loud music is too harsh for ladies’ heads.
Since they love men in arms as well as beds.

[The Knights dance.
So, this was well ask’d, ’twas so well perform’d.
Come, sir; 100
Here is a lady that wants breathing too

:

And I have heard, you knights of Tyre
Are excellent in making ladies trip

;

And that their measures are as excellent.

Per

.

In those that pradtise them they are, my
lord.

Sim. (3 , that ’s as much as you would be denied
Of your fair courtesy.

[The Knights and Ladies dance.
Unclasp, unclasp:

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well,

[ToPer.~\ But you the best. Pages and lights, to

condudt
These knights unto their several lodgings! [To

Per.~\ Yours, sir, no
We have given order to be next our own.
Per. I am at your grace’s pleasure.
Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of love;

And that’s the. mark I know you level at

:

Therefore each one betake him to his rest

;

To-morrow all for speeding do their best.

[Exeunt.

Scene IV. Tyre. A room in the Governor1
s

house.

Enter Helicanus and Escanes.

Hel. No, Escanes, know this of me,
Antiochus from incest lived not free :

For which, the most high gods not minding longer
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store,

Due to this heinous capital offence,

Even in the height and pride of all his glory,
When he was seated in a chariot

Ofan inestimable value, and his daughterwith him,
A fire from heaven came and shrivell’d up
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk,
That all those eyes adored them ere their fall 11

Scorn now their hand should give them burial.

Esca. ’Twas very strange.

Hel. And yet but justice ; for though
This king were great, his greatness was no guard
To bar heaven’s shaft, but sin had his reward.
Esca. ’Tis very true.

Enter two or three Lords.

First Lord. See, not a man in private confer-
ence

Or council has respedt with him but he.

Sec. Lord. It shall no longer grieve without
reproof.

Third Lord. And cursed be he that will not
second it. 20

First Lord. Follow me, then. Lord Helicane,
a word.

Hel. With me? and welcome : happy day, my
lords.

First Lord. Know that our griefs are risen to
the top,

And now at length they overflow their banks.
Hel.

^
Your griefs ! for what ? wrong not your

<

prince you love.

First Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, noble
Helicane

;

But if the prince do live, let us salute him,
Or know what ground’s made happy by his breath.
If in the world he live, we’ll seek him out;
If in his grave he rest, we’ll find him there

; 30
And be resolved he lives to govern us,

Or dead, give ’s cause to mourn his funeral,
And leave us to our free election.

Sec. Lord. Whose death indeed ’s the strongest
in our censure

:

And knowing this kingdom is without a head,

—

Like goodly buildings left without a roof
Soon fall to ruin,—your noble self,

That best know how to rule and how to reign,
We thus submit unto,—our sovereign.

All. Live, noble Helicane
! 40

Hel. For honour’s cause, forbear your suf-
frages :

If that you love Prince Pericles, forbear.
Take I your wish, I leap into the seas,

Where’s hourly trouble for a minute’s ease.
A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you to
Forbear the absence of your king;
If in which time expired, he not return,
I shall with aged patience bear your yoke.
But if I cannot win you to this love,

Go search like nobles, like noble subjects, 50
And in your search spend your adventurousworth

;

Whom if you find, and win unto return,
You shall like diamonds sit about his crown.
First Lord. To wisdom he’s a fool that will

not yield ;

And since Lord Helicane enjoineth us,
We with our travels will endeavour us.

Hel. Then you love us, we you, and we ’ll clasp
hands

:

When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands.

[Exeunt.

Scene V. Pentapolis. A room in the Palace.

Enter Simonides, readinga letter
,
at one door:

the Knights meet him.

First Knight. Good morrow to the good Si-
monides.

Sim. Knights, from my daughter this I let

you know,
That for this twelvemonth she’ll not undertake
A married life.

Her reason to herself is only known.
Which yet from her by no means can I get.

Sec. Knight. May we not get access to her,
my lord ?

Sim. ’Faith, by no means ; she hath so stridlly
tied
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Her to her chamber, that ’tis impossible.

One twelve moons more she’ll wear Diana’s

livery ;
10

This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow’d.

And on her virgin honour will not break it.

ThirdKnight. Loath to bid farewell, we take

our leaves. [Exeunt Knights.

Sim. So,
,

They are well dispatch’d; now to my daughter s

letter

:

She tells me here, she’ll wed the stranger knight,

Or never more to view nor day nor light.

’Tis well, mistress ;
your choice agrees with mine

;

I like that well : nay, how absolute she’s in’t,

Not minding whether I dislike or no! 20

Well, I do commend her choice

;

And will no longer have it be delay’d.

Soft ! here he comes : I must dissemble it.

Enter Pericles.

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides !

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I am beholding

to you
For your sweet music this last night : I do

Protest my ears were never better fed

With such delightful pleasing harmony.
Per. It is your grace’s pleasure to commend ;

Not my desert.

Sim. Sir, you are music’s master. 30

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good
lord.

Sim. Let me ask you one thing

;

What do you think of my daughter, sir?

Per. A most virtuous princess.

Sim. And she is fair too, is she not ?

Per. As a fair day in summer, wondrous fair.

Sim. Sir, my daughter thinks very well ofyou

;

Ay, so well, that you must be her master,

And she will be your scholar : therefore look to it.

Per. I am unworthy for her schoolmaster. 40

Sim. She thinks not so
;
peruse this writing

else.

Per. [Aside] What ’ s here ?

A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre

!

’Tis die king’s subtilty to have my life.

O, seek not to entrap me, gracious lord,

A stranger and distressed gentleman,

That never aim’d so high to love your daughter,

But bent all offices to honour her.

Sim. Thou hast bewitch’d my daughter, and

thou art

A villain. 5°

Per. By the gods, I have not

:

Never did thought of mine levy offence

;

Nor never did my adtions yet commence
A deed might gain her love or your displeasure.

Sim. Traitor, thou liest.

Per. Traitor

!

Sim.
.
Ay, traitor.

Per. Even in his throat—unless it be the king

—

That calls me traitor, I return the lie.

Sim. [Aside] Now, by the gods, I do applaud

his courage.

Per. My adtions are as noble as my thoughts,

That never relish’d of a base descent. 60

I came unto your court for honour’s cause,

And not to be a rebel to her state

;

And he that otherwise accounts of me,

This sword shall prove he’s honour’s enemy.
Sim. No?

Here comes my daughter, she can witness it.

Enter Thaisa.

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair.

Resolve your angry father, if my tongue
Did e’er solicit, or my hand subscribe

To any syllable that made love to you. 70
Thai. Why, sir, say if you had,

Who takes offence at that would make me glad?

Sim. Yea, mistress, are you so peremptory?
[Aside] I am glad on’t with all my heart.

—

I ’ll tame you ;
I ’ll bring you in subjection.

Will you, not having my consent,

.

Bestow your love and your affections

Upon a stranger? [Aside] who, for aught I know,
May be, nor can I think the contrary,

As great in blood as I myself.—_

80

Therefore hear you, mistress ; either frame
Your will to mine,—and you, sir, hear you,

Either be ruled by me, or I will make you

—

Man and wife

:

Nay, come, your hands and lips must seal it too:

And being join’d, I ’ll thus your hopes destroy

;

And for a further grief,—God give you joy !—
What, are you both pleased ?

Thai. Yes, ifyou love me, sir.

Per. Even as my life my blood that fosters it.

Sim. What, are you both agreed? 90
Both. Yes, if it please your majesty.

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, that I will see

you wed

;

And then with what haste you can get you to

bed. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

Enter Gower.

Gow. Now sleep yslaked hath the rout

;

No din but snores the house about,

Made louder by the o’er-fed breast

Of this most pompous marriage-feast.

The cat, with eyne of burning coal,

Now couches fore the mouse’s hole

;

And crickets sing at the oven’s mouth,
E’er the blither for their drouth.

Hymen hath brought the bride to bed,

Where, by the loss of maidenhead, ' 10

A babe is moulded. Be attent,

And time that is so briefly spent

With your fine fancies quaintly eche:

What ’s dumb in show I ’ll plain with speech.

Dumb Show.

Enter
,
Pericles and Simonides, at one door

,

'with Attendants; a Messenger meets them ,

kneels, and gives Pericles a letter

:

Pericles

shows it Simonides; the Lords kneel to him.

Then enter Thaisa with child
,
with Lycho-

rida a nurse. The King shows herthe letter’,

she rejoices: she and Pericles take leave of

herfather,
and depart with Lychorida and

their Attendants. Then exeunt Simonides

and the rest.

By many a dern and painful perch

Of Pericles the careful search,
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By the four opposing coigns
.

Which the world together joins.

Is made with all due diligence

That horse and sail and high expense 20

Can stead the quest. At last from.Tyre,
Fame answering the most strange inquire,

To the court of King Simonides
Are letters brought, the tenour these :

Antiochus and his daughter dead

;

The men of Tyrus on the head
Of Helicanus would set on
The crown of Tyre, but he will none :

The mutiny he there hastes t’ oppress;
Says to 'em, if King Pericles 30
Come not home in twice six moons.
He, obedient to their dooms.
Will take the crown. The sum of this,

Brought hither to Pentapolis,

Y-ravished the regions round,
And every one with claps, can sound,
* Our heir-apparent is a king

!

Who dream’d, who thought of such a thing?’

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre :

His queen with child makes her desire— 40
Which who shall cross?—along to go

:

Omit we all their dole and woe

:

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes,

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes
On Neptune’s billow ; half the flood

Hath their keel cut : but fortune’s mood
; Varies again ; the grisled north
Disgorges such a tempest forth,

That, as a duck for life that dives,

So up and down the poor ship drives °. 50
The lady shrieks, and well-a-near

Does fall in travail with her fear :

And what ensues in this fell storm
Shall for itself itself perform.

> I nill relate, action may
Conveniently the rest convey

;

Which might not what by me is told.

In your imagination hold
This stage the ship, upon whose deck .59
The sea-tost Pericles appears to speak. [.Exit .

Scene I.

Enter Pericles, on shipboard.

Per. Thou god of this great vast, rebuke
these surges,

Tiich wash both heaven and hell ; and thou,

that hast
pon the winds command, bind them in brass,

aving call’d them from the deep ! O, still

ly deafening, dreadful thunders
;
gently quench

ly nimble, sulphurous flashes ! O, how, Ly-
chorida,

ow does my queen? Thou stormest venom-

j

ously

;

'ilt thou spit all thyself? The seaman’s whistle

as a whisper in the ears of death,

nheard. Lychorida!—Lucina, O 10

ivinest patroness, and midwife gentle

> those that cry by night, convey thy deity

Doard our dancing boat ; make swift the pangs
: my queen’s travails !

Enter Lychorida, with an Infant.

Now, Lychorida

!

Lyc. Here is a thing too young for such
a place,

Who, if it had conceit, would die, as I

Am like to do : take in your arms this piece
Of your dead queen.
Per. How, how, Lychorida

!

Lyc. Patience, good sir; do not assist the
storm.

Here ’s all that is left living of your queen, 20
A little daughter : for the sake of it,

Be manly, and take comfort.
Per. O you gods

!

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts,

And snatch them straight away? We here below
Recall not what we give, and therein may
Use honour with you.
Lyc. Patience, good sir,

Even for this charge.
Per. Now, mild may be thy life !

For a more blustrous birth had never babe

;

Quiet and gentle thy conditions ! for

Thou art the rudeliest welcome to this world 30
That ever was prince’s child. Happy what

follows

!

Thou hast as chiding a nativity

As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make,
To herald thee from the womb: even at the first

Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit.

With all thou canst find here. Now, the good
gods.

Throw their best eyes upon ’t

!

Enter two Sailors.

First Sail. What courage, sir ? God save you!
Per. Courage enough : I do not fear the flaw

;

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love 40
Of this poor infant, this fresh-new sea-farer,

I would it would be quiet.

First Sail. Slack the bolins there ! Thou wilt

not, wilt thou? Blow, and split thyself.

Sec. Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and
cloudy billow kiss the moon, I care not
First Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard :

the sea works high, the wind is loud, and will not
lie till the ship be cleared of the dead.
Per. That’s your superstition. 50
First Sail. Pardon us, sir; with us at sea it

hath been still observed: and we are strong in

custom. Therefore briefly yield her; for she
must overboard straight.

Per. As you think meet Most wretched
queen

!

Lyc. Here she lies, sir.

Per. A terrible childbed hast thou had, my
dear

;

No light, no fire : the unfriendly elements
Forgot thee utterly; nor have I time
To give thee hallow'd to thy grave, but straight 60
Must cast thee, scarcely coffin’d, in the ooze

;

Where, for a monument upon thy bones,
And e’er-remaining lamps, the belching whale
And humming water must o’erwhelm thy corpse,
Lying with simple shells. O Lychorida,
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper.
My casket and my jewels; and bid Nicander
Bring me the satin coffer : lay the babe
Upon the pillow : hie thee, whiles I say
A priestly farewell to her : suddenly, woman. 70

[Exit Lychorida.
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Sec. Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the

hatches, caulked and bitumed ready.

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast

is this?

Sec. Sail. We are near Tarsus.

Per. Thither, gentle mariner,

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou

reach it?

Sec. Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease.

Per. O, make for Tarsus !

There will I visit Cleon, for the babe

Cannot hold out to Tyrus : there I ’ll leave it 80

At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner

:

I ’ll bring the body presently. {Exeunt

.

Scene II. Ephesus. A room in Cerimon s

house.

Enter Cerimon, with a Servant
,
and some

Persons who have been shipwrecked.

Cer

.

Philemon, ho

!

Enter Philemon.

Phil. Doth my lord call?

Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men

:

’T has been a turbulent and stormy night.

Serv. I have been in many ; but such a night

as this,

Till now, I ne’er endured.

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return

;

There’s nothing can be minister’d to nature

That can recover him. {To Philemon\ Give this

to the ’pothecary,

And tell me how it works.
{Exeunt all but Cerimon.

Enter tv)o Gentlemen.

First Gent. Good morrow.
>

io

Sec. Gent. Good morrow to your lordship.

Cer. Gentlemen,

Why do you stir so early?

First Gent. Sir,

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea,

Shook as the earth did quake

;

|

The very principals did seem to rend,

| And all-to topple : pure surprise and fear

|

Made me to quit the house.

Sec. Gent. That is the cause we trouble you

so early

;

I ’Tis not our husbandry.
Cer. O, you say well. 20

First Gent. But I much marvel that your

lordship, having
Rich tire about you, should at these early hours

Shake off the golden slumber of repose.

’Tis most strange,

Nature should be so conversant with pain,

Being thereto not compell’d.

Cer. I hold it ever,

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater

Than nobleness and riches : careless heirs

May the two latter darken and expend

;

But immortality attends the former, 3°

Making a man a god. ’Tis known, I ever

Have studied physic, through which secret art.

By turning o’er authorities, I have,

Together with my pradlice, made familiar

To me and to my aid the blest infusions

That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones

;

And I can speak of the disturbances

That nature works, and of her cures ; which do;

give me
A more content in course of true delight

Than to be thirsty after tottering honour,
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags,

To please the fool and death.

Sec. Gent. Your honour has through Ephes1

i
pour’d forth

Your charity, and hundreds call themselves

Your creatures, who by you have been restored

And not your knowledge, your personal pai;

but even
Your purse, still open, hath built Lord Cerimor

Such strong renown as time shall ne’er decay.

Enter two or three Servants with a chest

.

First Serv. So ; lift there.

Cer. What is that?

First Serv. Sir, even nc

Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest:

’Tis of some wreck.
Cer. Set ’t down, let’s look upon

Sec. Gent. ’Tis like a coffin, sir.

Cer. Whate’er it b

’Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight

If the sea’s stomach be o’ercharged with gold,

f ’Tisa good constraint offortune it belchesupon u

Sec. Gent. ’Tis so, my lord.

Cer. How close ’tis caulk’d and bitumet

Did the sea cast it up?
First Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, si

As toss’d it upon shore.

Cer. Wrench it open

;

Soft ! it smells most sweetly in my sense. <

Sec. Gent. A delicate odour.

Cer. As ever hit my nostril. So, up with it

0 you most potent gods ! what’s here? a corse

First Ge7it. Most strange !

Cer. Shrouded in cloth of state ;
balm’d ai

entreasured
With full bags of spices ! A passport too

!

Apollo, .perfect me in the characters

!

{Readsfrom a scrol\

* Here I give to understand,

If e’er this coffin drive a-land,

I, King Pericles, have lost

This queen, worth all our mundane cost.

Who finds her, give her burying

;

She was the daughter of a king

:

Besides this treasure for a fee,

The gods requite his charity
!

'

1 f thou livest, Pericles, thou hast a heart

That even cracks for woe! This chanced t

night.

Sec. Gent. Most likely, sir.

Cer. Nay, certainly to-nigh

For look how fresh she looks! They were t(

rough '/

That threw her in the sea. Make a fire within

Fetch hither all my boxes in my closet.

[Exit a Servan

Death may usurp on nature many hours,

And yet the fire of life kindle again

The o’erpress’d spirits, fl heard of an Egyptis

That had nine hours lien dead,

Who was by good appliance recovered.
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Re-enter a Servant, with boxes, napkins,

andfire.

Veil said, well said ; the fire and cloths.

'he rough and woeful music that we have,
!ause it to sound, beseech you.
'he viol once more: how thou stirr’st, thou

block
! 90

'he music there !—I pray you, give her air.

rentlemen,
'his queen will live : nature awakes ; a warmth
Ireathes out of her : she hath not been entranced
.bove five hours : see how she gins to blow
nto life’s flower again

!

First Gent. The heavens,
’hrough you, increase our wonder and set up
our fame for ever.

Cer. She is alive ; behold,
ter eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels
/hich Pericles hath lost, 100
egin to part their fringes of bright gold

;

he diamonds of a most praised water
•o appear, to make the world twice rich. Live,
nd make us weep to hearyour fate, fair creature,
,.are as you seem to be. IShe moves.
Thai. O dear Diana,
/here am I? Where’s my lord? What world

is this?

Sec. Gent. Is not this strange?
First Gent. Most rare.
Cer. Hush, my gentle neighbours

!

end me your hands ; to the next chamber bear
her.

et linen : now this matter must be look’d to,

or her relapse is mortal. Come, come; no
nd Aesculapius guide us

!

[Exeunt,
carrying her away.

cene III. Tarsus. A room in Cleon*s house.

'nter Pericles, Cleon, Dionyza, and Lycho-
rida with Marina in her arms.

Per. Most honour’d Cleon, I must needs be
gone ;

[y twelve months are expired, and Tyrus stands
1 a litigious peace. You, and your lady,
ake from my heart all thankfulness ! The gods
fake up the rest upon you !

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt
you mortally,

et glance full wanderingly on us.
Dion.

^
O your sweet queen

!

hat the stridl fates had pleased you had brought
her hither,

0 have bless’d mine eyes with her

!

Per. We cannot but obey
he powers above us. Could I rage and roar 10
s doth the sea she lies in, yet the end
.ust be as ’tis. My gentle babe Marina, whom,
or she was born at sea, I have named so, here
charge your charity withal, leaving her
he infant of your care ; beseeching you
o give her princely training, that she may be
banner’d as she is born.
Cle. Fear not, my lord, but think
our grace, that fed my country with your corn,
or which the people’s prayers still fall upon you,
ust in your child be thought on. If negledtion
lould therein make me vile, the common body,—

s

By you relieved, would force me to my duty

:

But if to that my nature need a spur,
The gods revenge it upon me and mine.
To the end of generation !

Per. I believe you

;

Your honour and your goodness teach me to’t,

Without your vows. Till she be married,madam,
By bright Diana, whom we honour, all

Unscissar’d shall this hair of mine remain.
Though I show ill in’t. So I take my leave. 30
Good madam, make me blessed in your care
In bringing up my child.

Dion. I have one myself.
Who shall not be more dear to my respect
Than yours, my lord.

Per. Madam, my thanks and prayers.
Cle. We’ll bring your grace e’en to the edge

o’ the shore,
Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune and
The gentlest winds of heaven.
Per. I will embrace

Your offer. Come, dearest madam. O, no tears,
Lychorida, no tears

:

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 40
You may depend hereafter. Come, my lord.

[Exeunt

.

Scene IV. Ephesus. A room in Cerimon's
house.

Enter Cerimon and Thaisa.

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain
jewels,

Lay with you in your coffer : which are now
At your command. Know you the character?

Thai. It is my lord’s.

That I was shipp’d at sea, I well remember,
Even on my eaning time ; but whether there
Deliver’d, by the holy gods,
I cannot rightly say. But since King Pericles,
My wedded lord, I ne’er shall see again,
A vestal livery will I take me to, 10
And never more have joy.

Cer. Madam, if this you purpose as ye speak,
Diana’s temple is not distant far,

Where you may abide till your date expire.
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine
Shall there attend you.

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that’s all ;
i

Yet my good will is great, though the gift small.

{Exeunt.

ACT IV.

Enter Gower.
Gow. Imagine Pericles arrived at Tyre,

Welcomed and settled to his own desire.
His woeful queen we leave at Ephesus,
Unto Diana there a votaress.
Now to Marina bend your mind,
Whom our fast-growing scene must find
At Tarsus, and by Cleon train’d

In music, letters ; who hath gain’d
Of education all the grace,
Which makes her both the heartand place 10
Of general wonder. But, alack.
That monster envy, oft the wrack
Of earned praise, Marina’s life

Seeks to take off by treason’s knife.
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And in this kind hath our Cleon
One daughter, and a wench full grown.
Even ripe for marriage-rite ; this maid
Hight Philoten : and it is ^aid

For certain in our story, she
Would ever with Marina be : 20
Be’t when she weaved the sleided silk

With fingers long, small, white as milk

;

Or when she would with sharp needle wound
The cambric, which she made more sound
By hurting it ; or when to the lute

She sung, and made the night-bird mute,
That still records with moan ; or when
She would with rich and constant pen
Vail to her mistress Dian ; still

This Philoten contends in skill 30
With absolute Marina : so

With the dove of Paphos might the crow
Vie feathers white. Marina gets

All praises, which are paid as debts,

And not as given. This so darks
In Philoten all graceful marks,
That Cleon’s wife, with envy rare,

A present murderer does prepare

For good Marina, that her daughter
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 40
The sooner her vile thoughts to stead,

Lychorida, our nurse, is dead :

And cursed Dionyza hath
The pregnant instrument of wrath
Prest for this blow. The unborn event

I do commend to your content

:

Only I carry winged time
Post on the lame feet of my rhyme

;

Which never could I so convey.
Unless your thoughts went on my way. 50
Dionyza does appear,
With Leonine, a murderer. [Exit.

Scene I. Tarsus. An open place near the
sea-shore.

Enter Dionyza and Leonine.

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn
to do’t:

j

’Tis but a blow, which never shall be known.
Thou canst not do a thing in the world so soon,

To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience.

Which is but cold, inflaming love i’ thy bosom,
Inflame too nicely; nor let pity, which
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be
A soldier to thy purpose.

Leon. I will do’t; but yet she is a goodly
creature. 9

Dion. The fitter, then, the gods should have
her. fHere she comes weeping for her only mis-

tress’ death. Thou art resolved ?

Leon. I am resolved;

Enter Marina, •with a basket offlowers.

Mar. No, I will rob Tellus of her weed.
To strew thy green with flowers: the yellows,

blues.

The purple violets, and marigolds.

Shall as a carpet hang upon thy grave,

While summer-days do last. Ay me ! poor maid,

Born in a tempest, when my mother died,

This world to me is like a lasting storm, 20

Whirring me from my friends.

Dion. How now, Marina ! why do you kee;

alone ?

How chance my daughter is not with you ? Do no

Consume your blood with sorrowing
:
you have

A nurse of me. Lord, how your favour’s change'

With this unprofitable woe

!

Come, give me your flowers, ere the sea mar it.

Walk with Leonine ; the air is quick there,

And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. Come
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 3;

Mar. No, I pray you

;

I ’ll not bereave you of your servant.

Dion. Come, come
I love the king your father, and yourself,

With more than foreign heart. We every day
Expedl him here : when he shall come and find

Our paragon to all reports thus blasted,

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage;
Blame both my lord and me, that we have taker

No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you,

Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 4
That excellent complexion, which did steal

The eyes of young and old. Care not for me

;

I can go home alone.

Mar. Well, I will go

;

But yet I have no desire to it.

Dion. Come, come, I know ’tis good for you.

Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least

:

Remember what I have said.

Leon. I warrant you, madam
Dion. I '11 leave you, my sweet lady, for ;

while

:

Pray, walk softly, do not heat your blood

:

What ! I must have a care of you.
Mar. My thanks, sweet madam. 5<

[Exit Dionyza
Is this wind westerly that blows?
Leon. South-west.

Mar. When I was born, the wind was north,
j

Leon. Was’t so!

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear

But cried ‘ Good seamen !’ to the sailors, galling

His kingly hands, haling ropes

;

And, clasping to the mast, endured a sea

That almost burst the deck.
Leon. When was this?

Mar. When I was born

:

Never was waves nor wind more violent ;
6

And from the ladder-tackle washes off
_

A canvas-climber. ‘ Ha!’ says one, * wilt out?’

And with a dropping industry they skip

From stem to stern : the boatswain whistles, and

The master calls, and trebles their confusion.

Leon. Come, say your prayers.

Mar. What mean you ?

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer

I grant it: pray; but be not tedious,

For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 71

To do my work with haste.

Mar. Why will you kill me
Leon. To satisfy my lady.

Mar. Why would she have me kill’d?

Now, as I can remember, by my troth,

I never did her hurt in all my life :

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn

To any living creature: believe me, la,

I never kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly

:

I trod upon a worm against my will,

But I wept for it. How have I offended, 8<
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Wherein my death might yield her any profit,

Or my life imply her any danger?
Leon. My commission

Is not to reason of the deed, but do it.

Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I

hope.
You are well favour’d, and your looks foreshow
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately,

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought

:

Good sooth, it show’d well in you : do so now

:

Your lady seeks my life ; come you between, 90
And save poor me, the weaker.
Leon.

'
I am sworn.

And will dispatch. [He seizes her.

Enter Pirates.

First Pirate. Hold, villain

!

[Leonine runs away.
Sec. Pirate. A prize ! a prize

!

Third Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part.

Come, let’s have her aboard suddenly.
[.Exeunt Pirates with Marina.

Re-enter Leonine.

Leon. These roguing thieves serve the great
pirate Valdes

;

And they have seized Marina. Let her go :

There’s no hope she will return. I ’ll swear she
dead,

And thrown into the sea. But I ’ll see further : xoo
Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her.
Not carry her aboard. If she remain.
Whom they have ravish’d must by me be slain.

[Exit.

Scene II. Mytilene. A room in a brothel.

Enter Pandar, Bawd, a7id Boult.

Pand. Boult!
Boult. Sir ?

Pand. Search the market narrowly ; Mytilene
is full of gallants. We lost too much money this
mart by being too wenchless.
Bawd. We were never so much out of crea-

tures. We have but poor three, and they can do no
more than they can do ; and they with continual
adtion are even as good as rotten. 9
Pand. Therefore let’s have fresh ones, what-

e’er we pay for them. If there be not a con-
science to be used in every trade, we shall never
prosper.

Bawd. Thou sayest true : ’tis not our bringing
up of poor bastards,—as, I think, I have brought
up some eleven

—

Boult. Ay, to eleven ; and brought them down
again. But shall I search the market?
Bawd. What else, man ? The stuff we have,

a strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so
pitifully sodden. 21
Pand. Thou sayest true * they’re too unwhole-

some, o’ conscience. The poor Transylvanian is

dead, that lay with the little baggage.
Boult. Ay, she quickly pooped him , she made

him roast-meat for worms. But I ’ll go search the
market. [Exit.
Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were

as pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so give
over. 30

Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you? is it a
shame to get when we are old?
Pand. O, our credit comes not in like the

commodity, nor the commodity wages not with
the danger : therefore, if in our youths we could
pick up some pretty estate, ’twere not amiss to
keep our door hatched. Besides, the sore terms
we stand upon with the gods will be strong with
us for giving over. 39
Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we.
Pand. As well as we ! ay, and better too ; we

offend worse. Neither is our profession any trade

;

it’s no calling. But here comes Boult.

Re-enter Boult, with the Pirates and Marina.

Botilt. [To Marina] Come your ways. My
masters, you say she’s a virgin?
First Pirate. O, sir, we doubt it not.
Boult. Master, I have gone through for this

piece, you see : if you like her, so ; if not, I have
lost my earnest.

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities? 50
Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and

has excellent good clothes: there’s no further
necessity of qualities can make her be refused.
Bawd. What’s her price, Boult?
Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thou-

sand pieces.

Pajid. Well, follow me, my masters, you shall
have your money presently. Wife, take her in

;

instruct her what she has to do, that she may not
be raw in her entertainment. 60

[Exeunt Pandar and Pirates.
Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her, the

colour of her hair, complexion, height, age, with
warrant of her virginity ; and cry ‘ He that will
give most shall have her first.’ Such a maiden-
head were no cheap thing, if men were as they
have been. Get this done as I command you.
Boult. Performance shall follow. [Exit.
Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so

slow

!

He should have struck, not spoke ; or that these
pirates.

Not enough barbarous, had not o’erboard thrown
me 70

For to seek my mother

!

Bawd. Why lament you, pretty one ?

Mar. That I am pretty.

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their part
in you.
Mar. I accuse them not.

Bawd. You are light into my hands, where
you are like to live.

Mar. The more my fault

To scape his hands where I was like to die. 80
Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure.
Mar. No.

Bawd. Yes, indeed shall you, and taste gen-
tlemen of all fashions: you shall fare well; you
shall have the difference ofall complexions. What I

do you stop your ears?
Mar. Are you a woman ?

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be
not a woman?
Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 90
Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling: I think I

shall have something to do with you. Come,
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you’re a young foolish sapling, and must be

bowed as I would have you.

Mar. The gods defend me

!

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by
men, then men must comfort you, men must feed

you, men must stir you up. Boult’s returned.

Re-enter Boult.

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters

deep,
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 160

Diana, aid my purpose !

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana? Pray
you, will you go with us? [Exeunt.

Scene III. Tarsus. A room, in Cleon!s house.

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market?

Boult. I have cried her almost to the number
of her hairs ; I have drawn her picture with my
voice.

Bawd. And I prithee tell me, how dost thou

find the inclination of the people, especially of

the younger sort ?

Boult. ’Faith, they listened to me as they

would have hearkened to their father’s testament.

There was a Spaniard’s mouth so watered, that

he went to bed to her very description. 109

Bawd. We shall have him here to-morrow

with his best ruff on.

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do

you know the French knight that cowers i’ the

hams?
Bawd. Who, Monsieur Veroles?

Boult. Ay, fie : he offered to cut a caper at

the proclamation ;
but he made a groan at it, and

swore he would see her to-morrow.

Bawd. Well, well ; as for him, he brought his

|

disease hither : here he does but repair it. I know

|
he will come in our shadow, to scatter his crowns

in the sun.

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a tra-

veller, we should lodge them with this sign.
.

Bawd. [To Mar.] Pray you, come hither

awhile. You have fortunes coming upon you.

' Mark me
:
you must seem to do that fearfully

j

which you commit,willingly, despise profit where

j

you have most gain. To weep that you live as

!

ye do makes pity in your lovers : seldom but that

j

pity begets you a good opinion, and that opinion

1 a mere profit.

Mar. I understand you not.

Boult. O, take her home, mistress, take her

home : these blushes of hers must be quenched

with some present practice.

Bawd. Thou sayest true, i’ faith, so they

must; for your bride goes to that with shame

which is her way to go with warrant. 139

Boult. ’Faith, some do, and some do not. But,

mistress, if I have bargained for the joint,

—

Bawd. Thou mayst cut a morsel off the spit.

Boult. I may so.

Bawd. Who should deny it? Come, young
one, I like the manner of your garments well.

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be

changed yet.

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town:

report what a sojourner we have; you’ll lose

nothing by custom. When nature framed this

piece, she meant thee a good turn ;
therefore say

what a paragon she is, and thou hast the harvest

out of thine own report.

Boult. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall

not so awake the beds of eels as my giving out

her beauty stir up the lewdly-inclined. I ’ll bring

home spine to-night.

Bawd. Come your ways ; follow me.

Enter Cleon and Dionyza.

Dion. Why, are you foolish? Can it be un-

done?
Cle. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter

The sun and moon ne’er look’d upon !

Dion.
.

I think

You’ll turn a child again.

Cle. Were I chief lord of all this spacious

world,

I’ld give it to undo the deed. O lady,

Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess

To equal any single crown o’ the earth

I’ the justice of compare ! O villain Leonine !

Whom thou hast poison’d too : to

If thou hadst drunk tohim, ’t had been a kindness

Becoming well thy fact : what canst thou say

When noble Pericles shall demand his child?

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the

fates,

To foster it, nor ever to preserve.

She died at night ; I’ll say so. Who can cross it?

Unless you play the pious innocent,

And for^an honest attribute cry out
‘ She died by foul play.’

Cle. O, go to. Well, well,

Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods 20

Do like this -worst.

Dion. Be one of those that think

The petty wrens of Tarsus will fly hence,

And open this to Pericles. I do shame
To think of what a noble strain you are.

And of how coward a spirit.

Cle. To such proceeding

Who ever but his approbation added,

Though not his prime consent, he did not flow

From honourable sources.

Dion. ^ Be it so, then

:

Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead,

Nor none can know, Leonine being gone. 30

She did distain my child, and stood between

Her and her fortunes : none,would look on her.

But cast their gazes on Marina’s face

;

Whilst ours was blurted at and held a malkin

Not worth the time of day. It pierced me
thorough

;

And though you call my course unnatural,

You not your child well loving, yet I find

It greets me as an enterprise of kindness

Perform’d to your sole daughter.

Cle. Heavens forgive it

!

Dion. And as for Pericles, 4°

What should he say ? We wept after her hearse,

And yet we mourn : her monument
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs

In glittering golden characters express

A general praise to her, and care in us

At whose expense ’tis done.

Cle. Thou art like the harpy,

Which, to betray, dost, with thine angel’s face,

Seize with thine eagle’s talons.
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Dion. You are like one that superstitiously 49Doth swear to the gods that winter kills the flies :

But yet I know you ’ll do as I advise. [Exeunt.

Scene IV.

Enter Gower, before the monument ^/"Marina
at Tarsus.

Gow. Thus time we waste, and longest
leagues make short

;

Sail seas in cockles, have an wish but for’t

;

Making, to take your imagination,
From bourn to bourn, region to region.
By you being pardon’d, we commit no crime
'I o use one language in each several clime
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech

you
To learn of me, who stand i’ the gaps to teach

you,
The stages of our story. Pericles
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 10
Attended on by many a lord and knight,
To see his daughter, all his life’s delight.
Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late
Advanced in time to great and high estate,
Is left to, govern. Bear you it in mind.
Old Helicanus goes along behind.
Well-sailing ships and bounteous winds have

brought
This king to Tarsus,—think his pilot thought;
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow

on,—
' ig

To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone.
Like motes and shadows see them move awhile

;

Your ears unto your eyes I ’ll reconcile.

Dumb Show.
filter Pericles, at one door, with all his train 1
Cleon and Dionyza, at the other. Cleon
shows Pericles the tomb ; whereat Pericles
makes lamentation

,
puts on sackcloth

, and in
a mightypassion departs. Then exeunt Cleon
and Dionyza.

See how beliefmay suffer by foul show !

This borrow’d passion stands for true old woe

;

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour’d,
With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o’er-

shower’d,
Leaves Tarsus and again embarks. He swears
Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs :

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears
A tempest, which his mortal vessel tears, 30
And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit
The epitaph is for Marina writ
By wicked Dionyza.

[Reads the inscription on Marina's
, .

monument.
The fairest, sweet’st, and best lies here.
Who wither’d in her spring of year.
She was of Tyrus the king’s daughter,
On whom foul death hath made this slaughter

;

Marina was she call’d
; and at her birth,

Thetis, being proud, swallow’d some part o’
the earth

:

Therefore the earth, fearing to be o’erflow’d, 40
Hath Thetis’ birth-child on the heavens be-

stow’d :

Wherefore she does, and swears she’ll never
stint.

Make raging battery upon shores of flint.
’

No visor does become black villany
So well as soft and tender flattery.
Let Pericles believe his daughter’s dead,
And bear his courses to be ordered
By Lady Fortune; while our scene must play
His daughter’s woe and heavy well-a-day
In her unholy service. Patience, then, 50
And think you now are all in Mytilene. [Exit.

Scene V. Mytilene. A street before the brothel.

Enter,from the brothel
, two Gentlemen.

First Gent. Did you ever hear the like?
Sec. Gent. No, nor never shall do in such a

place as this, she being once gone.
First Gent. But to have divinity preached

there ! did you ever dream of such a thing?
Sec. Gent. No, no. Come, I am for no more

bawdy-houses ; shall ’s go hear the vestals sing?
First Gent. I’ll do any thing now that is vir-

tuous; but I am out of the road of rutting for
ever

- [Exeunt. 10

Scene YI. The same. A room in the brothel.

Enter Pandar, Bawd, and Boult.
Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth

of her she had ne’er come here.
Bawd. Fie, fie upon her ! she’s able to freeze

the god Priapus, and undo a whole generation.
We must either get her ravished, or be rid of her.
When she should do for clients her fitment, and
do me the kindness of our profession, she has me
her quirks, her reasons, her master reasons, her
prayers, her knees ; that she would make a puri-
tan of the devil, if he should cheapen a kiss of her.

Boult. ’Faith, I must ravish her, or she’ll
disfurnish us of all our cavaliers, and make our
swearers priests.

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green-sickness
for me

!

Bawd. ’Faith, there’s no way to be rid on’t
but by the way to the pox. Here comes the Lord
Lysimachus disguised.

Boult. We should have both lord and lown,
if the peevish baggage would but give way to
customers. 2I

Enter Lysimachus.
Lys. How now ! How a dozen of virginities?
Bawd. Now, the gods to-bless your honour

!

Boult. I am glad to see your honour in good
health.

Lys. You may so ; ’tis the better for you that
your resorters stand upon sound legs. How now

!

wholesome iniquity have you that a man may
deal withal, and defy the surgeon?
Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would

—

but there never came her like in Mytilene. 31
Lys. If she ’Id do the deed of darkness, thou

wouldst say.

Bawd. Your honour knows what ’tis to say
well enough.
Lys. Well, call forth, call forth.
Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red,
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you shall see a rose ;
and she were a rose indeed,

if she had but

—

Lys. What, prithee ? 40

Boult. O, sir, I can be modest.

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no

less than it gives a good report to a number to be

chaste. [Exit Boult.

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the

stalk ;
never plucked yet, I can assure you.

Re-enter Boult with Marina.

Is she not a fair creature?

Lys. ’Faith, she would serve after a long

voyage at sea. Well, there’s for you : leave us.

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leave :

a word, and I’ll have done presently. 5 1

Lys. I beseech you, do.

Bawd. [To Marina\ First, I would have you

note, this is an honourable man.
Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may

worthily note him.

Bawd. Next, he’s the governor of this coun-

try, and a man whom I am bound to.

Mar. If he govern the country, you are bound

to him indeed ;
but how honourable he is in that,

I know not.
.

.6*

Bawd. Pray you, without any more virginal

fencing, will you use him kindly? He will line

your apron with gold.

Mar. What he will do graciously, I will thank-

fully receive.

Lys. Ha’ you done?
Bawd. My lord, she’s not paced yet: you

must take some pains to work her to your manage.

Come, we will leave his honour and her together.

Go thy ways.
[Exeunt Bawd,

Pandar, and Boult.

Lys. Now, pretty one, how long have you

been at this trade ?

Mar. What trade, sir?

Lys. Why, I cannot name’t but I shall offend.

Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade.

Please you to name it.
.

Lys. Howlonghave youbeenof this profession?

Mar. E’er since I can remember.

Lys. Did you go to’t so young? Were you a

gamester at five or at seven ? 81

Mar. Earlier too, sir, if now I be one.

Lys. Why, the house you dwell in proclaims

you to be a creature of sale.

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place

of such resort, and will come into’t? I hear say

i you are of honourable parts, and are the governor

I of this place.
. . , ,

.

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known

unto you who I am ?
<

9°
Mar. Who is my principal?

Lys. Why, your herb-woman; she that sets

seeds and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you

have heard something of my power, and so stand

aloof for more serious wooing. But I protest to

thee, pretty one, my authority shall not see thee,

: or else look friendly upon thee. Come, bring me
1 to some private place : come, come.

Mar. If you were born to honour, show it now ;

If put upon you, make the judgement good 100

That thought you worthy of it.

Lys. How’s this? how’s this? Some more;

be sage.

Mar. For me,
That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune -

Have placed me in this sty, where, since I came
Diseases have been sold dearer than physic,

O, that the gods
Would set me free from this unhallow’d place.

Though they did change me to the meanest bird

That flies i’ the purer air

!

Lys. I did not think

Thou couldst have spoke so well ; ne’er dream’i

thou couldst. ui

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind,

Thy speech had alter’d it. Hold, here’s gol<

for thee

:

Persever in that clear way thou goest,

And the gods strengthen thee !

Mar. The good gods preserve you
Lys. For me, be you thoughten

That I came with no ill intent ; for to me
The very doors and windows savour vilely.

Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue, am
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble.

PIold, here’s more gold for thee.
_

12

A curse upon him, die he like a thief,

That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou dost

Hear from me, it shall be for thy good.

Re-enter Boult.

Boult. I beseech your honour, one piece fc

me.
Lys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper !

Your house, but for this virgin that doth prop it,

Would sink and overwhelm you. Away ! [Exi
Boult. How’s this? We must take anothe

course with you. If your peevish chastity

which is not worth a breakfast in the cheape:

country under the cope, shall undo a whol

household, let me be gelded like a spanie

Come your ways.
Mar. Whither would you have me ?

Boult. I must have your maidenhead take

off, or the common hangman shall execute i

Come your ways. We’ll have no more genth

men driven away. Come your ways, I say.

Re-enter Bawd.

Bawd. How now! what’s the matter? 14

Boult. Worse and worse, mistress
; _

she ht

here spoken holy words to the Lord Lysimachu
1

Bawd. O abominable!

Boult. She makes our profession as it were lj

stink afore the face of the gods.

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever !

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt wit

her like a nobleman, and she sent him away 1

cold as a snowball ;
saying his prayers too. 1

a

Bawd. Boult, take her away ;
use her at th

pleasure : crack the glass of her virginity, an

make the rest malleable.

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece <

ground than she is, she shall be ploughed.

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods ! *

Bawd. She conjures: away with her! Woul

she had never come within my doors ! Marn
hang you! She’s born to undo us. Will yo

not go the way of women-kind? Marry, coir

up, my dish of chastity with rosemary and bay*
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Boult. Come, mistress
; come your ways with

me.
Mar. Whither wilt thou have me ?

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold
so dear.

Mar. Prithee, tell me one thing first.

Boult. Come now, your one thing.
Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be ?

Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my
master, or rather, my mistress. i 7o
Mar. Neither of these are so bad as thou art,

Since they do better thee in their command.
Thou hold’st a place, for which the pained’st fiend
Of hell would not in reputation change :

Thou art the damned doorkeeper to every
Coistrel that comes inquiring for his Tib

;

To the choleric fisting of every rogue
Thy ear is liable ; thy food is such
As hath been belch’d on by infedled lungs. 179
Boult. What would you have me do ? go to

the wars, would you? where a man may serve
seven years for the loss of a leg, and have not
money enough in the end to buy him a wooden
one?
Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty

Old receptacles, or common shores, of filth

;

Serve by indenture to the common hangman

:

Any of these ways are yet better than this;
For what thou professest, a baboon, could he

speak,
Would own a name too dear. O, that the gods
Would safety deliver me from this place 1 191
Here, here’s gold for thee.
If that thy master would gain by me,
Proclaim that 1 can sing, weave, sew, and dance,
With other virtues, which I ’ll keep from boast

;

And I will undertake all these to teach.
I doubt not but this populous city will
Yield many scholars.

Boult. But can you teach all this you speak of?Mar. ’Prove that I cannot, take me home again,
And prostitute me to the basest groom 201
That doth frequent your house.

Boult. Well, I will see what I can do for thee :

if I can place thee, I will.

Mar. But amongst honest women.
Boult. ’Faith, my acquaintance lies little

amongst them. But since my master and mis-
tress have bought you, there’s no going but by
their consent: therefore I will make them ac-
quainted with your purpose, and I doubt not but
1 shall find them tradlable enough. Come, I’ll

io for thee what I can ; come your ways.
[Exeunt.

ACT V.

Enter Gower.
Gow. Marina thus the brothel ’scapes, and

chances
nto an honest house, our story says.
>he sings like one immortal, and she dances
Vs goddess-like to her admired lays

;

)eep clerks she dumbs ; and with her neeld com-
poses

'Nature’s own shape, ofbud, bird, branch, or berry,
.’hateven her art sisters the natural roses ;

ler inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry

;

’hat pupils lacks she none of noble race,

Who pour their bounty on her ; and her gain 10
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place :

And to her father turn our thoughts again,
Where we left him, on the sea. We there him

lost;

Whence, driven before the winds, he is arrived
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast
Suppose him now at anchor. The city strived
God Neptune’s annual feast to keep : from whence
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies,
His banners sable, trirrtm’d with rich expense

;

And to him in his barge with fervour hies. 20
In your supposing once more put your sight
Of heavy Pericles ; think this his bark :

Where what is done in adtion, more, if might,
Shall be discover’d; please you, sit and hark.

[Exit.

Scene I. On board Pericles' ship , offMytilene.A close pavilion on deck
,
with a curtain before

it l Pericles within it
,
reclined on a couch.

.A barge lying beside the Tyrian vessel.

Enter trvn Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian
vessel

,
the other to the barge; to them Heli-

canus.

Tyr. Sail. [To the Sailor of Mytilene\
Where is lord Helicanus? he can resolve you.

O, here he is.

Sir, there ’s a barge put off from Mytilene,
And in it is Lysimachus the governor,
Who craves to come aboard. What is your will?Hel. That he have his. Call up. some gentle-

men.
Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord calls.

Enter two or three Gentlemen.
First Gent. Doth your lordship call?Hel. Gentlemen, there’s some of worth would

come aboard

;

I pray ye, greet them fairly. IO
[ The Gentlemen and the two Sailors descend,

andgo on board the barge.

Enter, from thence
, Lysimachus and Lords;

with the Gentlemen and the two Sailors.

Tyr. Sail. Sir,

This is the man that can, in aught you would,
Resolve you
Lys. Hail, reverend sir! the gods preserve

you

!

Hel. And you, sir, to outlive the age I am,
And die as I would do.
Lys. You wish me well.

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune’s triumphs,
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us,
I made to it, to know of whence you are.
Hel. First, what is your place? • 2o
Lys. I am the governor of this place you lie

before.

Hel. Sir,

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king;
A man who for this three months hath not spoken
10 any one, nor taken sustenance
But to prorogue his grief.
Lys. Upon what ground is his distemperature ?Hel. ’Twould be too tedious to repeat

;

But the main grief springs from the loss
Of a beloved daughter and a wife. 30

63—

2



Lys. May we not see him ?

Hel. You may

;

But bootless is your sight : he will not speak

To any.
Lys. Yet let me obtain my wish,

Hel. Behold him. {Pericles discovered.] This

was a goodly person,

Till the disaster that, one mortal night,

Drove him to this.

Lys. Sir king, all hail ! the gods preserve you

!

Hail, royal sir ! 4°

Hel. It is in vain ; he will not speak to you.

First Lord. Sir,

We have a maid in Mytilene, I durst wager,

Would win some words of him.

Lys. ’Tis wall bethought.

She questionless with her sweet harmony
And other chosen attractions, would allure,

And make a battery through his deafen’d parts,

Which now are midway stopp’d

:

She is all happy as the fairest of all,

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon 50

The leafy shelter that abuts against

The island’s side.

{Whispers a Lord
,
who goes offin the

barge ofLysimachus.

Hel. Sure, all’s effectless; yet nothing we’ll

omit
That bears recovery’s name. But, since your

kindness
We have stretch’d thus far, let us beseech you

That for our gold we may provision have,

Wherein we are not destitute for want,

But weary for the staleness.

Lys. O, sir, a courtesy

Which if we should deny, the most just gods

For every graff would send a caterpillar,

And so afflict our province. Yet once more
Let me entreat to know at large the cause

Of your king’s sorrow.

Hel. Sit, sir, I will recount it to you

:

But, see, I am prevented.

Re-enter,from the barge, Lord, with Marina,
and a young Lady.

Lys. O, here is

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one !

Is’t not a goodly presence?

Hel. She’s a gallant lady.

Lys. She’s such a one, that, were 1 well

assured
Came of a gentle kind and noble stock,

I ’Id wish no better choice, and think me rarely

wed.
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 70

ExpecSt even here, where is a kingly patient

:

If that thy prosperous and artificial feat

Can draw him but to answer thee in aught,

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay
As thy desires can wish.

Mar. Sir, I will use

My utmost skill in his recovery,

Provided
That none but I and my companion maid
Be suffer’d to come near him.

Lys. Come, let us leave her

;

And the gods make her prosperous ! 80
{Marina sings.

Lys. Mark’d he your music?

60

-. No, nor look’d on us.

See, she will speak to him. '
-. Hail, sir ! my lord, lend ear.

Hum, ha!
**. I am a maid,

My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes,

But have been gazed on like a comet : she speaks.

My lord, that, may be, hath endured a grief

Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh’d.

Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 90
My derivation was from ancestors

Who stood equivalent with mighty kings

;

But time hath rooted out my parentage,

And to the world and awkward casualties

Bound me in servitude. {A side] I will desist;

But there is something glows upon my cheek,

And whispers in mine ear ‘ Go not till he speak.’

Per. My fortunes—parentage—good parent-

age—
To equal mine !—was it not thus? what say you
Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my

parentage, ioo

You would not do me violence.

Per. I do think so. Pray you, turn your eyes

upon me.
You are like something that— What country-

woman?
Here of these shores?
Mar. No, nor of any shores

:

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am
No other than I appear.

Per. I am great with woe, and shall deliver

weeping.
My dearest wife was like this maid, and such

a one
My daughter might have been: my queen’s

square brows;
Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight ; nc
As silver-voiced ; her eyes as jewel-like

And cased as richly ;
in pace another Juno

;

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them
hungry, I

The more she gives them speech. Where do

you live?

Mar. Where I am but a stranger : from the

deck
You may discern the place.

Per. Where were you bred!

And how achieved you these endowments, which

You make more rich to owe?
Mar. If I should tell my history, it would]

seem
Like lies disdain’d in the reporting.

Per. Prithee, speak : 12a

Falseness cannot come from thee; for thou

look’st

Modest as Justice, and thou seem’st a palace. ’

j

For the crown’d Truth to dwell in : I will believe

thee,

And make my senses credit thy relation ]

J
To points that seem impossible ;

for thou look’st^

Like one I loved indeed. What were thy friends?

Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back-*

Which was when I perceived thee—that thou

earnest

From good descending?
Mar. So indeed I did.

. j
Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou

said’st J3C
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.

997

Thou hadst been toss’d from wrong to injury,
And that thou thought’st thy griefs might equal

mine,
If both were open’d.
Mar. Some such thing

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts
Did warrant me was likely.
Per.

_
Tell thy story

;

If thine consider’d prove the thousandth part
Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I
Have suffer’d like a girl: yet thou dost look
Like Patience gazing on kings’ graves, and

smiling
Extremity out of a&. What were thy friends? 140
How lost thou them? Thy name, my most kind

virgin ?

Recount, I do beseech thee : come, sit by me.
Mar. My name is Marina.

a
^

-l .
O, I am mock’d,

And thou by some incensed god sent hither
To make the world to laugh at me.
Mar. Patience, good sir,

Or here I ’ll cease.
Per.. Nay, I ’ll be patient.

Thou little know’st how thou dost startle me.
To call thyself Marina.
Mar. The name

Was given me by one that had some power, ft

o

My father, and a king.
Per'• How ! a king’s daughter ?

&nd call’d Marina?
Mar. You said you would believe me ;

But, not to be a troubler of your peace,
f will end here.
Per. But are you flesh and blood?

Have you a working pulse? and are no fairy?
Motion! Well; speak on. Where were you

born?
\nd wherefore call’d Marina?

i

Mar. Call’d Marina
f or I was born at sea.

Per• At sea! what mother?Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king

;

;

Yho died the minute I was born, 160
\s my good nurse Lychorida hath oft
Deliver’d weeping.
Per. O, stop there a little !

Aside] This is the rarest dream that e’er dull
sleep

Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be

:

Ay daughter’s buried. Well: where were you
bred ?

’ll hear you more, to the bottom of your story,
ind never interrupt you.
Mar. You scorn: believe me, ’twere best I

did give o’er.

Per. I will believe you by the syllable
)fwhat you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave : 170
low came you in these parts? where were you

bred?
Mar. The king my father did in Tarsus leave

me

;

'ill cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife,
)id seek to murder me: and having woo’d
v. villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do’t,
l crew of pirates came and rescued me

;

’fought me to Mytilene. But, good sir,
/hither will you have me? Why do you weep?

It may be,

You think me an impostor : no, good faith
;

I am the daughter to King Pericles, 180
If good King Pericles be.
Per. Ho, Helicanus!
Hel. Calls my lord?
Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor.

Most wise in general : tell me, if thou canst,
What this maid is, or what is like to be.
That thus hath made me weep?
Hel. I know not; but

Here is the regent, sir, of Mytilene
Speaks nobly of her.
Pys- She would never tell

Her parentage
; being demanded that, 190

She would sit still and weep.
Per. O Helicanus, strike me, honour’d sir

;

Give me a gash, put me to present pain
;

Lest this great sea ofjoys rushing upon me
O’erbear the shores of my mortality,
And drown me with their sweetness. O, come

hither,

Thou that beget’st him that did thee beget

;

Thou that wast born at sea, buried at Tarsus, -

And found at sea again ! O Helicanus,
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as

a t
lou

? 1
200

As thunder threatens us : this is Marina.
What was thy mother’s name ? tell me but that,
For truth can never be confirm’d enough.
Though doubts did ever sleep.
Mar. First, sir, I pray,

What is your title ?

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me nowMy drown’d queen’s name, as in the rest you
said

Thou hast been godlike perfect,
fThe heir of kingdoms and another like
To Pericles thy father. 2io
Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter than

To say my mother’s name was Thaisa?
Thaisa was my mother, who did end
The minute I began.
Per. Now, blessing on thee! rise; thou art

my child.

Give me fresh garments. Mine own, Helicanus

;

She is not dead at Tarsus, as she should have
been,

By savage Cleon : she shall tell thee all

;

When thou shalt kneel, and justify in knowledge
She is thy very princess. Who is this? 220
Hel. Sir, ’tis the governor of Mytilene,

Who, hearing of your melancholy state,
Did come to see you.
Per. I embrace you.

Give me my robes. I am wild in my be-
holding.

O heavens bless my girl! But, hark, what
music?

Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him
O’er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt.
How sure you are my daughter. But, what

music ?

Hel. My lord, I hear none.
Per. None

! 2,0
The music of the spheres ! List, my Marina.
Lys. It is not good to cross him; give him

way.
Per. Rarest sounds ! Do ye not hear?
PySt My lord, I hear. [Music,



Per. Most heavenly music !

It nips me unto listening, and thick slumber

Hangs upon mine eyes : let me rest. [Sleeps

.

Lys. A pillow for his head

:

So, leave him all. Well, my companion friends.

If this but answer to my just belief,

I ’ll well remember you.
#

24°

[.Exeunt all but Pericles.

Diana appears to Pericles as in a vision.

Scene III. The temple of Diana at Ephesus ;

'

Thaisa standing near the altar
,

as high

priestess ; a number of Virgins on each side

;

Cerimon and other Inhabitants of Ephesus

attending.

Enter Pericles, with his train; Lysimachus,
Helicanus, Marina, and a Lady.

Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus : hie thee

thither,

And do upon mine altar sacrifice.

There, when my maiden priests are met together,

Before the people all,

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife

:

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter’s, call

And give them repetition to the life.

Or perform my bidding, or thou livest in woe ;

Do it, and happy ;
by my silver bow !

Awake, and tell thv dream. [.Disappears

.

250

Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine,

I will obey thee. Helicanus !

Per. Hail, Dian! to perform thy just com-

mand,

Re-enter Helicanus, Lysimachus, and
Marina.

Hel. Sir?

Per. My purpose was for Tarsus, there to

strike

The inhospitable Cleon ;
but I am

For other service first: toward Ephesus

Turn our blown sails ;
eftsoons I ’ll tell thee why.

[To Lysimachus\ Shall we refresh us, sir, upon

your shore,

And give you gold for such provision

As our intents will need?

Lys. Sir,
,

260

With all my heart ; and, when you come ashore,

I have another suit.

per% You shall prevail,

Were it to woo my daughter ;
for it seems

You have been noble towards her.

Eys. Sir, lend me your arm.

Per. Come, my Marina. [Exeunt.

Scene II. Enter Gower, before the temple of
Diana at Ephesus.

Gow. Now our sands are almost run

:

More a little, and then dumb.
This, my last boon, give me,

For such kindness must relieve me,

That you aptly will suppose 270

What pageantry, what feats, what shows,

What minstrelsy, and pretty din,

The< regent made in Mytilene

To greet the king. So he thrived,

That he is promised to be wived

To fair Marina ; but in no wise

Till he had done his sacrifice.

As Dian bade : whereto being bound,

The interim, pray you, all confound.

In feather’d briefness sails are fill’d, 280

And wishes fall out as they’re will’d.

At Ephesus, the temple see,

Our king and all his company.
That he can hither come so soon,

Is by your fancy’s thankful doom. [Exit.

I here confess myself the king of Tyre

;

Who, frighted from my country, did wed
At Pentapolis the fair Thaisa.

At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth

A maid-child call’d Marina; who, O goddess,

Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tarsus

Was nursed with Cleon ;
who at fourteen years

He sought to murder : but her better stars

Brought her to Mytilene ;
’gainst whose shore 10

Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us,

Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she

Made known herself my daughter.

Thai. Voice and favour!

Y014 are, you are—G royal Pericles !
[Faints.

Per. What means the nun ? she dies ! help,

gentlemen

!

Cer. Noble sir,

1 f you have told Diana’s altar true,

This is your wife.

Per. Reverend appearer, no

;

1 threw her overboard with these very arms.

Cer. Upon this coast, I warrant you.

perm ’Tis most certain. 20

Cer. Look to the lady; O, she’s but o’erjoy’d.

Early in blustering mom this lady was

Thrown upon this shore. I oped the coffin,

Found there rich jewels; recover’d her, and

placed her
Here in Diana’s temple.

per% May we see them?

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to

my house,

Whither I invite you. Look, Thaisa is

Recovered.
Thai. O, let me look !

If he be none of mine, my sandlity

Will to my sense bend no licentious ear, 3d

But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my lord,

Are vou not Pericles? Like him you spake,

Like him you are : did you ngt name a tempest,

A birth, and death?
pgTm The voice of dead 1 haisa

!

Thai. That Thaisa am 1 ,
supposed dead .

And drown’d.
Per. Immortal Dian

!

Thai. Now I know you better.

When we with tears parted Pentapolis,

The king my father gave you such a ring. ,

[Shows a ring.

Per. This, this: no more, you gods! your

present kindness

Makes my past miseries sports : you shall do well,

That on the touching of her lips I may
Melt and no more be seen. O, come, be buried

A second time within these arms.

Mar. My heart

Leaps to be gone into my mother s bosom.
;

[Kneels to Thaisa.
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Pgr. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of thy
flesh, Thaisa;

Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina
For she was yielded there.

Thai. Blest, and mine own !

Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen !

Thai. I know you not.

Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly

from Tyre, 50
I left behind an ancient substitute :

Can you remember what I call’d the man?
I have named him oft.

Thai. ’Twas Helicanus then.

Per. Still confirmation

:

Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he.

Now do I long to hear how you were found ;

How possibly preserved; and who to thank,
Besides the gods, for this great miracle.

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man,
Through whom the gods have shown their power

;

that can 60
From first to last resolve you.
Per. Reverend sir,

The gods can have no mortal officer

More like a god than you. Will you deliver

How this dead queen re-lives?

Cer. I will, my lord.

Beseech you, first go with me to my house,
Where shall be shown you all was found with her ;

How she came placed here in the temple ;

No needful thing omitted.
Per. Pure Dian, bless thee for thy vision ! I

Will offer night-oblations to thee. Thaisa, 70
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter,
Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now,
This ornament
Makes me look dismal will I clip to form ;

And what this fourteen years no razor touch’d,
To grace thy marriage-day, I’ll beautify.

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good
credit, sir,

My father’s dead.
Per. Heavens ipake a star of him ! Yet there,

my queen,
We’ll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 80
Will in that kingdom spend our following days

:

Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign.
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay
To hear the rest untold : sir, lead’s the way.

[Exeunt.

E7iier Gower.

Gow. In Antiochus and his daughter you
have heard

Of monstrous lust the due and just reward

:

In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen,
Although assail’d with fortune fierce and keen,
Virtue preserved from fell destruction’s blast,

Led on by heaven, and crown’d withjoy at last

;

In Helicanus may you well descry 9 1

A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty

:

In reverend Cerimon there well appears
The worth that learned charity aye wears

:

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour’d

name
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn,
That him and his they in his palace burn

;

The gods for murder seemed so content
To punish them ; although not done, but meant.
So, on your patience evermore attending, 100
New joy waiton you ! Here our play has ending.

LExit.
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4 Vilia miretur vulgus ;

mihi flavus Apollo

Pocula Castalia plena ministret aqua.’

TO THE

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY,

EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICHFIELD.

Right Honourable,

I know not how I shall offend in dedicating my unpolished lines to your lordship,

nor how the world will censure me for choosing so strong a prop to support so weak a burden:

only, if your honour seem but pleased, I account myself highly praised, and vow to take advantage

of all idle hours, till I have honoured you with some graver labour. But if the first heir of my
invention prove deformed, I shall be sorry it had so noble a god-father, and never after ear so

barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad a harvest. I leave it to your honourable survey,

and your honour to your heart’s content ;
which I wish may always answer your own wish and

the world’s hopeful expectation.

Your honour’s in all duty,

William Shakespeare.

Even as the sun with purple-colour’d face

Had ta’en his last leave of the weeping morn,

Rose-cheek’d Adonis hied him to the chase

;

Hunting he loved, but love he laugh’d to scorn ;

Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him,

And like a bold-faced suitor ’gins to woo him.

* Thrice-fairer than myself,’ thus she began,
4 The field’s chief flower, sweet above compare,

Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man.

More white and red than doves or roses are ; io

Nature that made thee, with herself at strife,

Saith that the world hath ending with thy life.

4 Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed,

And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow

;

If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed
A thousand honey secrets shalt thou know :

_

Here come and sit, where never serpent hisses,

And being set, I ’ll smother thee with kisses

;

4 And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed satiety,

But rather famish them amid their plenty, 20

Making them red and pale with fresh variety,

Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty

:

A summer’s day will seem an hour but short,

Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport.’

With this she seizeth on his sweating palm,

The precedent ofpith and livelihood,

And trembling in her passion, calls it balm,

j

Earth’s sovereign salve to do a goddess good

:

I Being so enraged, desire doth lend, her force

I Courageously to pluck him from his horse. 30

! Over one arm the lusty courser’s rein,

I Under her other was the tender boy,

Who blush’d and pouted in a dull disdain.

With leaden appetite, unapt to toy:

She red and hot as coals of glowing fire.

He red for shame, but frosty in desire.

The studded bridle on a ragged bough.
Nimbly she fastens O, how quick is love !

—

The steed is stalled up, and even now
To tie the rider she begins to prove

: 40
Backward she push’d him, as she would be

thrust,

And govern’d him in strength, though not in lust.

So soon was she along as he was down,
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips

:

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown,

And ’gins to chide, but soon she stops his lips

;

And kissing speaks, with lustful language

broken,
4 If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never open/

He burns with bashful shame : she with her tears

Doth quench the maiden burning of his cheeks

;

Then with her windy sighs and golden hairs 51

To fan and blow them dry again she seeks

:

He saith she is immodest, blames her ’miss

;

What follows more she murders with a kiss.

Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast,

Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh and bone,

Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste.

Till either gorge be stuff’d or prey be gone

;

Even so she kissed his brow, his cheek, his chin,

And where she ends she doth anew begin. 60

Forced to content, but never to obey,

Panting he lies and breatheth in her face

;
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She feedeth on the steam as on a prey,
And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace

;

Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers,
So they were dew’d with such distilling showers.

Look, how a bird lies tangled in a net,
So fasten’d in her arms Adonis lies

;

Pure shame and awed resistance made him fret,

Which bred more beauty in his angry eyes
: 70

Rain added to a river that is rank
Perforce will force it overflow the bank.

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats,
For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale

;

Still is he sullen, still he lours, and frets,

’Twixt crimson shame and anger ashy-pale :

Being red, she loves him best ; and being white.
Her best is better’d with a more delight.

Look how he can, she cannot choose but love ;

And by her fair immortal hand she swears, 80
From his soft bosom never to remove,
Till he take truce with her contending tears,

Which long have rain’d, making her cheeks all

wet;
And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless

debt

Upon this promise did he raise his chin,
Like a dive-dapper peering through a wave,
Who, being look’d on, ducks as quickly in

;

So offers he to give what she did crave

;

But when her lips were ready for his pay.
He winks, and turns his lips another way. 90

Never did passenger in summer’s heat
More thirst for drink than she for this good turn.
Her help she sees, but help she cannot get

;

She bathes in water, yet her fire must burn

:

‘O, pity,”gan she cry, ‘flint-hearted boy!
’Tis but a kiss I beg; why art thou coy?

* I have been woo’d, as I entreat thee now.
Even by the stern and direful god of war,
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne’er did bow,
Who conquers where he comes in every jar ; 100
Yet hath he been my captive and my slave,

And begg’d for that which thou unask’d shalt

have.

‘Over my altars hath he hung his lance,

His batter’d shield, his uncontrolled crest,

A.nd for my sake hath learn’d to sport and dance,
To toy, to wanton, dally, smile and jest,

Scorning his churlish drum and ensign red,

Making my arms his field, his tent my bed.

‘ Thus he that overruled I oversway’d,
Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain : no
Strong-tempered steel his stronger strength

obey’d,
iTet was he servile to my coy disdain.

O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy might,
For mastering her that foil’d the god of fight

!

Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine,

—

Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red

—

The kiss shall be thine own as well as mine.
Yhat seest thou in the ground ? hold up thy head

:

Look in mine eye-balls, there thy beauty lies

;

Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes?

‘Art thou ashamed to kiss? then wink again, 121
And I will wink ; so shall the day seem night

;

Love keeps his revels where there are but twain

;

Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight :

These blue-vein’d violets whereon we lean
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean.

‘ The tender spring upon thy tempting lip

Shows thee unripe
; yet mayst thou well be tasted :

Make use of time, let not advantage slip
;

Beauty within itself should not be wasted : 130
Fair flowers that are not gather’d in their prime
Rot and consume themselves in little time.

* Were I hard-favour’d, foul, or wrinkled-old.
Ill-nurtured, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice,
O’erworn, despised, rheumatic and cold,
Thick-sighted, barren, lean and lacking juice,
Then mightst thou pause, for then I were not for

thee

;

But having no defedls, why dost abhor me ?

‘ Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow

;

Mine eyes are gray and bright and quick in
turning;

.
140

My beauty as the spring doth yearly grow,
My flesh is soft and plump, my marrow burning

;

My smooth moist hand, were it with thy hand
felt,

Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt.

‘ Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear,
Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green,
Or, like a nymph, with long dishevell’d hair,
Dance on the sands, and yet no footing seen

;

Love is a spirit all compadt of fire,

Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire. 150

‘ Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie

;

These forceless flowers like sturdy trees support
me

;

Two strengthless doves will draw me through the
sky,

From morn till night, even where I list to sport me

;

Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto thee?

‘ Is thine own heart to thine own face affedled?
Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left?
Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejedted,
Steal thine own freedom and complain on theft.
Narcissus so himself himself forsook, 161
And died to kiss his shadow in the brook.

‘ Torches are made to light, jewels to wear,
Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use,
Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear;
Things growing to themselves are growth’s abuse

;

Seeds spring from seeds and beauty breedeth
beauty

;

Thou wast begot ; to get it is thy duty.

‘Upon the earth’s increase why shouldst thou feed,
Unless the earth with thy increase be fed? 170
By law of nature thou art bound to breed,
That thine may live when thou thyself art dead;
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And so, in spite of death, thou dost survive,

In that thy likeness still is left alive.’

By this the love-sick queen began to sweat,

For where they lay the shadow had forsook them,

And Titan, tired in the mid-day heat,

With burning eye did hotly overlook them ;

Wishing Adonis had his team to guide,

So he were like him and by Venus’ side. 180

And now Adonis, with a lazy spright,

And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye,

His louring brows o’erwhelming his fair sight,

Like misty vapours when they blot the sky,

Souring his cheeks cries ‘ Fie, no more of love !

The sun doth burn my face ; I must remove.’

‘Ay me,’ quoth Venus, ‘young, and so unkind?

What bare excuses makest thou to be gone !

I ’ll sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind

Shall cool the heat of this descending sun : 190

I ’ll make a shadow for thee of my hairs

;

If they burn too, I ’ll quench them withmy tears.

‘The sun that shines from heaven shines butwarm,

And, lo, I lie between that sun and thee

:

The heat I have from thence doth little harm,

Thine eye darts forth the fire that burneth me

;

And were I not immortal, life were done

Between this heavenly and earthly sun.

‘Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel,

Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain relenteth ?

Art thou a woman’s son, and canst not feel 200

What ’tis to love ? how want of love tormenteth ?

O, had thy mother borrie so hard a mind,

She had not brought forth thee, but died unkind.

‘What am I, that thou shouldst contemn me this ?

Or what great danger dwells upon my suit?

What were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss?

Speak, fair; but speak fair words, or else be mute:

Give me one kiss, I’ll give it thee again, 209

And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain.

‘ Fie, lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone,

Well-painted idol, image dull and dead,

Statue contenting but the eye alone,

Thing like a man, but of no woman bred

!

Thou art no man, though ofa man’s complexion.

For men will kiss even by their own direction/

This said, impatience chokes her pleading tongue,

And swelling passion doth provoke a pause

;

Red cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong

;

Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause

:

And now she weeps, and now she fain would

speak, 221

And now her sobs do her intendments break.

Sometimes she shakes her head and then his hand,

Now gazeth she on him, now on the ground ;

Sometimes her arms infold him like a band

:

She would, he will not in her arms be bound

;

And when from thence he struggles to be gone,

She locks her lily fingers one in one.

‘Fondling,’she saith, ‘sincel havehemm’d thee here

Within the circuit of this ivory pale, 230

I ’ll be a park, and thou shalt be my deer

;

Feed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale

:

Graze on my lips; and if those hills be dry.

Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie.

‘ Within this limit is relief enough,

Sweet bottom-grass and high delightful plain,

Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough,

To shelter thee from tempest and from rain

:

Then be my deer, since I am such a park ; 239

No dog shallrouse thee, thoughathousandbark.’

At this Adonis smiles as in disdain,

That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple :

Love made those hollows, if himself were slain,

He might be buried in a tomb so simple

;

Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie,

Why, there Love lived and there he could not die.

These lovely caves, these round enchanting pits, 1

Open’d their mouths to swallow Venus’ liking,
4

Being mad before, how doth she now for wits ?

Struck dead at first, what needs a second striking?

Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn.

To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn

!

Now which way shall she turn? what shall she

say ? \

Her words are done, her woes the more increasing;

The time is spent, her objedt will away,

And from her twining arms doth urge releasing.

‘ Pity,’ she cries, ‘ some favour, some remorse !

Away he springs and hasteth to his horse.

But, lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by,

A breeding jennet, lusty, young and proud, 260

Adonis’ trampling courser doth espy,

And forth she rushes, snorts and neighs aloud

:

The strong-ncck’d steed, being tied unto a tree,

Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he.

Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds,

And now his woven girths he breaks asunder ;

•

The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds,

Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven’s

thunder

;

The iron bit he crusheth ’tween his teeth,

Controlling what he was controlled with. 270

His ears up-prick’d ; his braided hanging mane
Upon his compass’d crest now stand on end;

His nostrils drink the air, and forth again.

As from a furnace, vapours doth he send

:

His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire.

Shows his hot courage and his high desire.

Sometime he trots, as ifhe told the steps.

With gentle majesty and modest pride

;

Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps,
. .

1

As who should say ‘ Lo, thus my strength is tried,

And this I do to captivate the eye 281

Of the fair breeder that is standing by.*

What recketh he his rider’s angry stir.

His flattering ‘ Holla,’ or his ‘ Stand, I say ’?

What cares he now for curb or pricking spur?

For rich caparisons or trapping gay?
He sees his love, and nothing else he sees,

For nothing else with his proud sight agrees.
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Look, when a painter would surpass the life.

In limning out a well-proportion’d steed, 290
His art with nature’s workmanship at strife.

As if the dead the living should exceed

;

So did this horse excel a common one
In shape, in courage, colour-, pace and bone.

Round-hoof’d, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and
long,

Broad breast, full eye, s^iall head and nostril wide,
High crest, short eax*s, straight legs and passing

strong,
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide :

Look, what a horse should have he did not lack,

Save a proud rider on so proud a back. 300

Sometime he scuds far off and there he stares ;

Anon he starts at stirring of a feather

;

To bid the wind a base he now prepares,
And whether he run or fly theyknow not whether ;

For through his mane and tail the high wind
sings,

Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather’d
wings.

He looks upon his love and neighs unto her

;

She answers him as if she knew his mind

:

Bejng proud, as females are, to see him woo her,
She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind,
Spurns at his love and scorns the heat he feels,

Beating his kind embracements with her heels.

Then, like a melancholy malcontent,
He veils his tail that, like a falling plume,
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent

:

He stamps and bites the poor flies in his fume.
His love, perceiving how he is enraged,
Grew kinder, and his fury was assuaged.

His testy master goeth about to take him

;

When, lo, the unback’d breeder, full of fear, 320
Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake him,
With her the horse, and left Adonis there :

As they were mad, unto the wood they hie them,
Out-stripping crows that strive to over-fly them.

All swoln with chafing, down Adonis sits,

Banning his boisterous and unruly beast

:

And now the happy season once more fits,

That love-sick Love by pleading may be blest

;

For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong
When it is barr’d the aidance of the tongue. 330

An oven that is stopp’d, or river stay’d,

Burneth more hotly, swelleth with more rage

:

So of concealed sorrow may be said

;

Free vent of words love’s fire doth assuage :

But when the heart’s attorney once is mute,
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit.

He sees her coming, and begins to glow.
Even as a dying coal revives with wind,
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow

;

Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind, 340
Taking no notice that she is so nigh,

For all askance he holds her in his eye.

O f what a sight it was, wistly to view
How she came stealing to the wayward boy

!

To note the fighting conflict of her hue.
How white and red each other did destroy !

But now her cheek was paie, and by and by
It flash’d forth fire, as lightning from the sky.

Now was she just beiore him as*he sat,

And like a lowly lover down she kneels; 350
With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat,
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels :

H is tenderer cheek receives her soft hand’s print,

As apt as new-fall’n snow takes any dint.

O, what a war of looks was then between them

!

Her eyes petitioners to his eyes suing;
His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them ;

Her eyes woo’d still, his eyes disdain’d the wooing

:

And all this dumb play had his a<5ts made plain
With tea.-s, which, chorus-like, her eyes did

rain.

Full gently now she takes him by the hand, 361
A lily prison’d in a gaol of snow,
Or ivory in an alabaster band ;

So white a friend engirts so white a foe :

This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling,
Show’d like two silver doves that sit a-billing.

Once more the engine of her thoughts began;
‘ O fairest mover on this mortal round,
Would thou wert as I am, and I a man, 369My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my wound

;

For one sweet look thy help I would assure thee.
Though nothing but my body’s bane would cure

thee.’

‘ Give me my hand,’ saith he, ‘ why dost thou feel
it?’

‘ Give me my heart,’ saith she, ‘and thou shalt have
it

;

O, give it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it,

And being steel’d, soft sighs can never grave it

:

Then love’s deep groans I never shall regard,
Because Adonis’ heart hath made mine hard.’

‘ For shame, ’ he cries, ‘let go, and let me go ;My day’s delight is past, my horse is gone, 380
And ’tis your fault I am bereft him so

:

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone ;

For all my mind, my thought, my busy care.
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare.’

Thus she replies ; ‘Thy palfrey, as he should,
Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire

:

Affedtion is a coal that must he cool’d

;

Else, suffer’d, it will set the heart on fire

:

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none

;

Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone.

‘ How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree, 391
Servilely master’d with a leathern rein !

But when he saw his love, his youth’s fair fee,
He held such petty bondage in disdain

;

Throwing the base thong from his bending crest,

Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast.

‘Who sees his true-love in her naked bed,
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white.
But, when his glutton eye so full hath fed,
His other agents aim at like delight? 400
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Who is so faint, that dare not be so bold

To touch the fire, the weather being cold?

* Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy ;

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee.

To take' advantage on presented joy

;

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings teach
thee

:

O, learn to love ; the lesson is but plain,

And once made perfedt, never lost again.’

‘ I know not love,’ quoth he, ‘ nor will not know it,

Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it; 410
’Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it

;

My love to love is love but to disgrace it

;

Lor I have heard it is a life in death,
That laughsand weeps, and all but with a breath.

'Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish’d

Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth?

If springing things be any jot diminish’d,

They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth

:

The colt that’s back’d and burden’d being young
Loseth his pride and never waxeth strong. 420

‘ You hurt my hand with wringing ; let us part,

And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat

:

Remove your siege from my unyielding heart

;

To love’s alarms it will not ope the gate

:

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your
flattery

;

Forwhere a heart is hard they make no battery.’

'What ! canst thou talk ?’ quoth she, ‘hast thou a
tongue ?

O, would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing !

Thy mermaid’s voice hath done me double wrong

;

I had my load before, now press’d with bearing:
Melodious discord, heavenly tune harsh-sound-

ing, 43*
Ear’s deep-sweet music, and heart’s deep-sore

wounding.

‘ Had I no eyes but ears, my ears would love

That inward beauty and invisible

;

j

Or were I deaf, thy outward parts would move
Each part in me that were but sensible :

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see,

Yet should I be in love by touching thee.

‘ Say, that the sense of feeling were bereft me,

|

And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch, 440
And nothing but the very smell were left me,

ij
Yet would my love to thee be still as much

;

For from the stillitory of thy face excelling

Comes breath perfumed that breedeth love by
smelling.

‘ But, O, what banquet wert thou to the taste,

Being nurse and feeder of the other four

!

Would they not wish the feast might ever last.

And bid Suspicion double-lock the door,

Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest, 449
Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast?’

Once more the ruby-colour’d portal open’d,

Which to his speech did honey passage yield ;

Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken’d

Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field,

Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds,

Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to herds.

This ill presage advisedly she marketh

:

Even as the wind is hush’d before it raineth,

Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh,

Or as the berry breaks before it staineth, 460
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun,
His meaning struck her ere his words begun.

And at his look she flatly falleth down,
For looks kill love and love by looks reviveth

;

A smile recures the wounding of a frown

;

But blessed bankrupt, that by love so thriveth!

The silly boy, believing she is dead,
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red

;

And all amazed brake off his late intent,

For sharply he did think to reprehend her, 470
Which cunning love did wittily prevent

:

Fair fall the wit that can so well defend her

!

For on the grass she lies as she were slain,

Till his breath breatheth life in her again.

He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the cheeks.

He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard.

He chafes her lips ; a thousand ways he seeks

To mend the hurt that his unkindness marr’d;

He kisses her; and she, by her good will,

Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 480

The night of sorrow now is turn’d to day

:

Her two blue windows faintly she up-heaveth,

Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array

He cheers the morn and all the earth relieveth ;

And as the bright sun glorifies the sky.

So is her face illumined with her eye ;

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix’d,

As if from thence they borrow’d all their shine.

Were never four such lamps together mix’d,

Had not his clouded with his brow’s repine
; 490

But hers, which through the crystal tears gave
light,

Shone like the moon in water seen by night.

‘ O, where am I ?’ quoth she, ‘in earth or heaven.

Or in the ocean drench’d, or in the fire ?

What hour is this? or morn or weary even?
Do I delight to die, or life desire?

But now I' lived, and life was death’s annoy;
But now I died, and death was lively joy.

‘ O, thou didst kill me : kill me once again
: 499

Thy eyes’ shrewd tutor, that hard heart of thine,

Hath taught them scornful tricks and such disdain

That they have murder’d this poor heart of mine;
And these mine eyes, true leaders to their queen,

|

But for thy piteous lips no more had seen.

‘ Long may they kiss each other, for this cure ! L
O, never let their crimson liveries wear

!

And as they last, their verdure still endure,

To drive infection from the dangerous year

!

That the star-gazers, having writ on death, 509

May say, the plague is banish’d by thy breath.

‘ Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips imprinted,

What bargains may I make, still to be sealing?
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To sell myself I can be well contented,
So thou wilt buy and pay and use good dealing

;

Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips
Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips.

*A thousand kisses buys my heart from me ;And pay them at thy leisure, one by one.
What is ten hundred touches unto thee?
Are they not quickly told and quickly gone? 520

Say, for non-payment that the debt should
double,

Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble Y
‘ Fair queen,’ quoth he, ‘if any love you owe me.
Measure my strangeness with my unripe years

:

Before I know myself, seek not to know me

;

No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears :

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast,
Or being early pluck’d is sour to taste.

* Look, the world’s comforter, with weary gait,
His day’s hot task hath ended in the west

; 530
The owl, night’s herald, shrieks, “’Tis very late;”
The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest,
And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven’s light
Do summon us to part and bid good night.

‘ Now let me say “Good night,” and so say you

;

If you will say so, you shall have a kiss.’
‘ Good night,’ quoth she, and, ere he says ‘Adieu,’
The honey fee of parting tender’d is

;

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace

;

Incorporate then they seem; face grows to
face. 540

Till, breathless, he disjoin’d, and backward drew
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth,
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew,
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth :

He with her plenty press’d, she faint with
dearth,

Their lips together glued, fall to the earth.

Now quick desire hath caught the yielding prey,
A.nd glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth

;

Her lips are conquerors, his lios obey,
Paying what ransom the insulter willeth

; 550
Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price so

high,
That she will draw his lips’ rich treasure dry :

\nd haying felt the sweetness of the spoil,
With blindfold fury she begins to forage ;

Ser face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil,
\nd careless lust stirs up a desperate courage

;

Planting oblivion, beating reason back,
Forgetting shame’s pure blush and honour’s

wrack.

riot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracing,
..ike a wild bird being tamed with too much

handling,
_ 56o

Ir as the fleet-foot roe that’s tired with chasing,
)r like the froward infant still’d with dandling,
He now obeys, and now no more resisteth,
While she takes all she can, not all she listeth.

What wax so frozen but dissolves with tempering,
vnd yields at last to every light impression ?

Things out of hope are compass’d oft with ventur-
ing,

Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds commission

;

Affection faints not like a pale-faced coward,
.But then woos best when most his choice is

froward. 570

When he did frown, O, had she then gave over,
Such nedtar from his lips she had not suck’d.
Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover;
What though the rose have prickles, yet ’tis

pluck’d

;

Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast.
Yet love breaks through and picks them all at

last.

For pity now she can no more detain him
;

The poor fool prays her that he may depart

:

She is resolved no longer to restrain him

;

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart, 580
The which, by Cupid’s bow she doth protest,
He carries thence incaged in his breast.

‘Sweet boy,’ she says, ‘this night I’ll waste in
sorrow,

For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch.
Pell me, Love’s master, shall we meet to-morrow?
Say, shall we ? shallwe ? wilt thou make the match ?’

•He tells her, no; to-morrow he intends
1 o hunt the boar with certain of his friends.

The boar !’ quoth she
; whereat a sudden pale,

Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose,
Usurps her cheek

; she trembles at his tale, 591And on his neck her yoking arms she throws :

She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck,
He on her belly falls, she on her back.

Now is she in the very lists of love.
Her champion mounted for the hot encounter:
All is imaginary she doth prove,
He will not manage her, although he mount her;
That worse than Tantalus’ is her annoy,
To clip Elysium and to lack her joy. 600

Even as poor birds, deceived with painted grapes,
Do surfeit by the eye and pine the maw,
Even so she languisheth in her mishaps,
As those poor birds that helpless berries saw.
The warm efietf:s which she in him finds missing
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing.

But all in vain
; good queen, it will not be

:

She hath assay’d as much as may be proved ;Her pleading hath deserved a greater fee ;

’

609
She ’s Love, she loves, and yet she is not loved.

‘ Fie, fie,’ he says, \you crush me; let me go;
You have no reason to withhold me so.’

‘ Thou hadst been gone,’ quoth she, ‘sweetboy, ere
this,

But that thou told’stme thou wouldsthunt the boar.
O^be.advised ! thou know’st not what it is
With javelin’s point a churlish swine to gore,
Whose tushes never sheathed he whetteth still,
Like to a mortal butcher bent to kill.

‘ On his bow-back he hath a battle set
Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes ; 620
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His eyes, like glow-worms, shine when he doth

fret;

His snout digs sepulchres where er he goes ;

Being moved, he strikes whate’er is in his way,

And whom he strikes his crooked tushes slay.

‘ His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm’d,

Are better proof than thy spear’s point can enter;

His short thick neck cannot be easily harm’d

;

Being ireful, on the lion he will venture

:

The thorny brambles and embracing bushes,

As fearful of him, part, through whom he rushes.

‘Alas, he nought esteems that face of thine, 631

To which Love’s eyes pay tributary gazes

;

Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips and crystal eyne,

Whose full perfection all the world amazes

;

But having thee atvantage,—wondrous dread !—

Would root these beauties as he roots the mead.

* O, let him keep his loathsome cabin still

;

j

Beauty hath nought to do with such foul fiends

:

i Come not within his danger by thy will
; .

639

They that thrive well take counsel of their friends.

When thou didst name the boar,not to dissemble,

I fear’d thy fortune, and my joints did tremble.

‘ Didst thou not mark my face ? was it not white?

Saw’st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye ?
•

Grew I not faint? and fell I not downright?

Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie.

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest,

But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my
breast.

‘ For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy

Doth call himself AffeCtion’s sentinel ; 650

Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny.

And in a peaceful hour doth cry “Kill, kill!”

Distempering gentle Love in his desire,

As air and water do abate the fire.

‘ This sour informer, this bate-breeding spy,

This canker that eats up Love’s tender spring,

This carry-tale, dissentious Jealousy,

That sometime true news, sometime false doth

bring,

Knocks at my heart and whispers in mine ear

That if I love thee, I thy death should fear : 660

* And more than so, presenteth to mine eye

The piCbure of an angry-chafing boar,

Under whose sharp fangs on his back doth lie

An image like thyself, all stain’d with gore

;

Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed

Doth make them droop with grief and hang the

head.

‘ What should I do, seeing thee so indeed,

That tremble at the imagination?

i
The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed,

And fear doth teach it divination : 670

I prophesy thy death, my living sorrow,

If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow.

‘ But if thou needs wilt hunt, be ruled by me

;

Uncouple at the timorous flying hare,

Or at the fox which lives by subtlety,

Or at the roe which no encounter dare

:

Pursue these fearful creatures o’er the downs,

And on thy well-breath’d horse keep with thy

hounds.

‘ And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare,

Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles

How he outruns the wind and with what care 68 j

He cranks and crosses with a thousand doubles

:

The many musets through the which he goes

Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes.

‘ Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep,

To make the cunning hounds mistake their smell,

And sometime where earth-delving conies keep,

To stop the loud pursuers in their yell,

And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer:

Danger deviseth shifts ; wit waits on fear : 690

‘ For there his smell with others being mingled,

The hot scent-snuffing hounds are driven to

doubt,
Ceasing their clamorous cry till they have singled

With much ado the cold fault cleanly out

;

Then do they spend their mouths : Echo replies,

As if another chase were in the skies.

‘ By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill,

Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear,

To hearken if his foes pursue him still

:

Anon their loud alarums he doth hear
;

700

And now his grief may be compared well

To one sore sick that hears the passing-bell.

‘ Then shalt thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch

Turn, and return, indenting with the way ;

Each envious brier his weary legs doth scratch,

Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur stay

:

For misery is trodden on by many,
And being low never relieved by any.

‘ Lie quietly, and hear a little more

;

Nay, do not struggle, for thou shalt not rise
:
710

To make thee hate the hunting of the boar,

Unlike myself thou hear’st me moralize,

Applying this to that, and so to so

;

For love can comment upon every woe.

‘ Where did I leave?’ ‘No matterwhere ;’ quoth he,

‘Leave me, and then the story aptly ends

:

The night is spent.’ ‘Why, what of that?’ quoth

she.
‘ I am,’ quoth he, ‘expedited of my friends;

And now ’tis dark, and going I shall fall.’

4 In night,’ quoth she, ‘ desire sees best of all. 720

‘ But if thou fall, O, then imagine this,

The earth, in love with thee, thy footing trips, -

And all is but to rob thee of a kiss.

Rich preys make true men thieves ;
so do thy lips

Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn,

Lest she should steal a kiss and die forsworn.

‘ Now of this dark night I perceive the reason:

Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine,

Till forging Nature be condemn’d of treason, 729!

For stealing moulds from heaven that were divine

;

Wherein she framed thee in high heaven’s

despite,

To shame the sun by day and her by night.
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‘And therefore hath she bribed the Destinies
To cross the curious workmanship of nature,
lo mingle beauty with infirmities,
And pure perfection with impure defeature,
Making it subjedl to the tyranny
Of mad mischances and much misery

;

‘ As burning fevers, agues pale and faint,
.Life-poisoning pestilence and frenzies wood, 740
L he marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint
Disorder breeds by heating of the blood

:

Surfeits, imposthumes, grief, and damn’d de-
spair.

Swear Nature’s death for framing thee so fair.

‘ And not the least of all these maladies
But in one minute’s fight brings beauty under :

Both favour, savour, hue and qualities,
Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder,
Are on the_ sudden wasted, thaw’d and doixe,
As mountain-snow melts with the midday sun.

‘ Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity, 751
Love-lacking vestals and self-loving nuns,
That on the earth would breed a scarcity
And barren dearth of daughters and of sons,
Be prodigal ; the lamp that burns by night
Dries up his oil to lend the world his light.

‘ What is thy body but a swallowing grave,
Seeming to bury that posterity
Which by the rights of time thou needs must have,
If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity? 760

If s°» the world will hold thee in disdain,
Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain.

‘So in thyself thyself art made away;
A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife,
Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves do

slay.

Or butcher-sire that reaves his son of life.

Foul-cankering rust the hidden treasure frets,
But gold that’s put to use more gold begets.’

‘ Nay, then,’ quoth Adon, ‘you will fall again
Into your idle over-handled theme

; 770
The kiss I gave you is bestow’d in vain,
And all in vain you strive against the stream

;

For, by this black-faced night, desire’s foul nurse,
Your treatise makesme like you worse and worse.

‘
If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues,
And every tongue more moving than your own,
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid’s songs,
Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown ;

For know, my heart stands armed in mine ear,
And will not let a false sound enter there

; 780

‘ Lest the deceiving harmony should run
jlntp the quiet closure of my breast;
And then my little heart were quite undone,
In his bedchamber to be barr’d of rest.
No, lady, no ; my heart longs not to groan,
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone.

What have you urged that I cannot reprove ?
The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger :

[ hate not love, but your device in love, 789
That lends embracements unto every stranger.

You do it for increase ; O strange excuse.
When reason is the bawd to lust’s abuse !

‘ Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled,
Since sweating Lust on earth usurp’d his name;
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame;
Which the hot tyrant stains and soon bereaves,
As caterpillars do the tender leaves.

‘ Love comforteth like sunshine after rain,

j

But Lust’s effe<5t is tempest after Sun ; 800
Love’s gentle spring doth always fresh remain,
Lust’s winter comes ere summer half be done

;

Love surfeits not, Lust like a glutton dies;
Love is all truth, Lust full of forged lies.

‘ More I could tell, but more I dare not say;

j

The text is old, the orator too green,
i herefore, in sadness, now I will away

;

My face is full of shame, my heart of teen :

Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended,
Do burn themselves for having so offended.’ 8x0

With this, lie breaketh from the sweet embrace,
Of those fair arms which bound him to her breast,
And homeward through the dark laund runs apace

;

Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress’d.
Look, how a bright star shooteth from the sky,
So glides he in the night from Venus’ eye

;

Which after him she darts, as one on shore
Gazing upon a late-embarked friend,
1 ill the wild waves will have him seen no more,
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend :

So did the merciless and pitchy night 821
Fold in the object that did feed her sight.

Whereat amazed, as one that unaware
Hath dropp’d a precious jewel in the flood,
Or stonish’d as night-wanderers often are,
Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood,
Even so confounded in the dark she lay,
Having lost the fair discovery of her way.

And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans,
That all the neighbour caves, as seeming troubled,
Make verbal repetition of her moans

; 831
Passion on passion deeply is redoubled :

‘Ayme 1’she cries, and twenty times ‘Woe,woe !’

And twenty echoes twenty times cry so.

She marking them begins a wailing note
And sings extemporally a woeful ditty

;

How love makes young men thrall and old men
dote ;

How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty

:

Her heavy anthem still concludes in woe,
And still the choir of echoes answer so.

*

840

Her song was tedious and outwore the night,
For lovers’ hours are long, though seeming short

:

If pleased themselves, others, they think, delight
In such-like circumstance, with such-like sport

;

Their copious stories oftentimes begun
End without audience and are never done.

For who hath she to spend the night withal
But idle sounds resembling parasites,
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Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every call,

Soothing the humour of fantastic wits? 850

She says °Tis so they answer all °Tis so ;’

And would say after her, if she said ‘No.’

Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest,

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high,

And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast

The sun ariseth in his majesty

;

Who doth the world so gloriously behold

That cedar-tops and hills seem burnish’d gold.

Venus salutes him with this fair good-morrow

:

‘ O thou clear god, and patron of all light, 860

Fromwhom each lampand shining star dothborrow

The beauteous influence that makes him bright,

There lives a son that suck’d an earthly mother,

May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other.’

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove,

Musing the morning is so much o’erworn,

And yet she hears po tidings of her love

:

She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn

:

Anon she hears them chant it lustily,

And all in haste she coasteth to the cry. 870

And as she runs, the bushes in the way
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her face,

Some twine about her thigh to make her stay

:

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace,

Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache,

Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake.

By this, she hears the hounds are at a bay ;

Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder

Wreathed up in fatal folds just in his way,

The fear whereof doth makehim shake and shud-

der ;

8^°

Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds

Appals her senses and her spirit confounds.

For now she knows it is no gentle chase,

But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud,

Because the cry remaineth in one place,

Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud

:

Finding their enemy to be so curst,

They all strain courtesy who shall copehim first.

This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear,

Through which it enters to surprise her heart; 890

Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear,

With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling part

:

Like soldiers, when their captain once doth yield,

They basely fly and dare not stay the field.

Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy

;

Till, cheering up her senses all dismay’d,

She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy,

And childish error, that they are afraid

;

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no
more :— 899

And with that word she spied the hunted boar,

Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red,

Like milk and blood being mingled both together,

A second fear through all her sinews spread,

Which madly hurries her she knows iiot whither

:

This way she runs, and now she will no further,

But back retires to rate the boar for murther.

A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways ;

She treads the path that she untreads again

;

Her more than haste is mated with delays,

Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, 910

Full of respedts, yet nought at all respecting;

In hand with all things, nought at all effecting.

Here kennell’d in a brake she finds a hound,

And asks the weary caitiff for his master,

And there another licking of his wound,
’Gainst venom’d sores the only sovereign plaster

;

And here she meets another sadly scowling,

To whom she speaks, and he replies with howl-

ing.

When he hath ceased his ill-resounding noise,

Another flap-mouth’d mourner, black and grim,

Against the welkin volleys out his voice ; 921

Another and another answer him,

Clapping their proud tails to the ground below,

Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as they go.

Look, how the world’s poor people are amazed
At apparitions, signs and prodigies, ^
Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gazed.

Infusing them with dreadful prophecies

;

So she at these sad signs draws up her breath

And sighing it again, exclaims on Death. 930

‘ Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean,

Hateful divorce of love, ’—thus chides sheDeath ,

—

‘ Grim-grinning ghost, earth’s worm, what dost

thou mean
To stifle beauty and to steal his breath,

Who when he lived, his breath and beauty set

Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet?

‘If he be dead,—O no, it cannot be.

Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at it :

—

O yes, it may ; thou hast no eyes to see,

But hatefully at random dost thou hit. 940

Thy mark is feeble age, but thy false dart

Mistakes that aim and cleaves an infant’s heart.

* Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke, '<

And, hearing him, thy power had lost his power.

The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke

;

They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck’ st a flower

:

Love’s golden arrow at him should have fled,

And not Death’s ebon dart, to strike him dead,
j

‘Dost thou drink tears, that thou provokest such

weeping?
What may a heavy groan advantage thee ? 950

j

Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping

Those eyes that taught all other eyes to see?

Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour,^

Since her best work is ruin’d with thy rigour.

Here overcome, as one full of despair,

She vail’d her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopt

The crystal tide that from her two cheeks fair

In the sweet channel of her bosom dropt

;

But through the flood-gates breaks the silver

rain, .959

And with his strong course opens them again.

O, how her eyes and tears did lend and borrow

!

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye

;
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I Both crystals, where they view’d each other’s
sorrow,

I

Sorrow that friendly sighs sought still to dry

;

j

But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain,
Sighs dry her cheeks, tearsmake them wet again.

j

Variable passions throng her constant woe,
!

-™-s striving who should best become her grief

;

en tertain d, each passion labours so,
I hat every present sorrow seemeth chief, 070
But none is best: then join they all together.
Like many clouds consulting for foul weather.

By this,^ far off she hears some huntsman hollo

;

A nurse s song ne’er pleased her babe so well

:

1 he dire imagination she did follow
This sound of hope doth labour to expel

;

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice/
And flatters her it is Adonis’ voice.

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide,
Being prison’d in her eye like pearls in glass

; 980
ret sometimes falls an orient drop beside,
Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should pass,w

^sb the foul face of the sluttish ground,
Who is but drunken when she seemeth drown’d.

0 hard-believing love, how strange it seems
Not to believe, and yet too credulous !

d hy weal and woe are both of them extremes

;

Despair and hope makes thee ridiculous :

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely,
In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly.

Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought;
Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame

;

It was not she that call’d him all-to naught:
Now she adds honours to his hateful name ;

She clepes him king of graves and grave for
kings,

Imperious supreme of all mortal things.

'No, no,’ quoth she, ‘sweet Death, I did but jest;
Yet pardon me I felt a kind of fear
When as I met the boar, that bloody beast.
Which knows no pity, but is still severe ; 1000
Then, gentle shadow,—truth I must confess,—
I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s decease.

I is notmy fault : the boar provoked my tongue
;

Be wreak’d on him, invisible commander

;

Fis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong ;

1 did but a6l, he’s author of thy slander :

Grief hath two tongues, and never woman yet
Could rule them both without ten women’s wit.’

Thus hoping that Adonis is alive,
Her rash suspedt she dofh extenuate

; 1010
And that his beauty may the better thrive,
With Death she humbly doth insinuate ;

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs, and stories
His victories, his triumphs and his glories.

IP Jove,’ quoth she, ‘how much a fool was I
To be of such a weak and silly mind
lo wail his death who lives and must not die
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind !

For he being dead, with him is beauty slain,
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again.

I le, fie, fond love, thou art so full of fear 1021
As one with treasure laden, hemm’d with thieves

;

1 rifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear,
.Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.’
Even at this word she hears a merry horn,
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn.

A.s falcon to the lure, away she flies

;

Ihe grass stoops not, she treads on it so light;
And in her haste unfortunately spies

^°ar s conquest on her fair delight ; 1030
Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d with the

view,
Like starsashamed ofday, themselves withdrew

;

Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit,
Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain,
And there, all smother’d up, in shade doth sit,
Long after fearing to creep forth again

;

So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled
Into the deep dark cabins of her head :

Where they resign their office and their light

.£
lsPosing of her troubled brain

; 1040Who bids them still Consort with ugly night
And never wound the heart with looks again ;Who, like a king perplexed in his throne.
By their suggestion gives a deadly groan.

Whereat each tributary subject quakes;
As when the wind, imprison’d in the ground
Strugghng for passage, earth’s foundation shakes,

cold terror doth men’s minds confound
1 his mutiny each part doth so surprise
That from their dark beds once more leap her

eyes : 1050

And, being open’d, threw unwilling light
Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench’d
in his soft flank

; whose wonted lily white
With purple tears, that his wound wept, was

drench’d

:

No flowerwas high, no grass, herb, leaf, or weed,
Lut stole his blood and seem’d with him to bleed.

This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth ;

Over one shoulder doth she hang her head

;

Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth /She thinks he could not die, he is not dead: 1060
Her voice is stopt, her joints forget to bow

;

Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now.

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly,
That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem

three ;

And then she reprehends her mangling eye,
That makes more gashes where no breach should

be

:

His face seems twain, each several limb is
doubled

;

For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being
troubled. &

‘ My tongue cannot express my grief for one,And yet, quoth she, ‘behold two Adons dead !My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone
*

Mine eyes are turn’d to fire, my heart to lead’:
Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ red fire l

So shall I die by drops of hot desire.
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‘ Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost !

What face remains alive that’s worth the viewing?

Whose tongue is music now ? what canst thou boast

Of things long since, or any thing ensuing?

The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh and

trim; *?79

But true-sweet beauty lived and died with him.

‘ Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature wear !

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you :

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear ;

The sun doth scorn you and the wind doth hiss

you : .

But when Adonis lived, sun and sharp air

! Lurk’d like two thieves, to rob him of his fair :

‘ And therefore would he put his bonnet on,

! Under whose brim the gaudy sun would peep ;

|
The wind would blow it off and, being gone,

! Play with his locks : then would Adonis weep ;

And straight, in pity of his tender years, 1091

They both would strive who first should dry his

tears.

‘To see his face the lion walk’d along

Behind some hedge,because he would not fearhim ;

To recreate himself when he hath sung,

The tiger would be tame and gently hear him ;

If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey

And never fright the silly lamb that day.

« When he beheld his shadow in the brook,

The fishes spread on it their golden gills ;
1100

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took,

i That some would sing, some other in their bills

i

. Would bring him mulberries and ripe-red cher-

ries; ,

He fed themwith his sight, theyhimwith berries.

‘ But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar,

Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave,

Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore ;

Witness the entertainment that he gave :

If he did see his face, why then I know
He thought to kiss him, and hath kill’d him so.

« ’Tis true, ’tis true ;
thus was Adonis slain : 1 in

He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear,

Who did not whet his teeth at him again,

But by a kiss thought to persuade him there ;

And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine

Sheathed unaware the tusk in his soft groin.

‘ Had I been tooth’d like him, I must confess,

With kissing him I should have kill’d him first

;

But he is dead, and never did he bless

My youth with his ;
the more am I accurst.’ 1120

• With this, she falleth in the place she stood,

And stains her face with his congealed blood.

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale ;

She takes him by the hand, and that is cold ;

She whispers in his ears a heavy tale,

As if they heard the woeful words she told ;

She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes,

W here, lo,two lamps, burnt out, in darkness lies ;

Two glasses, where herself herself beheld

A thousand times, and now no more reflect ; 1130

Their virtue lost, wherein they late excell’d.

And every beauty robb’d of his effedt

»

‘ Wonder of time,’ quoth she, ‘ this is my spite,

That, thou being dead, the day should yet be

light.

‘ Since thou art dead, lo, here I prophesy :

Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend :

It shall be waited on with jealousy,

Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end,

Ne’er settled equally, but high or low, 1139 1

That all love’s pleasure shall not match his w'oe. 1

‘ It shall be fickle, false and full of fraud,

Bud and be blasted in a breathing-while ;

The bottom poison, and the top o’erstraw’d

With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile :

The strongest body shall it make most weak, 1

Strike the wise dumb and teach the fool to speak. 1

‘ It shall be sparing and too full of riot,

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures ;

The staring ruffian shall it keep in quiet,

Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with trea-

sures; n5°
It shall be raging-mad and silly-mild,

Make the young old, the old become a child. 1

‘ It shall suspedt where is no cause of fear;

It shall not fear where it should most mistrust;

It shall be merciful and too severe,

And most deceiving when it seems most just;

Perverse it shall be where it shows most toward,

Put fear to \talour, courage to the coward.

‘ It shall be cause of war and dire events,

And set dissension ’twixt the son and sire ; 1160

Subject and servile to all discontents.

As dry combustious matter is to fire :

Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy,

They that love best their loves shall not enjoy.’

By this, the boy that by her side lay kill’d

Was melted like a vapour from her sight.

And in his blood that on the ground lay spill’d,

A purple flower sprung up, chequer’d with white,

Resembling well his pale cheeks and the blood

Which in round dropsupon their whiteness stood.

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to

smell,
<

1 17*

Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath,

And says, within her bosom it shall dwell,

Since he himself is reft from her by death :

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears

Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears.

‘Poor flower,’ quoth she, ‘this was thy father’s

guise

—

Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire

—

For every little grief to wet his eyes :

To grow unto himself was his desire, 1 1S0

And so ’tis thine ;
but know, it is as good

To wither in my breast as in his blood.

‘ Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast ;

Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right :

Lo, in this hollow cradle take thy rest,

My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and night :



VENUS AND ADONIS.

There shall not be one minute in an hour
Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love’s flower.’

Thus weary of the world, away she hies, 1189
And yokes her silver doves ; by whose swift aid

Their mistress mounted through the empty skies
In her light chariot quickly is convey’d

;

Holding their course to Paphos, where their
queen

Means to immure herself and not be seen.

THE RAPE OF LUCRECE.
TO THE

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY,
EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TICHFIELD

Your lordship’s in all duty,

William Shakespeare.

THE ARGUMENT.
Lucius Tarquinius, for his excessive pride surnamed Sunerhnq u,,j j
father-in-law Servius Tullius to be cruelly nrnrde^d^
customs, not requiring or staying for the people’s suffrages, had possess^ himsel/ofA-hl H

WS
,

and
went accompanied with his sons and other noblemen of Rome to tesTe“ewhich siege the principal men of the army meeting one evening at the tent* of'nius, the king’s son, in their discourses after supper every onf commended th.tf?

Ta
?
q̂

own wife : among whom Collatinus extolled the incomparable chastity of his wife Lucretia Inthat pleasant humour they all posted to Rome ; and intending, by their secret and
t

*
1

to make trial of that which every one had before avouched, only Collatinus finds^is ^dfe ?Whit were late in the night, spinning amongst her maids: the other lad£^^aUfoSd^d^S
and hfTwlf/’t}/ f

n Sever
A
al dlsP°r

.

ts - Whereupon the noblemen yielded Collatinus the victor/

The SeSeSS© S£j[

h=:
h
So
P
rrow

US SytS

sj

manner of his dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed herself WhSh 3J2 ’ and whole
they all vowed to root out the whole hated famflv of A TaSttbody to Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the doer and manner of tL

dead
a bitter inveaive against the tyranny o? tfe Mng: wW^he” e were* so'mo^d’
ragged from ki:gf“t„sut

matl0n ^ TarqUinS «“ a” e5;Ied> state gove^

From the besieged Ardea all in post,
Borne by the trustless wings of false desire,
Lust-breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman host,
And to Collatium bears the lightiess fire
Which, in pale embers hid, lurks to aspire
And girdle with embracing flames the

waist
Of Collatings fair love, Lucrece the chaste.

Haply that name of ‘
chaste * unhappily set

This bateless. edge on his keen appetite

;

When Collatine unwisely did not let 10
To praise the clear unmatched red and white
Which triumph’d in that sky of his delight,
Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's

_
beauties,

With pure aspects did him peculiar duties.

04

—
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For he the night before, in Tarquin’s tent,

Unlock’d the treasure of his happy State;

What priceless wealth the heavens had him lent

In the possession of his beauteous mate;

Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate,

That kings might be espoused to more fame, 20

But king nor peer to such a peerless dame.

O happiness enjoy’d but of a few !

And, if possess’d, as soon decay’d and done

As is .the morning’s silver-melting dew
Against the golden splendour of the sun !

An expired date, cancell’d ere well begun

:

Honour and beauty, in the owner’s arms,

Are weakly fortress’d from a world of harms.

Jn their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses

;

Where, lest between them both it should be kill’d,

The coward captive vanquished doth yield

To those two armies that would let him go,

Rather than triumph in so false a foe.

Nowthinkshe that her husband’s shallow tongue,

—

The niggard prodigal that praised her so,

—

In that high task hath done her beauty wrong, 80

Which far exceeds his barren skill to show

:

Therefore that praise which Collatine doth owe
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise,

In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes.

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade

The eyes of men without an orator

;

What needeth then apologies be made,
To set forth that which is so singular?

Or why is Collatine the publisher

Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown
From thievish ears, because it is his own?

Perchance his boast of Lucrece’ sovereignty

Suggested this proud issue of a king

;

For by our ears our hearts oft tainted be

:

Perchance that envy of so rich a thing,

Braving compare, disdainfully did sting 40

His high-pitch’d thoughts, that meaner men
should vaunt

That golden hap which their superiors want.

This earthly saint, adored by this devil,

Little suspedteth the false worshipper

;

For unstain’d thoughts do seldom dream on evil

;

Birds never limed no secret bushes fear

;

So guiltless she securely gives good cheer

And reverend welcome to her princely guest, 90

Whose inward ill no outward harm express’d

:

For that he colour’d with his high estate,

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty

;

That nothing in him seem’d inordinate,

Save sometime too much wonder of his eye.

Which, having all, all could not satisfy

;

But, poorly rich, so wanteth in his store,

That, cloy’d with much, he pineth still for more.

But some untimely thought did instigate

His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those

:

His honour, his affairs, his friends, his state.

Neglected all, with swift intent he goes

To quench the coal which in his liver glows.

O rash false heat, wrapp’d in repentant cold.

Thy hasty spring still blasts, and ne’ergrows old

!

But she, that never coped with stranger eyes, 1

Could pick no meaning from their parling looks,
]

Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 101

Writ in the glassy margents of such books

:

She touch’d no unknown baits, nor fear’dno hooks;

Nor could shd moralize his wanton sight,

More than his eyes were open’d to the light. .*

50When at Collatium this false lord arrived,

Well was he welcomed by the Roman dame,

Within whose face beauty and virtue strived

Which of them both should underprop her fame :

When virtue bragg’d, beauty would blush for

shame ;
'

.

When beauty boasted blushes, m despite

Virtue would stain that o’er with silver white.

But beauty, in that white intituled,

From Venus’ doves doth challenge that fair field

:

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty’s red,

Which virtue gave the golden age to gild
_

60

Their silver cheeks, and call’d it then their shield

;

Teaching them thus to use it in the fight,

When shame assail’d, the red should fence the

white.

He stories to her ears her husband’s fame,

Won in the fields of fruitful Italy

;

And decks with praises Collatine’s high name,

Made glorious by his manly chivalry

With bruised arms and wreaths of vidtory : no
Her joy with heaved-up hand she doth express,

And, wordless, so greets heaven for his success.

Far from the purpose of his coming hither,

He makes excuses for his being there

:

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather

Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear

;

Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear,

Upon the world dim darkness doth display.

And in her vaulty prison stows the Day.

This heraldry in Lucrece’ face was seen,

Argued by beauty’s red and virtue’s white :

.

Of either’s colour was the other queen,

Proving from world’s minority their right

:

Yet their ambition makes them still to fight

;

The sovereignty of either being so great,

That oft they interchange each other’s seat. 70

Their silent war of lilies and of roses,

Which Tarquin view’d in her fair face’s field,

For then is Tarquin brought unto his bed, 120

Intending weariness with heavy spright;

For, after supper, long he questioned

With modest Lucrece, and wore out the night:

Now leaden slumber with life’s strength doth fight

;

And every one to rest themselves betake,
/j

Save thieves, and. cares, and troubled minds,

that wake.

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving

The sundry dangers of his will’s obtaining

;

Yet ever to obtain his will resolving,

Though weak-built hopes persuade him to ab-

staining:
# .

*3°

Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining

;
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And when great treasure is the meed proposed,
Though death be adjundt, there’s no death sup-

posed.

Those that much covet are with gain so fond,
For what they have not, that which they possess
They scatter and unloose it from their bond,
And so, by hoping more, they have but less ;

Or, gaining more, the profit of excess
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain,
That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich

gain. i4o

I

*013
!

His naked armour of still-slaughter’d lust, ;

And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust
: j

‘ Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend it not
To darken her whose light excelleth thine : 191
And die, unhallow’d thoughts, before you. blot
With your uncleanness that which is divine

;

Offer pure incense to so pure a shrine

:

Let fair humanity abhor the deed
That spots and stains love’s modest snow-white

j

weed.

The aim of all is but to nurse the life

With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning age;
And in this aim there is such thwarting strife,
That one for all, or all for one we gage

;

As life for honour in fell battle’s rage

;

Honour for wealth; and oft that wealth doth
cost

1 he death of all, and all together lost.

So that in venturing ill we leave to be
The things we are for that which we expedt

;

And this ambitious foul infirmity, 150
In having much, torments us with defedt
Of that we have : so then we do negledt
The thing we have; and, all for want of wit,
Make something nothing by augmenting it.

Such hazard now must doting Tarquin make.
Pawning his honour to obtain his lust ;

And for himself himself he must forsake :

Then where is truth, if there be no self-trust?
When shall he think to find a stranger just, 159
When he himself himself confounds, betrays
To slanderous tongues and wretched hateful

days?

Now stole upon the time the dead of night,W hen heavy sleep had closed up mortal eyes :

No comfortable star did lend his light,
No noise but owls’ and wolves’ death-boding cries

;

Now serves the season that they may surprise
The silly lambs: pure thoughts are dead and

still,

While lust and murder wake to stain and kill.

And now this lustful lord leap’d from his bed,
Throwing his mantle rudely o’er his arm ; 170
Is madly toss’d between desire and dread

;

Th’ one sweetly flatters, th’ other feareth harm
;

But honest fear, bewitch’d with lust’s foul charm,
Doth too too oft betake him to retire,

Beaten away by brain-sick rude desire.

His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth,
T. hat from the cold stone sparks of fire do fly

;

Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lightet'h,
Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye

;

And to the flame thus speaks advisedly, 180
‘ As from this cold flint I enforced this fire,

So Lucrece must I force to my desire.*

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise,
And in his inward mind he doth debate
What following sorrow may on this arise :

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise

4 O shame to knighthood and to shining arras

!

O foul dishonour to my household’s grave !

O impious a<5t, including all foul harms

!

A martial man to be soft fancy’s slave ! 200
True valour still a true respedt should have ;

Then my digression is so vile, so base.
That it will live engraven in my face.

‘ Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive,
And be an eye-sore in my golden coat;
Some loathsome dash the herald will contrive,
To cipher me how fondly I did dote

;

That my posterity, shamed with the note,
Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin
To wish that I their father had not been. 210

£ What win I, if I gain the thing I seek ?

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy.
Who buys a minute’s mirth to wail a week ?:

Or sells eternity to, get a toy ?.

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy ?

Or what fond beggar, but to touch the crown,
Would with the sceptre straight be strucken

down ?

‘ If Collatinus dream of my intent,

Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent? 220
This siege that hath engirt his marriage,
This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage,
This dying virtue, this surviving shame,
Whose crime will bear an ever-during blame ?

‘ O, what excuse can my invention make,
When thou shalt charge me with so black a deed?
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints

shake,
Mine eyes forego their light, my false heart bleed?
The guilt being great, the fear doth still exceed

;

And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly, 230
But CQward-like with trembling terror die.

‘ Had Collatinus kill’d my son or sire,

Or lain in ambush to betray my life,

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire
Might have excuse to work upon his wife.
As in rbvenge or quittal of such strife

:

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend,
The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end.

‘ Shameful it is ; ay, if the fadt be known

:

Hateful it is ; there is no hate in loving: 24
I ’ll beg her love ; but she is not her own

:

The worst is but denial and reproving

:

My will is strong, past reason’s weak removing.
Who fears a sentence or an old man’s saw
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe.’

J

i
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Thus, graceless, holds he disputation
#

’Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will.

And with good thoughts makes dispensation.

Urging the worser sense for vantage still;

Which in a moment doth confound and kill 250

All pure effects, and doth so far proceed,

That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed.

Quoth he, ‘ She took me kindly by the hand.

And gazed for tidings in my eager eyes,

Fearing some hard news from the warlike band,

Where her beloved Collatinus lies.

O, how her fear did make her colour rise !

. First red as roses that on lawn we lay,

' Then white as lawn, the roses took away.

‘And how her hand, in my hand being lock’d, 260

Forced it to tremble with her loyal fear !

Which struck her sad, and then it faster rock d,

Until her husband’s welfare she did hear

;

Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer,

That had Narcissus seen her as she stood,

Self-love had never drown’d him in the flood.

‘ Why hunt I then for colour or excuses?

All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth

;

Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses

;

Love thrives not in the heart that shadows

dreadeth :
27°

Affe&ion is my captain, and he leadeth

;

And when his gaudy banner is display d,

The coward fights and will not be dismay d.

‘ Then, childish fear, avaunt ! debating, die !

Respedt and reason, wait on wrinkled age !

My heart shall never countermand mine eye :

Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage

;

My part is youth, and beats these from the

stage

:

Desire my pilot is, beauty my prize

;

Then who fears sinking where such treasure

lies?*
280

As corn o’ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear

Is almost choked by unresisted lust.

Away he steals with open listening ear,

Full of foul hope and full of fond mistrust;

Both which, as servitors to the unjust.

So cross him with their opposite persuasion,

|
That now he vows a league, and now invasion.

I Within his thought her heavenly image sits,

I
And in the self-same seat sits Collatine

:

|

That eye which looks on her confounds his wits

;

| That eye which him beholds, as more divine, 291

j

Unto a view so false will not incline

;

! But with a oure appeal seeks to the heart.

Which once corrupted takes the worser part

;

j

And therein heartens up his servile powers,

I
Who, flatter’d by their leader’s jocund show,

* Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours

;

And as their captain, so their pride doth grow,

Paying more slavish tribute than they owe.

By reprobate desire thus madly led, 300

The Roman lord marcheth to Lucrece bed.

The locks between her chamber and his will,

Each one by him enforced, retires his ward

;

But, as they open, they all rate his ill,

Which drives the creeping thief to some regard

:

The threshold grates the door to have him heard

;

Night-wandering weasels shriek to see him
there

;

They fright him, yet he still pursues his fear.

As each unwilling portal yields him way.

Through little vents and crannies of the place 310

The wind wars with his torch to make him stay,

And blows the smoke of it into his face,

Extinguishing his conduit in this case

;

But his hot heart, which fond desire doth scorch,

Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch

:

And being lighted, by the light he spies

Lucretia’s glove, wherein her needle sticks

:

He takes it from the rushes where it lies,

And griping it, the needle his finger pricks

;

As who should say ‘ This glove to wanton tricks

Is not inured ;
return again in haste ; 32 *

Thou see’st our mistress’ ornaments are chaste.

But all these poor forbiddings could not stayhim

;

He in the worst sense construes their denial
: .

The doors, the wind, the glove, that did delayhim,

He takes for accidental things of trial
; _

Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial,

Who with a lingering stay his course doth let,

Till every minute pays the hour his debt.

‘ So, so,’ quoth he, * these lets attend the time, 330

Like little frosts that sometime threat the spring,

To add a more rejoicing to the prime,

And give the sneaped birds more cause to sing.

Pain pays the income of each precious thing

;

Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, shelves

and sands,

The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands.

Now is he come unto the chamber-door,

That shuts him from the heaven of his thought.

Which with a yielding latch, and with no more,

Hath barr’d him from the blessed thing he sought.

So from himself impiety hath wrought, 341

That for his prey to pray he doth begin.

As if the heavens should countenance his sin.

But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer,

Having solicited th’ eternal power
That his foul thoughts might compass his fair fair.

And they would stand auspicious to the hour,

Even there he starts
:
quoth he, ‘ I must deflower

:

The powers to whom I pray abhor this fadt,

How can they then assist me in the act? 350

‘Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my guide

!

My will is back’d with resolution :

'

Thoughts are but dreams till their effedts be tried

;

The blackest sin is clear’d with absolution

;

Against love’s fire fear’s frost hath dissolution.

The eye of heaven is out, and misty night

Covers the shame that follows sweet delight.'

This said, his guilty hand pluck’d up the latch,

And with his knee the door he opens wide.

The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will catch

:

Thus treason works ere traitors be espied. 361

Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside

;
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But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such thing,
Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting.

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks,
And gazeth on her yet unstained bed.
The curtains being close, about he walks,
Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his head

:

By their high treason is his heart misled

;

Which gives the watch-word to his hand full
soon 370

To draw the cloud that hides the silver moon.

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun,
Rushing from fortlj a cloud, bereaves our sight

;

Even, so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun
To wink, being blinded with a greater light:
Whether it is that she refleas so bright,
That dazzleth them, or else some shame sup-

posed
;

But blind they are, and keep themselves en-
closed.

O, had they in that darksome prison died !

Then had they seen the period of their ill; 380
Then Collatine again, by Lucrece’ side,
In his clear bed might have reposed still:

But they must ope, this blessed league to kill ;

And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight
Must sell her joy, her life, her world's delight.

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under,
Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss

;

Who, therefore angry, seems to part in sunder.
Swelling on either side to want his bliss

;

Between whose hills her head entombed is
: 390

Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies,
To be admired of lewd unhallow’d eyes.

Without the bed her other fair hand was,
On the green coverlet

; whose perfect white
Show’d like an April daisy on the grass,
With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night.
Her eyes, like marigolds, had sheathed their

light,

And canopied in darkness sweetly lay.
Till they might open to adorn the day.

Her hair, like golden threads, play’d with her
breath

; 400O modest wantons ! wanton modesty

!

Showing life’s triumph in the map of death,
And death’s dim look in life’s mortality

:

Each in her sleep themselves so beautify,
As if betvveen them twain there were no strife,
But that life lived in death, and death in life.

Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with blue,A pair of maiden worlds unconquered,
Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew,
And him by oath they truly honoured. 410
These worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred;
Who, like a foul usurper, went about
From this fair throne to heave the owner out.

What could he see but mightily he noted ?

What did he note but strongly he desired?
What he beheld, on that he firmly doted,
And in his will his wilful eye he tired.

’

With more than admiration he admired

Her azure veins, her alabaster skin,
Her coral lips, her snow-white dimpled chin.

As the grim lion fawneth o’er his prey, 421
Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied,
So o’er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay,
His rage of lust by gazing qualified

;

Slack'd, not suppress’d ; for standing by her side.
His eye, which late this mutiny restrains,
Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins:

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage fighting,
Obdurate vassals fell exploits effecting,
In bloody death and ravishment delighting, 430
Nor children’s tears nor mothers’ groans respect-

ing,

Swell in their pride, the onset still expecting:
Anon his beating heart, alarum striking,
Gives the hot charge and bids them do their

liking.

His drumming heart cheers up his burning eye,
His eye commends' the leading to his hand;
His hand, as proud of such a dignity,
Smoking with pride, march’d on to make his stand
On her bare breast, the heart of all her land

;

Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did
scale, 440

Left their round turrets destitute and pale.

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet
Where their dear governess and lady lies.
Do tell her she is dreadfully beset,
And fright her with confusion of their cries

:

She, much amazed, breaks ope herlock’d-up eyes,
Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold,
Are by his flaming torch dimm’d and con-

troll’d.

Imagine her as one in dead of night 449From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking,
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly sprite.
Whose grim aspedt sets every joint a-shaking;
What terror ’tis ! but she, in worser taking,
From sleep disturbed, heedfully doth view
The sight which makes supposed terror true.

Wrapp’d and confounded in a thousand fears,
Like to a new-kill’d bird she trembling lies

;

She dares not look
;
yet, winking, there appears

Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes

:

Such shadows are the weak brain's forgeries
; 460Who, angry that the eyes fly from their lights,

In darkness daunts them with more dreadful
sights.

His hand, that yet remains upon her breast,

—

Rude ram, to batter such an ivory wall !

—

May feel her heart—poor citizen !—distress’d,
Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall,

Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal.
This moves in him more rage and lesser pity,
To make the breach and enter this sweet city.

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin 470
To sound a parley to his heartless foe ; \

Who o’er the white sheet peers her whiter chin, i

The reason of this rash alarm to know,

|

Which he by dumb demeanour seeks to show

;
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But -she with vehement prayers urgeth still

Under what colour he commits this ill.

Thus he replies : ‘The colour in thy face,

That even for anger makes the lily pale,

And the red rose blush at her own disgrace,

Shall plead for me and tell my loving tale
: 480

Under that colour am I come to scale
.

Thy never-conquer’d fort : the fault is thine,
;

For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine.
j

‘ Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide :

Thy beauty hath ensnared thee to this night,

Where thou with patience must my will abide ;

My will that marks thee for my earth’s delight,

Which I to conquer sought with all my might

;

But as reproof and reason beat it dead,

By thy bright beauty was it newly bred. 490

‘ I see what crosses my attempt will bring

;

I know what thorns the growing rose defends ;

I think the honey guarded with a sting ;

All this beforehand counsel comprehends

:

But will is deaf and hears no heedful friends

;

Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty,

And dotes on what he looks, ’gainst law or duty.

‘ I have debated, even in my soul,

What wrong, what shame, what sorrow I shall

breed

;

But nothing can affedtion’s course control, 500

Or stop the headlong fury of his speed.

I know repentant tears ensue the deed,

Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity;

Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy.’

This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade,

Which, like a falcon towering in the skies,

Coucheth the fowl below with his wings’ shade,

Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he dies

:

So under his insulting falchion lies

Harmless Lucretia, marking what he tells 510

With trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon’s

bells.

‘Lucrece,’ quoth he, ‘this night I must enjoy

thee

:

If thou deny, then force must work my way,

For in thy bed I purpose to destroy thee

:

That done, some worthless slave of thine I ’ll slay,

To kill thine honour with thy life’s decay

;

And in thy dead arms do I mean to place him,

Swearing I slew him, seeing thee embrace him.

e So thy surviving husband shall remain

The scornful mark of every open eye ; 52°

Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain,

Thy issue blurr’d with nameless bastardy

:

And thou, the author of their obloquy,

Shalt have thy trespass cited up in rhymes,

And sung by children in succeeding times.

I

‘ But if thou yield, I rest thy secret friend

:

|

The fault unknown is as a thought unadled ;

I

A little harm done to a great good end
I For lawful policy remains enadled.

The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted

In a pure compound; being so applied, 531

His venom in effedt is purified.

1 Then, for thy husband and.thy children’s sake,
j

Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot

The shame that from them no device can take,

The blemish that will never be forgot

;

Worse than a slavish wipe or birth-hour’s blot;

For marks descried in men’s nativity

Are nature’s faults, not their own infamy.’

Here with a cockatrice’ dead-killing eye 540 1

He rouseth up himself and makes a pause ;

While she, the pidlure of pure piety,

Like a white hind under the gripe’s sharp claws,

Pleads, in a wilderness where are no laws,

To the rough beast that knows no gentle
j

right,

Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite.

But when a black-faced cloud the world doth

threat,

In his dim mist the aspiring mountains hiding,

From earth’s dark womb some gentle gust doth get,

Which blows these pitchy vapours from their bid-
]

ing,
. ... 550

Hindering their present fall by this dividing

;

So his unhallow’d haste her words delays,

And moody Pluto winks while Orpheus plays.

Yet, foul night-waking cat, he doth but dall}’’,

!
While in his hold-fast foot the weak mouse panteth

:

Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly,

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteth

:

His ear her prayers admits, but his heart granteth

No penetrable entrance to her plaining

:

Tearsharden lust, though marble wearwith rain-

ing. 560

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fixed

In the remorseless wrinkles of his face ;

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mixed,
Which to her oratory adds more grace.

She puts the period often from his place ;

And midst the sentence so her accent breaks,

That twice she doth begin ere once she speaks.

She conjures him by high almighty Jove,
By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friendship’s

oath,

By her untimely tears, her husband’s love, 570
By holy human law, and common troth,

By heaven and earth, and all the power of both,

That to his borrow’d bed he make retire.

And stoop to honour, not to foul desire.

Quoth she, ‘Reward not hospitality

With such black payment as thou hast pretended

;

Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee

;

Mar not the thing that cannot be amended

;

End thy ill aim before thy shoot be ended

;

He is no woodman that doth bend his bow 580

To strike a poor unseasonable doe.

‘ My husband is thy friend ; for his sake spare me :

Thyself art mighty ;
for thine own sake leave me

:

Myself a weakling ; do not then ensnare me

:

Thou look’st not like deceit ; do not deceive me.

My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to heave

thee

:

If ever man were moved with woman’s moans,

Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my groans

:
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‘ All which together, like a troubled ocean,
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening heart,
To soften it with their continual motion

; 591
For stones dissolved to water do convert.
O, if no harder than a stone thou art,

Melt at my tears, and be compassionate

!

Soft pity enters at an iron gate.

4 In Tarquin’s likeness I did entertain thee :

Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame?
To all the host of heaven I complain me,
Thou wrong’st his honour, wound’st his princely

name. 599
Thou art not what thou seem’st ; and if the same,
Thou seem’st not what thou art, a god, a king;
For kings like gods should govern every thing.

‘ How will thy shame be seeded in thine age,
When thus thy vices bud before thy spring

!

If in thy hope thou darest do such outrage,
What darest thou not when once thou art a king?
O, be remember’d, no outrageous thing
From vassal adlors can be wiped away

;

Then kings’ misdeeds cannot be hid in clay.

‘This deed will make thee only loved for fear ; 610
But happy monarchs still are fear’d for love

:

With foul offenders thou perforce must bear,
When they in time the like offences prove

:

If but for fear of this, thy will remove ;

For princes are the glass, the school, the book,
Where subjedts’ eyes do learn, do read, do look.

‘And wilt thou be the school where Lust shall

learn ?

Must he in thee read ledtures of such shame?
Wilt thou be glass wherein it shall discern
Authority for sin, warrant for blame, 620
To privilege dishonour in thy name ?

Thou back’st reproach against long-living laud,
And makest fair reputation but a bawd.

‘ Hast thou command? by him that gave it thee,

From a pure heart command thy rebel will

:

Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity,

For it was lent thee all that brood to kill.

Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil,

When, pattern’d by thy fault, foul sin may say,
He learn’d to sin, and thou didst teach the way?

‘Think but how vile a spedtacle it were, 631
To view thy present trespass in another.
Men’s faults do seldom to themselves appear ;

Their own transgressions partially they smother:
This guiltwould seem death-worthy in thy brother.
O, how are they wrapp’d in with infamies
That from their own misdeeds askance their

eyes!

‘To thee, to thee, my heaved-up hands appeal,
Not to seducing lust, thy rash relier:

I sue for exiled majesty’s repeal ; 640
Let him return, and flattering thoughts retire

:

His true respedl will prison false desire,

And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne,
That thou shalt see thy state and pity mine.’

‘ Have done,’ quoth he : ‘my uncontrolled tide

'hums not, but swells the higher by this let.

Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires abide,
And with the wind in greater fury fret

:

The petty streams that pay a daily debt
To their salt sovereign, with their fresh falls’

haste 6=>o

Add to his flow, but alter not his taste.’

‘Thou art,’ quoth she, ‘a sea, a sovereign king;
And, lo, there falls into thy boundless flood
Black lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning,
Whp seek to stain the ocean of thy blood.
If all these petty ills shall change thy good,
Thy sea within a puddle’s womb is hearsed,
And not the puddle in thy sea dispersed.

‘ So shall these slaves be king, and thou their slave

;

Thou nobly base, they basely dignified ; 660
Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave :

Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy pride :

The lesser thing should not the greater hide

;

The cedar stoops not to the base shrub’s foot,

But low shrubs wither at the cedar’s root.

4 So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state’

—

‘ No more,’ quoth he ; ‘by heaven, I will not hear
thee

:

Yield to my love ; if not, enforced hate,
Instead of love’s coy touch, shall rudely tear thee

;

That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee 670
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom,
To be thy partner in this shameful doom.’

This said, he sets his foot upon the light,
For light and lust are deadly enemies

:

Shame folded up in blind concealing night,
When most unseen, then most doth tyrannize.
The wolf hath seized his prey, the poor lamb cries

;

Till with herown white fleece her voice con troll’d

Entombs her outcry in her lips’ sweet fold

:

For with the nightly linen that she wears 680
He pens her piteous clamours in her head;
Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed.
O,^ that prone lust should stain so pure a bed !

The spots whereof could weeping purify,
Her tears should drop on them perpetually.

But she hath lost a dearer thing than life,

And he hath won what he would lose again

:

This forced league doth force a further strife ;

This momentary joy breeds months of pain ; 690
This hot desire converts to cold disdain

:

Pure Chastity is rifled of her store,

And Lust, the thief, far poorer than before.

Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk.
Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight,

Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk
The prey wherein by nature they delight

;

So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night

:

His taste delicious, in digestion souring, 699
Devours his will, that lived by foul devouring.

O, deeper sin than bottomless conceit
Can comprehend in still imagination !

Drunken Desire must vomit his receipt,
Ere he can see his own abomination.
While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation
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Can curb his heat or rein his rash desire,

Till like a jade Self-will himself doth tire.

And then with lank and lean discolour’d cheek,

With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless

pace,

Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek, 710
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case :

The flesh being proud, Desire doth fight with
Grace,

For there it revels ; and when that decays.

The guilty rebel for remission prays.

So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome,
Who this accomplishment so hotly chased

;

For now against himself he sounds this doom,
That through the length of times he stands dis-

graced :

Besides, his soul’s fair temple is defaced

;

To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares, 720
To ask the spotted princess how she fares.

She says, her subjedls with foul insurrection

Have batter’d down her consecrated wall,

And by their mortal fault brought in subjection

Her immortality, and made her thrall

To living death and pain perpetual

:

Which in her prescience she controlled still,

But her foresight could not forestall their will.

Even in this thought through the dark night he
stealeth,

A captive viCtor that hath lost in gain
; 730

Bearing away the wound that nothing healeth.

The scar that will, despite of cure, remain ;

Leaving his spoil perplex’d in greater pain.

She bears the load of lust he left behind,

And he the burthen of a guilty mind.

He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence

;

She like a wearied lamb lies panting there ;

He scowls and hates himself for his offence ;

She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear;

He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fear
; 740

She stays, exclaiming on the direful night

;

He runs, and chides his vanish’d, loathed de-

light.

He thence departs a heavy convertite ;

She there remains a hopeless castaway

;

He in his speed looks for the morning light

;

She prays she never may behold the day,
• ‘ For day,’ quoth she, ‘ night’s scapes doth open lay,

And my true eyes have never practised how
To cloak offences with a cunning brow.

‘ They think not but that every eye can see 750
The same disgrace which they themselves behold

;

And therefore would they still in darkness be,

To have their unseen sin remain untold ;

For they their guilt with weeping will unfold,

And grave, like water that doth eat in steel,

Upon my cheeks what helpless shame I feel.’

Here she exclaims against repose and rest.

And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind.

She wakes her heart by beating on her breast,

j

And bids it leap from thence, where it may find

j

Some purer chest to close so pure a mind. 761

Frantic with grief thus breathes she forth her
spite

Against the unseen secrecy of night

:

‘ O comfort-killing Night, image of hell

!

Dim register and notary of shame !

Black stage for tragedies and murders fell

!

Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame !

Blind muffled bawd ! dark harbour for defame !

Grim cave of death ! whispering conspirator
With close-tongued treason and the ravisher

!

‘ O hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night
! 771

Since thou art guilty ofmy cureless crime.
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light,

Make war against proportion’d course of time

;

Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed,
Knit poisonous clouds about his golden head.

‘ With rotten damps ravish the morning air ;

Let their exhaled unwholesome breaths make sick

The life of purity, the supreme fair, 780
Ere he arrive his weary noon-tide prick

;

And let thy misty vapours march so thick,

That in their smoky ranks his smother’d light

May set at noon and make perpetual night.

‘Were Tarquin Night, as he is but Night’s child,

The silver-shining queen he would distain
;

Her twinkling handmaids too, by him defiled.

Through Night’s black bosom should not peep
again

:

So should I have co-partners in my pain

;

And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage, 790
As palmers’ chat makes short their pilgrimage.

‘ Where now I have no one to blush with me,
To cross their arms and hang their headswith mine.
To mask their brows and hide their infamy

;

But I alone alone must sit and pine,

Seasoning the earth with showers of silver brine,

Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with
groans,

Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans.

‘ O Night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke,
Let not the jealous Day behold that face 800
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak

Immodestly lies martyr’d with disgrace !

Keep still possession of thy gloomy place,

That all the faults which in thy reign are made
May likewise be sepulchred in thy shade !

‘ Make me not objedt to the tell-tale Day

!

The light will show, charadler’d in my brow,
The story of sweet chastity’s decay,

The impious breach of holy wedlock vow

:

Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 810

To cipher what is writ in learned books,

Will quote my loathsome trespass in my looks, j

‘The nurse, to still her child, will tell my story,

And fright her crying babe with Tarquin’s name ;
'

The orator, to deck his oratory,

Will couple my reproach to Tarquin’s shame ;

Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame,
Will tie the hearers to attend each line,

How Tarquin wronged me, I Collatine.
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‘ Let my good name, that senseless reputation,
For Collatine’s dear love be kept unspotted: 821
If that be made a theme for disputation,
The branches of another root are rotted,
And undeserved reproach to him allotted

That is as clear from this attaint of mine
As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine.

‘ O unseen shame ! invisible disgrace !

O unfelt sore ! crest-wounding, private scar

!

Reproach is stamp’d in Collatinus’ face,

And Tarquin’s eye may read the mot afar, 830
How he in peace is wounded, not in war.

Alas, how many bear such shameful blows,
Which not themselves, but he that gives them

knows !

‘ If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me,
From me by strong assault it is bereft.

My honejr lost, and I, a drone-like bee,
Have no perfection of my summer left,

But robb’d and ransack’d by injurious theft

:

In thy weak hive a wandering wasp hath crept,

And suck’d the honey which thy chaste bee kept.

‘Yet am I guilty of thy honour’s wrack ; 841
Yet for thy honour did I entertain him;
Coming from thee, I could not put him back.
For it had been dishonour to disdain him;
Besides, of weariness he did complain him,
And talk’d of virtue: O unlook’ d-for evil.

When virtue is profaned in such a devil

!

‘Why should the worm intrude the maiden bud?
Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows’ nests?
Or toads infeCt fair founts with venom mud ? 850
Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts?
Or kings be breakers of their own behests?
But no perfection is so absolute,

That some impurity doth not pollute.

;

‘ The aged man that coffers-up his gold
Is plagued with cramps and gouts and painful

|

fits

;

And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold,
But like still-pining Tantalus he sits,

And useless barns the harvest of his wits ;

Having no other pleasure of his gain 860
But torment that it cannot cure his pain.

‘ So then he hath it when he cannot use it.

And leaves it to be master’d by his young

;

Who in their pride do presently abuse it

:

Their father was too weak, and they too strong,
To hold their cursed-blessed fortune long.

The sweets we wish for turn to loathed sours
Even in the moment that we call them ours.

‘ Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring

;

Unwholesome weeds take root with precious
flowers ; 870

The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing

;

What virtue breeds iniquity devours

:

We have no good that we can say is ours,
But ill-annexed Opportunity
Or kills his life or else his quality.

* O Opportunity, thy guilt is great

!

’Tis thou that executest the traitor’s treason

:

1019

Thou set’st the wolf where he the lamb may get

;

Whoever plots the sin, thou ’point’st the season

;

’Tis thou that spurn’st at right, at law, at reason

;

And in thy shady cell, where none may spy him,
[

Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by him.
[

‘ Thou makest the vestal violate her oath

;

Thou blow’st the fire when temperance is thaw’d

;

Thou smother’st honesty, thou murder’st troth

;

Thou foul abettor ! thou notorious bawd

!

Thou plantest scandal and displacest laud

:

Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false thief.

Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief!

‘ Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame, 890
Thy private feasting to a public fast,

Thy smoothing titles to a ragged name,
Thy sugar’d tongue to bitter wormwood taste :

Thy violent vanities can never last.

How comes it then, vile Opportunity,
Being so bad, such numbers seek for thee ?

‘ When wilt thou be.the humble suppliant’s friend,
And bring him where his suit maybe obtain’d?
When wilt thou sort an hour great strifes to end ?

Or free that soul which wretchedness hath chain’d?
Give physic to the sick, ease to the pain’d? 901
The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for

thee

;

But they ne’er meet with Opportunity.

‘ The patient dies while the physician sleeps

;

The orphan pines while the oppressor feeds;
Justice is feasting while the widow weeps

;

Advice is sporting while infection breeds :

Thou grant’st no time for charitable deeds

:

Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder’s rages,
Thy heinous hours wait on them as their pages.

‘When Truth and Virtue have to do with thee,
A thousand crosses keep them from thy aid

:

They buy thy help; but Sin ne’er gives a fee, I

He gratis comes ; and thou art well appaid
As well to hear as grant what he hath said.
My Collatine would else have come to me
When Tarquin did, but he was stay’d by thee.

‘ Guilty thou art of murder and of theft,

Guilty of perjury and subornation,
Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift, 920
Guilty of incest, that abomination

;

An accessary by thine inclination

To all sins past, and all that are to come.
From the creation to the general doom.

‘Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly Night,
Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care,

Eater of youth, false slave to false delight,

Base watch of woes, sin’s pack-horse, virtue’s

snare

;

Thou nursest all and murder’st all that are

:

O, hear me then, injurious, shifting Time
! 930

Be guilty of my death, since of my crime.

‘Why hath thy servant, Opportunity,
Betray’d the hours thou gavest me to repose,
Cancell’d my fortunes, and enchained me
To endless date of never-ending woes?
Time’s office is to fine the hate of foes

;



1020 LUCRECE.

To eat up errors by opinion bred.

Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed.

‘Time’s glory is to calm contending kings,

To unmask falsehood and bring truth to light, 940
To stamp the seal of time in aged things.

To wake the morn and sentinel the night,

To wrong the wronger till he render right,

To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours,

And smear with dust their glittering golden

towers

;

‘ To fill with worm-holes stately monuments,
To feed oblivion with decay of things,

To blot old books and alter their contents,

To pluck the quills from ancient ravens’ wings,

To dry the old oak’s sap and cherish springs, 950
To spoil antiquities of hammer’d steel,

And turn the giddy round of Fortune’s wheel

;

‘ To show the beldam daughters of her daughter,

To make the child a man, the man a child,

To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter,

To tame the unicorn and lion wild,

To mock the subtle in themselves beguiled.

To cheer the ploughman with increaseful

crops.

And waste huge stones with little water-drops.

‘Why work’st thou mischief in thy pilgrimage.

Unless thou couldst return to make amends? 961

One poor retiring minute in an age
Would purchase thee a thousand thousand friends,

Lending him wit that to bad debtors lends:

O, this dread night, wouldst thou one hour

come back,

I could prevent this storm and shun thy wrack

!

‘ Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity,

With some mischance cross Tarquin in his flight

:

Devise extremes beyond extremity,

To make him curse this cursed crimeful night

:

Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright
;

971

And the dire thought of his committed evil

Shape every bush a hideous shapeless devil.

‘ Disturb his hours of rest with restless trances,

Afflidt him in his bed with bedrid, groans ;

Let there bechance him pitiful mischances,

To make him moan ;
but pity not his moans

:

Stone him withharden’d hearts,harder than stones

;

And let mild women to him lose their mildness,

Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness. 980

‘ Let him have time to tear his curled hair,

Let him have time against himself to rave
;>

Let him have time of Time’s help to despair.

Let him have time to live a loathed slave,

Let him have time a beggar’s orts to crave,

And time to see one that by alms dqth live

Disdain to him disdained scraps to give.

‘ Let him have time to see his friends his fo.es,

And merry fools to mock at him resort

;

Let him have time to mark how slow time goes

In time of sorrow, and how swift and short 991

His time of folly and his time of sport;

j

And ever let his unrecalling crime
.

Have time to wail th’ abusing of his time.

‘ O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad,

Teach me to curse him that thou taught’st this ill

!

At his own shadow let the thief run mad,
Himself himself seek every hour to kill

!

Such wretched hands such wretched blood should
spill

;

For who so base would such an office have 1000

As slanderous deathsman to go base a slave ?

‘ The baser is he, coming from a king,

To shame his hope with deeds degenerate

:

The mightier man, the mightier is the thing
That makes him honour’d, or begets him hate

;

For greatest scandal waits on greatest state.

The moon being clouded presently is miss’d,

But little stars may hide them when they list.

‘ The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire.

And unperceived fly with the filth away; 1010

But if the like the snow-white swan desire,

The stain upon his silver down will stay.

Poor grooms are sightless night, kings glorious

day

:

Gnats are unnoted wheresoe’er they fly,

But eagles gazed upon with every eye.

‘ Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools

!

Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators!

Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools

;

Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters

:

To trembling clients be you mediators: 1020

For me, X force not argument a straw,

Since that my case is past the help of law.

‘ In vain I rail at Opportunity,
At Time, at Tarquin, and uncheerful Night;
I n vain I cavil with mine infamy,
In vain I spurn at my confirm’d despite

:

This helpless smoke of words doth me no right.

The remedy indeed to do me good
Is to let forth my foul-defiled blood.

‘ Poor hand, why quiver’st thou at this decree?
Honour thyself to rid me of this shame; 1031

For if I die, my honour lives in thee ;

But if I live, thou livest in my defame

:

Since thou couldst not defend thy loyal dame,
And wast afeard to scratch her wicked foe,

Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.’

This said, from her be-tumbled couch she starteth,

To find some desperate instrument of death

:

But this no slaughterhouse no tool imparteth
To make more vent for passage ofher breath ; 1040
Which, thronging through her lips, so vanisheth

As smoke from ALtna, that in air consumes,
Or that which from discharged cannon fumes.

‘ In vain,’ quoth she, ‘ I live, and seek in vain

Some happy mean to end a hapless life.

1 fear’d by Tarquin’s falchion to be slain,

Yet for the self-same purpose seek a knife

:

But when I fear’d I was a loyal wife

:

So am I now : O no, that cannot be

;

Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me. 1050

‘ 0, that is gone for which I sought to live,

And therefore now I need not fear to die.

To clear this spot by death, at least I give
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|
A badge of fame to slander’s livery

;

J

A dying life to living infamy

:

i
Poor helpless help, the treasure stol’n away,

! To burn the guiltless casket where it lay

!

1
• Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shall not know

|

The stained taste of violated troth

;

I will not wrong thy true affedtion so, 1060
i To flatter thee with an infringed oath ;

This bastard grafif shall never come to growth

:

He shall not boast who did thy stock pollute

That thou art doting father of his fruit.

|

‘ Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought,

!

Nor laugh with his companions at thy state ;

But thou shalt know thy interest was not bought
!
Basely with gold, but stol’n from forth thy gate.
For me, I am the mistress of my fate,

And with my trespass never will dispense, 1070
Till life to death acquit my forced offence.

‘ I will not poison thee with my attaint,

Nor fold my fault in cleanly-coin’d excuses;
My sable ground of sin I will not paint,

To hide the truth of this false night’s abuses

:

My tongue shall utter all ; mine eyes, like sluices,

As from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale,

Shall gush pure streams to purge my impure
tale.’

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended
The well-tuned warble of her nightly sorrow, 1080
And solemn night with slow sad gait descended
To ugly hell; when, lo, the blushing morrow
Lends light to all fair eyes that light will borrow;
But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see,

And therefore still in night would cloister’d be.

Revealing day through every cranny spies,

And seems to point her out where she sits weeping;
To whom she sobbing speaks :

‘ O eye of eyes.
Why pry’st thou through my window ? leave thy

peeping :

Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are
sleeping : 1090

Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light,

For day hath nought to do what ’s done by night.
’

Thus cavils she with every thing she sees

:

True grief is fond and testy as a child,

Who wayward once, his mood with nought agrees

:

Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild

;

Continuance tames the one ; the other wild,

Like an unpradtised swimmer plunging still,

With too much labour drowns for want of skill.

So she, deep-drenched in a sea of care, 1 100
Holds disputation with each thing she views,
And to herself all sorrow doth compare

;

No objedt but her passion’s strength renews;
And as one shifts, another straight ensues :

Sometime her grief is dumb and hath no words
;

Sometime ’tis mad and too much talk affords.

The little birds that tune their morning’s joy
Make her moans mad with their sweet melody :

For mirth doth search the bottom of annoy ;

Sad souls are slain in merry company ; 11 10
Grief best is pleased with grief’s society r

True sorrow then is feelingly sufficed

When with like semblance it is sympathized'

’Tis double death to drown in ken of shore ;

He ten times pines that pines beholding food;
To see the salve doth make the wound ache more ;

Great grief grieves most at that would do it good ;

Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood.

Who, being stopp’d, the bounding banks o’er-

flows

;

Grief dallied with nor law nor limit knows. 1120

‘You mocking birds,’ quoth she, ‘your tunes
entomb

Within your hollow-swelling feather’d breasts.

And in my hearing be you mute and dumb

:

My restless discord loves no stops nor rests

;

A woeful hostess brooks not merry guests

:

Relish your nimble notes to pleasing ears

;

Distress likes dumps when time is kept with
tears.

‘ Come, Philomel, that sing’st of ravishment.
Make thy sad grove in my dishevell’d hair;

As the dank earth weeps at thy languishment,
So I at each sad strain will strain a tear, 1131
And with deep groans the diapason bear

;

For burden-wise I’ll hum on Tarquin still,

While thou on Tereus descant’st better skill.

‘ And whiles against a thorn thou bear’st thy part,

To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I,

To imitate thee well, against my heart
Will fix a sharp knife to affright mine eye ;

Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die.

These means, as frets upon an instrument, 1140
Shall tune our heart-strings to true languish-

ment.

‘ And for, poor bird, thou sing’st not in the day.
As shaming any eye should thee behold,
Some dark deep desert, seated from the way,
That knows not parching heat nor freezing cold,

Will we find out ; and there we will unfold
To creatures stern sad tunes, to change then-

kinds:
Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear gentle

minds.’

As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze,
Wildly determining which way to fly, 1150
Or one encompass’d with a winding maze,
That cannot tread the way out readily

;

So with herself is she in mutiny,
To live or die which of the twain were better,

When life is shamed, and death reproach’s
debtor.

‘To kill myself,’ quoth she, ‘alack, what were it,

But with my body my poor soul’s pollution?

They that lose half with greater patience bear it

Than they whose whole is swallow’d in confusion.

That mother tries a merciless conclusion 1160
Who, having two sweet babes, when death

takes one.
Will slay the other and be nurse to none.

‘ My body or my soul, which was the dearer,

When the one pure, the other made divine?
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Whose love of either to myself was nearer,

When both were kept for heaven and Collatine?

Ay me ! the bark peel’d from the lofty pine.

His leaves will wither and his sap decay

;

So must my soul, her bark being peel’d away.

* Her house is sack’d, her quiet interrupted, 1170

Her mansion batter’d by the enemy;
Her sacred temple spotted, spoil’d, corrupted,

Grossly engirt with daring infamy

:

Then let it not be call’d impiety,

If in this blemish’d fort I make some hole

Through which I may convey this troubled soul.

‘Yet die I will not till my Collatine

Have heard the cause of my untimely death

;

That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine,

Revenge on him that made me stop my breath.

My stained blood to Tarquin I’ll bequeath, 1181

Which by him tainted shall for him be spent,

And as his due writ in my testament.

‘ My honour I’ll bequeath unto the knife

That wounds my body so dishonoured.

’Tis honour to deprive dishonour’d life

;

The one will live, the other being dead

:

So of shame’s ashes shall my fame- be bred ;

l
f
For in my death I murder shameful scorn

:

My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born.

‘ Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost, 1191

- What legacy shall I bequeath to thee?

My resolution, love, shall be thy boast,

By whose example thou revenged mayst be.

How Tarquin must be used, read it in me :

Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe,

And for my sake serve thou false Tarquin so.

* This brief abridgement of my will I make

:

My soul and body to the skies and ground

;

My resolution, husband, do thou take; 1200

Mine honour be the knife’s that makesmywound

;

My shame be his that did my fame confound

;

And all my fame that lives disbursed be
To those that live, and think no shame of me.

‘Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this will;.

How was I overseen that thou shalt see it

!

My blood shall wash the slander of mine- ill ;

My life’s foul deed, my life’s fair end shall free it.

Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say “ So be it

Yield to my hand ; my hand shall conquer thee

:

Thotu dead, both die, and both shall vidtors be.’

This plot of death when sadly she had laid,

And wiped the brinish pearl from her bright eyes,

With untuned tongue she hoarsely calls her maid.

Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies ;

For fleet-wing’d duty with thought’s feathers flies.

Poor Lucrece’ cheeks unto her maid seem so

As winter meads when sun doth melt their snow.

Her mistress she doth give demure good-morrow,
With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty,
And sorts a sad look to her lady’s sorrow, 1221

For why her face wore sorrow’s livery ;

But durst not ask of her audaciously
Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsed so,

Nor why her fair cheeks over-wash’d with woe.

But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set,

Each flower moisten’d like a melting eye

;

Even so the maid with swelling drops gan wet
Her circled eyne, enforced by sympathy
Of those fair suns set in her mistress’ sky,

.

1230

Who in a salt-waved ocean quench their light,

^Which makes the maid weep like the dewy
night.

A pretty while these pretty creatures stand,

Like ivory conduits coral cisterns filling

;

One justly weeps ; the other takes in hand
No cause, but company, of her drops spilling

:

Their gentle sex to weep are often willing

;

Grieving themselves to guess at others’ smarts,

And then they drown their eyes or break their

hearts.

For men have marble, women waxen, minds, 1240

And therefore are they form’d as marble will

;

The weak oppress’d, the impression of strange,

kinds
Is form’d in them by force, by fraud, or skill:

Then call them not the authors of their ill,
_

No more than wax shall be accounted evil

Wherein is stamp’d the semblance of a devil.

Their smoothness, like a goodly champaign plain.

Lays open all the little worms that creep

;

In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain
Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep : 1250

Through crystal walls each little mote will peep

:

Though men can cover crimes with bold stern

looks, 1

Poor women’s faces are their own faults’ books.

No man inveigh against the wither’d flower,
_

But chide rough winter that the flower hath kill’d

:

Not that devour’d, but that which doth devour.

Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild
^

Poor women’s faults, that they are so fulfill’d

With men’s abuses : those proud lords, to blame.

Makeweak-made women tenants to their shame.

The precedent whereof in Lucrece view, 1261

Assail’d by night with circumstances strong

Of present death, and shame that might ensue

By that her death, to do her husband wrong

:

Such danger to resistance did belong,

That dying fear through all her body spread
; |

And who cannot abuse a body dead ?

By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak

To the poor counterfeit of her complaining

:

‘ My girl,’ quoth she, ‘ on what occasion break

Those tears from thee, that down thy cheeks are

raining?
> >

1271

If thou dost weep for grief ofmy sustaining,

Know, gentle wench, it small avails my mood

:

If tears could help, mine own would do me good,
j

‘ But tell me, girl, when went ’—and there she

stay’d
Till after a deep groan—‘Tarquin from hence?’ -

;

‘Madam, ere I was up,’ replied the maid,
‘ The more to blame my sluggard negligence

:

Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense

;

Myself was stirring ere the break of day, 1280

And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone away.
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‘ But, lady, if your maid may be so bold,
She would request to know your heaviness.*
* O, peace !’ quoth Lucrece : ‘if it should be told,
The repetition cannot make it less ;

For more it is than I can well express

:

And that deep torture may be call’d a hell
When more is felt than one hath power to tell.

* Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen :

Yet save that labour, for I have them here. 1290
What should I say? One of my husband’s men
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear

:

Bid him with speed prepare to carry it

;

The cause craves haste, and it will soon be writ.’

Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write,
First hovering o’er the paper with her quill

:

Conceit and grief an eager combat fight;
What wit sets down is blotted straight with will

;

This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill : 1300
Much like a press of people at a door,
Throng her inventions, which shall go before.

At last she thus begins :
* Thou worthy lord

Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee,
Health to thy person ! next vouchsafe t’ afford

—

If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see

—

Some present speed to come and visit me.
' So, I commend me from our house in grief

:

My woes are tedious, though my words are
brief.’

Here folds she up the tenour of her woe, 1310
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly.
By this short schedule Collatine may know
Her grief, but not her grief’s true quality :

She dares not thereof make discovery,
Lest he should hold it her own gross abuse,
Ere she with blood had stain’d her stain’d

excuse.

Besides, the life and feeling of her passion
She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear her

;

When sighs and groans and tears may grace the
fashion

Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her 1320
From that suspicion which the world might bear

her.

To shun this blot, she would not blot the letter
With words, tilladlionmightbecome them better.

To see sad sights moves more than hear them told

;

For then the eye interprets to the ear
The heavy motion that it doth behold.
When every part a part of woe doth bear.
Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear

:

Deep sounds make lessernoise thanshallow fords,
And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind of

words. 1330

Ter letter now is seal’d, and on it writ
At Ardea to my lord with more than haste.’
The post attends, and she delivers it,

Charging the sour-faced groom to hie as fast
\s lagging fowls before the northern blast

:

Speed more than speed but dull and slow she
deems

:

Extremity still urgeth such extremes.

1023

The homely villain court' sies to her low
;

And, blushing on her, with a steadfast eye
Receives the scroll without or yea or no, 1340
And forth with bashful innocence doth hie.
But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie

Imagine every eye beholds their blame ;

For Lucrece thought he blush’d to see her
shame .

When, silly groom ! God wot, it was defedl
Of spirit, life, and bold audacity.
Such harmless creatures have a true respedl
To talk in deeds, while others saucily
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely :

Even so this pattern of the worn-out age 1350
Pawn’d honest looks, but laid no words to gage/

His kindled duty kindled her mistrust,
That two red fires in both their faces blazed;
She thought he blush’d, as knowing Tarquin’s lust,
And, blushing with him, wistly on him gazed

;

Her earnest eye did make him more amazed

:

The more she saw the blood his cheeks replenish,
The more she thought he spied in her some

blemish.

But long she thinks till he return again,
And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone. 1360
The weary time she cannot entertain,
For now ’tis stale .to sigh, to weep, and groan

:

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan,
That.she her plaints a little while doth stay,
Pausing for means to mourn some newer way.

At last she calls to mind where hangs a piece
Of skilful painting, made for Priam’s Troy

;

Before the which is drawn the power of Greece,
For Helen’s rape the city to destroy,
Threatening cloud-kissing Ilion with annoy; 1370
Which the conceited painter drew so proud.
As heaven, it seem’d, to kiss the turrets bow’d.

A thousand lamentable objedls there,
In scorn of nature, art gave lifeless life

:

Many a dry drop seem’d a weeping tear,
Shed for the slaughter’d husband by the wife

:

The red blood reek’d, to show the painter’s strife ;And dying eyes gleam’d forth their ashy lights^
Like dying coals burnt out in tedious nights.

There might you see the labouring pioner 1380
Begrimed with sweat, and smeared all with dust ;

And from the towers of Troy there would appear
The very eyes of men through loop-holes thrust.
Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust

;

Such sweet observance in this work was had,
That one might see those far-off eyes look sad.

In great commanders, grace and majesty
You might behold, triumphing in their faces

;

In youth, quick bearing and dexterity;
And here and there the.painter interlaces 1390
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling paces ;

Which heartless peasants did so well resemble,
That one would swear he saw them quake and

tremble.

In Ajax and Ulysses, O, what art
Of physiognomy might one behold /
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The face of either cipher’d either s heart

;

Their face their manners most expressly told

:

In Ajax’ eyes blunt rage and rigour roll’d ;

But the mild glance that sly Ulysses lent 1399

Show’d deep regard and smiling government.

There pleadingmight you see grave Nestor stand,

As ’twere encouraging the Greeks to fight

;

Making such sober adlion with his hand,
.

That it beguiled attention, charm’d the sight

:

In speech, it seem’d, his beard, all silver white,

Wagg’d up and down, and from his lips did fly

Thin winding breath, which purl’d up to the sky.

About him were a press of gaping faces,

Which seem’d to swallow up his sound advice

;

All jointly listening, but with several graces, 1410

As if some mermaid did their ears entice,

Some high, some low, the painter was so nice

;

The scalps of many, almost hid behind,

To jump up higher seem’d, to mock the mind.

Here one man’s hand lean’d on another’s head,

His nose being shadow’d by his neighbour s ear;

Here one being throng’d bears back, all boll’n

and red

;

Another smother’d seems to pelt and swear

;

And in their rage such signs of rage they bear,

As, but for loss of Nestor’s golden words, 1420

It seem’d they would debate with angry swords.

For much imaginary work was there

;

Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind,

That for Achilles’ image stood his spear,

Griped in an armed hand ;
himself, behind,

Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind ;

A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head.

Stood for the whole to be imagined.

And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy

When their brave hope, bold He&or, march’d to

field,
.

I43°

Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy

To see their youthful sons bright weapons wield ;

And to their hope they such odd a&ion yield,

That through their light joy seemed to appear,

Like bright things stain’*}, a kind of heavy fear.

And from the strand of Dardan, where they

fought,

To Simois’ reedy banks the red blood ran.

Whose waves to imitate the battle sought

With swelling ridges ; and their ranks began
To break upon the galled shore, and than 1440

Retire again, till, meeting greater ranks,

Theyjoin and shoot their foam at Simois’ banks.

To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come,

To find a face where all distress is stell’d.

Many she sees where cares have carved some,

But none where all distress and dolour dwell'd,

Till she despairing Hecuba beheld,

Staring on Priam’s wounds with her old eyes,

Which bleeding under Pyrrhus’ proud foot lies.

In her the painter had anatomized 145°

Time’s ruin, beauty’swreck, and grim care’s reign

:

Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were dis-

guised ;

Of what she was no semblance did remain

:

Her blue blood changed to black in every vein,

Wanting the spring that those shrunk pipes had
fed,

Show’d life imprison’d in a body dead.

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes.

And shapes her sorrow to the beldam’s woes,

Who nothing wants to answer her but cries,

And bitter words to ban her cruel foes : 1460

The painter was no god to lend her those

;

And therefore Lucrece swears he did herwrong.

To give her so much grief and not a tongue.

‘ Poor instrument,’ quoth she, * without a sound,

I’ll tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue ;

And drop sweet balm in Priam’s painted wound.
And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong

;

And with my tears quenchTroy that burns so long

;

And with my knife scratch out the angry eyes

Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. 1470

‘ Show me the strumpet that began this stir.

That with my nails her beauty I may tear.

Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur

This load of wrath that burning Troy doth bear:

Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here

;

And here in Troy, for trespass of thine eye,
.

The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter die.

‘ Why should the private pleasure of some one
Become the public plague of many moe?
Let sin, alone committed, light alone 1480

j

Upon his head that hath trangressed so ;

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe

:

For one’s offence why should so many fall.

To plague a private sin in general ?

‘ Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies,

Here manly Hedtor faints, here Troilus swounds,

Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies,

And friend to friend gives unadvised wounds,

And one man’s lust these many lives confounds:

Had doting Priam check’d his son’s desire, 1400

Troy had been bright with fame and not with

fire.’

j

Here feelingly she weeps Troy’s painted woes:

For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging bell.

Once set on ringing, with his own weight goes

;

Then little strength rings out the doleful knell

:

So Lucrece, set a-work, sad tales doth tell

To pencill’d pensiveness and colour’d sorrow

;

She lends them words, and she their looks doth

borrow.

She throws her eyes about the painting round,

And whom she finds forlorn she doth lament.

At last she sees a wretched image bound, 1501

That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds lent:

His face, though full of cares, yet show’d content

;

Onward to Troy with the blunt swains he goes,

;

So mild, that Patience seem’d to scorn his woes.

In him the painter labour’d with his skill

To hide deceit, and give the harmless show

An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still,

A brow unbent, that seem’d to welcome woe

;

Cheeks neither red norpale, but mingled so 1510



LUCRECE. 1025

That blushing red no guilty instance gave,
Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have.

But, like a constant and confirmed devil,

He entertain’d a show so seeming just,
And therein so ensconced his secret evil,

That jealousy itself could not mistrust
False-creeping craft and perjury should thrust
Into so bright a day such black-faced storms,
Or blot with hell-born sin such saint-like forms.

The well-skill’d workman this mild image drew
For perjured Sinon, whose enchanting story 1521
The credulous old Priam after slew ;

Whose words like wildfire burnt the shining glory
Of rich-built I lion, that the skies were sorry,
And little stars shot from their fixed places,
When their glass fell wherein they view’d their

faces.

This picture she advisedly perused,
And chid the painter for his wondrous skill,

Saying, some shape in Sinon's was abused

;

So fair a form lodged not a mind so ill : 1530
And still on him she gazed; and gazing still,

Such signs of truth in his plain face she spied.
That she concludes the picture was belied.

* It cannot be,’ quoth she, ‘that so much guile’

—

She would have said ‘ can lurk in such a look ;

’

But Tarquin’s shape came in her mind the while,
And from her tongue ‘ can lurk’ from ‘ cannot’ took;
‘ It cannot be’ she in that sense forsook,
And turn’d it thus, ‘ Ic cannot be, I find,

But such a face should bear a wicked mind

:

‘ For even as subtle Sinon here is painted.
So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild,
As if with grief or travail he had fainted,
To me came Tarquin armed ; so beguiled
With outward honesty, but yet defiled
With inward vice : as Priam him did cherish,
So did I Tarquin

; so my Troy did perish.

‘ Look, look, how listening Priam wets his eyes,
To see those borrow’d tears that Sinon sheds

!

Priam, why art thou old and yet not wise ? 1550
For every tear he falls a Trojan bleeds

;

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds

;

Those round clear pearls of his, that move thy
pity,

Are balls of quenchless fire to burn thy city.

‘ Such devils steal effedts from lightless hell

;

For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold,
And in that cold hot-burning fire doth dwell

;

These contraries such unity do hold,
Only to flatter fools and make them bold

:

So Priam’s trust false Sinon’s tears doth flatter,

That he finds means to burn hisTroy with water.’

Here, all enraged, such passion her assails,

That patience is quite beaten from her breast.
She tears the senseless Sinon with her nails,

Comparing him to that unhappy guest
Whose deed hath made herself herself detest

:

At last she smilingly with this gives o’er;
‘Fool, fool!’ quoth she, ‘his wounds will not

be sore.’

Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sorrow^
And time doth weary time with her complaining.
She looks for night, and then she longs for morrow,
And both she thinks too long with her remaining

:

Short time seems long in sorrow’s sharp sus-
taining :

Though woe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps

;

And they that watch see time how slow it creeps.

Which all this time hath overslipp’d her thought.
That she with painted images hath spent ;

Being from the feeling of her own grief brought
By deep surmise of others’ detriment

;

Losing her woes in shows of discontent. 1580
It easeth some, though none it ever cured,
To think their dolour others have endured.

But now the mindful messenger, come back.
Brings home his lord and other company ;

Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black

:

And round about her tear-distained eye
Blue circles stream’d, like rainbows in the sky ;

These water-galls in her dim element
Foretell new storms to those already spent.

Which when her sad-beholding husband saw,
Amazedly in her sad face he stares : 1591
Her eyes, though sod in tears, look’d red and

raw,
Her lively colour kill’d with deadly cares.
He hath no power to ask her how she fares

:

Both stood, like old acquaintance in a trance,
Met far from home, wondering each other’s

chance.

At last he takes her by the bloodless hand.
And thus begins: ‘What uncouth ill event
Hath thee befall’n, that thou dost trembling stand ?

Sweet love, what spite hath thy fair colour spent?
Why art thou thus attired in discontent ? 1601
Unmask, dear dear, this moody heaviness,
And tell thy grief, that we may give redress.’

Three times with sighs she gives her sorrow fire,

Ere once she can discharge one word of woe ;

At length address’d to answer his desire,
She modestly prepares to let them know
Her honour is ta’en prisoner by the foe ;

While Collatine and his consorted lords
With sad attention long to hear her words. 1610

And now this pale swan in her watery nest
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending

;

‘ Few words,’ quoth she, ‘shall fit the trespass best,
Where no excuse can give the fault amending

:

In me moe woes than words are now depending ;

And my laments would be drawn out too long,
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue.

‘Then be this all the task it hath to say:
Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay * 1620
Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head

;

And what wrong else may be imagined
By foul enforcement might be done to me.
From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not free.

‘ For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight,
With shining falchion in my chamber came

65
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A creeping creature, with a flaming light,

And softly cried “Awake, thou Roman dame,.

And entertain my love ;
else lasting shame

On thee and thine this night I will inflidt, 1630

If thou my love’s desire do contradict.

* “For some hard-favour’dgroom of thine,” quoth

he,

“Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will,

I’ll murder straight, and then I’ll slaughter thee

And swear I found you where you did fulfil

The loathsome aCt of lust, and so did kill

The lechers in their deed : this a<5t will be

My fame and thy perpetual infamy.”

‘ With this, I did begin to start and cry ;

And then against my heart he sets his sword, 1640

Swearing, unless I took all patiently,

I should not live to speak another word

;

So should my shame still rest upon record,

And never be forgot in mighty Rome

^.
Th’ adulterate death of Lucrece and her groom.

* Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak,

And far the weaker with so strong a fear

:

My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak

;

No rightful plea might plead for justice there :

His scarlet lust came evidence to swear 1650

.. That my poor beauty had purloin’d his eyes

;

* And when the judge is robb’d the prisoner

dies.

‘ O, teach me how to make mine own excuse

!

Or at the least this refuge let me find ;

Though my gross blood be stain’d with this abuse,

Immaculate and spotless is my mind

;

That was not forced ;
that never was inclined

To accessary yieldings, but still pure

Doth in her poison’d closet yet endure.'

Lo, here, the hopeless merchant of this loss, 1660

With head declined, and voice damm’d up with

woe,
With sad set eyes, and wretched arms across,

Fro.m lips new-waxen pale begins to blow

The grief away that stops his answer so

:

But, wretched as he is, he strives in vain

;

What he breathes out his breath drinks up

.
again.

As through an arch the violent roaring tide

Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste,

Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride

Back to the strait that forced him on so fast ; 1670

In rage sent out, recall’d in rage, being past

:

Even so his sighs, his sorrows, make a saw,

To push griefon, and back the same grief draw.

Which speechless woe of his poor she attendeth.

And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh

:

‘ Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth

Another power ; no flood by raining slaketh.

My woe too sensible thy passion maketh
, More feeling-painful : let it then suffice 1679

To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes.

And for my sake, when I might charm thee so

For she that was thy Lucrece, now attend me

:

1 Be suddenly revenged on my foe,

Thine, mine, hisown : suppose thou dost defend me
From what is past : the help that thou shalt lendme
Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ;

For sparing justice feeds iniquity.

‘ But ere I name him, you fair lords,’ quoth she,

Speaking to those that came with Collatine,

‘ Shall plight your honourable faiths to me,
_

1690

With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of mine ;

For ’tis a meritorious fair design

To chase injustice with revengeful arms:
Knights, by their oaths, should right poor

ladies’ harms.’

At this request, with noble disposition

Each present lord began to promise aid,

As bound in knighthood to her imposition,

Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray’d.

But she, that yet her sad task hath not said, 1699

The protestation stops. ‘ O, speak,’ quoth she,

‘ How may this forced stain be wiped from me?

‘ What is the quality of mine offence,

Being constrain’d with dreadful circumstance?

May my pure mind with the foul a<5t dispense,

My low-declined honour to advance?
May any terms acquit me from this chance ?

The poison’d fountain clears itself again

;

And why not I from this compelled stain?'

With this, they all at once began to say,

Her body’s stain her mind untainted clears; 1710

While with a joyless smile she turns away
The face, that map which deep impression bears

Of hard misfortune, carved in it with tears.

‘No, no,’ quoth she, ‘no dame, hereafter living,

By my excuse shall claim excuse’s giving.’

Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break,

She throws forthTarquin’s name: ‘He, he,’she says,

But more than ‘he’ her poor tongue could not

speak ;

Till after many accents and delays.

Untimely breathings, sick and short assays, 1720

She utters this, ‘ He, he, fair lords, ’tis he,

That guides this hand to give this wound to me.
’

Even here she sheathed in her harmless breast

A harmful knife, that thence her soul unsheathed

:

That blow did bail it from the deep unrest

Of that polluted prison where it breathed:

Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bequeathed

Her winged sprite, and through her wounds
doth fly

Life’s lasting date from cancell’d destiny.

Stone-still, astonish’d with this deadly deed, 1730

Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew

;

Till Lucrfece’ father, that beholds her bleed,

Himself on her self-slaughter’d body threw;

And from the purple fountain Brutus drew
The murderous knife, and, as it left the place.

Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in chase

;

And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide

In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood

Circles her body in on every side,

Who, like a late-sack’d island, vastly stood 1740

Bare and unpeopled in this fearful flood.
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Some of her blood still pure and red remain’d,
And some look’d black, and that false Tarquin

stain’d.

About the mourning and congealed face
Of that black blood a watery rigol goes,
Which seems to weep upon the tainted place

:

And ever since, as pitying Lucrece’ woes,
Corrupted blood some watery token shows

;

And blood untainted still doth red abide,
Blushing at that which is so putrified. 1750

‘ Daughter, dear daughter,’ old Lucretius cries,

‘That life was mine which thou hast here de-
prived.

If in the child the father’s image lies,

Where shall I live how Lucrece is unlived?
Thou wast not to this end from me derived.

If children pre-decease progenitors,
We are their offspring, and they none of ours.

‘ Poor broken glass, I often did behold
In thy sweet semblance my old age new born

;

But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and old, 1760
Shows me a bare-boned death by time outworn

:

O, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn,
And shiver’d all the beauty of my glass,

That I no more can see what once l was

!

‘O time, cease thou thy course and last no longer,
If they surcease to be that should survive.
Shall rotten death make conquest of the stronger
And leave the faltering feeble souls alive?
The old bees die, the young possess their hive

:

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again and see
Thy father die, and not thy father thee !

’ 1771

By this, starts Collatine as from a dream,
And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place

;

And then in key-cold Lucrece’ bleeding stream
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face,
And counterfeits to die with her a space

;

Till manly shame bids him possess his breath
And live to be revenged on her death.

The deep vexation of his inward soul
Hath served a dumb arrest upon his tongue ; 1780
Who, mad that sorrow should his use control.
Or keep him from heart-easing words so long,
Begins to talk ; but through his lips do throng
Weak woi*ds, so thick come in his poor heart’s

aid,

That no man could distinguish what he said.

Yet sometime ‘Tarquin’ was pronounced plain,
But through his teeth, as if the name he tore.

This windy tempest, till it blow up rain,
Held back his sorrow’s tide, to make it more ;

At last it rains, and busy winds give o’er: 1790
Then son and father weep with equal strife

Who should weep most, for daughter or for wife.

The one doth call her his, the other his,

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay.

The father says ‘She’s mine.’ ‘O, mine she is,’

Replies her husband :
‘ do not take away

My sorrow’s interest
; let no mourner say

He weeps for her, for she was only mine.
And only must be wail’d by Collatine.’

1027

‘ O,’ quoth Lucretius, ‘ 1 did give that life 1800
Which she too early and too late hath spill’d.’

‘Woe, woe,’ quoth Collatine, ‘she was my wife,
I owed her, and ’tis mine that she hath kill’d.'

‘My daughter’ and ‘ my wife’ with clamours fill’d

The dispersed air, who, holding Lucrece’ life,

Answer’d their cries, ‘my daughter’ and ‘my
wife.

’

Brutus, who pluck’d the knife from Lucrece’ side,
Seeing such emulation in their woe,
Began to. clothe his wit in state and pride.
Burying in Lucrece’ wound his folly’s show. 1810
He with the Romans was esteemed so
As silly-jeering idiots are with kings,
For sportive words and uttering foolish things

:

But now he throws that shallow habit by,
Wherein deep policy did him disguise;
And arm’d his long-hid wits advisedly,
To check the tears in Collatinus’ eyes.
‘Thou wronged lord of Rome,’ quoth he, ‘arise

:

Let my unsounded self, supposed a fool,

Now set thy long-experienced wit to school.

‘ Why, Collatine, is woe the cure for woe? 1821
Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievous

deeds ?

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow
For his foul a<5t by whom thy fair wife bleeds?
Such childish* humour from weak minds pro-

ceeds :

Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so,

To slay herself, that should have slain her foe.

‘Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart
In such relenting dew of lamentations ;

But kneel with me and help to bear thy part,
To rouse our Roman gods with invocations, 1831
That they will suffer these abominations,

Since Rome herself in them doth stand dis-

graced,
By our strong arms from forth her fair streets

chased.

‘Now, by the Capitol that we adore,
And by this chaste blood so unjustly stain’d,
By heaven’s fair sun that breeds the fat earth’s

store,

By all our country rights in Rome maintain’d,
And by chaste Lucrece’ soul that late complain’d
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife,
We will revenge the death of this true wife,*

This said, he struck his hand upon his breast.
And kiss’d the fatal knife, to end his vow;
And to his protestation urged the rest,

Who, wondering at him, did his words allow

:

Then jointly to the ground their knees they bow;
And that deep vow, which Brutus made before,
He doth again repeat, and that they swore.

When they had sworn to this advised doom,
They did conclude to bear dead Lucrece thence

:

To show her bleeding body thorough Rome, 1851
And so to publish Tarquin’s foul offence :

Which being done with speedy diligence,

The Romans plausibly did give consent
To Tarquin’s everlasting banishment.

65—
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T. T.

From fairest creatures we desire increase,

That thereby beauty’s rose might never die,

But as the riper should by time decease,

His tender heir might bear his memory :

But thou, contradled to thine own bright eyes,

Feed’st thy light’s flame with self-substantial fuel,

Making a famine where abundance lies,

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.

Thou that art now the world’s fresh ornament
And only herald to the gaudy spring,

Within thine own bud buriest thy content

And, tender churl, makest waste in niggarding.

Pity the world, or else this glutton be,

To eat the world’s due, by the grave and thee.

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow.

And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,

Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,

Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held

:

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days.

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,

Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use,

If thou couldst answer ‘This fair child of mine

Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,’

Proving his beauty by succession thine !

This were to be new made when thou art old,

And see thy bloodwarm when thou feel’st it cold.

hi.

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest

Now is the time that face should form another ;

Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest,

Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some mother.

For where is she so fair whose unear’d womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry?
Or who is he so fond will be the tomb
Of his self-love, to stop posterity?

Thou art thy mother’s glass, and she in thee

Calls back the lovely April of her prime

:

So thou through windows of thine age shalt see

Despite of wrinkles this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remember’d not to be,

Die single, and thine image dies with thee.

IV.

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend

Upon thyself thy beauty’s legacy?

Nature’s bequest gives nothing but doth lend.

And being frank she lends to those are free.

Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thou abuse

The bounteous largess given thee to give ?

Profitless usurer, why dost thou use

So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?

For having traffic with thyself alone,

Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.

Then how, when nature calls thee to be gone,

What acceptable audit canst thou leave ?

Thy unused beauty must be tomb’d with thee,

Which, used, lives th’ executor to be.

v.

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame

The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell,

Will play the tyrants to the very same
And that unfair which fairly doth excel

;

For never-resting time leads summer on

To hideous winter and confounds him there

;

Sap check’d with frost and lusty leaves quite

gone,
Beauty o’crsilow’d and bareness every where :

Then, were not summer’s distillation left,

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass,

Beauty’s effedt with beauty were bereft,

Nor it nor no remembrance what it was

:

But flowers distill’d, though they with winter

meet,
Leese but their show ; their substance still lives

sweet.
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VI.

Then let not winter’s ragged hand deface
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distill’d

:

Make sweet some vial ; treasure thou some place
With beauty’s treasure, ere it be self-kill’d.

That use is not forbidden usury
Which happies those that pay the willing loan

;

That’s for thyself to breed another thee,
Or ten times happier, be it ten for one

;

Ten times thyself were happier than thou art.
If ten of thine ten times refigured thee

:

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart,
Leaving thee living in posterity?
Be not self-will’d, for thou art much too fair

To be death’s conquest and make worms thine
heir. *

VII.

Lo ! in the orient when the gracious light
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight,
Serving with looks his sacred majesty

;

And having climb’d the steep-up heavenly hill,

Resembling strong youth in his middle age,
Yet mortal looks adore his beauty still,

Attending on his golden pilgrimage
;

•

But when from highmost pitch, with weary car,
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day,
The. eyes, ’fore duteous, now converted are
From his low tract and look another way:
So thou, thyself out-going in thy noon,
Unlook’d on diest, unless thou get a son.

VIII.

Music to hear, why hear’st thou music sadly?
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.
Why lovest thou that which thou receivest not

gladly, '

Or else receivest with pleasure thine annoy?
If the true concord of well-tuned sounds,
By unions married, do offend thine ear,

They do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the parts that thou shouldst bear.
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another,
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering,
Resembling sire and child and happy mother
Who all in one, one pleasing note do sing:
Whose speechless song, being many, seeming

one,

Sings this to thee :
* thou single wilt prove none.’

IX.

Is it for fear to wet a widow’s eye
That thou consumest thyself in single life ?

Ah ! if thou issueless -shalt hap to die,

The world will wail thee, like a makeless wife ;

The world will be thy widow and still weep
That thou no form of thee hast left behind,
When every private widow well may keep
By children’s eyes her husband’s shape in mind.
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth spend
Shifts but his place, for still the world enjoys it

;

But beauty’s waste hath in the world an end,
And kept unused, the user so destroys it.

No love toward others in that bosom sits

That on himself such murderous shame com-
mits.

X.
For shame ! deny that thou bear’st love to any.
Who for thyself art so unprovident.
Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many,
But that thou none lovest is most evident

;

For thou art so possess’d with murderous hate
That ’gainst thyself thou stick’st not to conspire,
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate
Which to repair should be thy chief desire.

0, change thy thought, that I may change my
mind !

Shall hate be fairer lodged than gentle love?
Be, as thy presence is, gracious and kind,
Or to thyself at least kind-hearted prove

:

Make thee another self, for love of me,
That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

xr.

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou growest
In one of thine, from that which thou departest ;

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestowest
Thou mayst call thine when thou from youth con-

vertest.

Herein lives wisdom, beauty and increase;
Without this, folly, age and cold decay

:

If all were minded so, the times should cease
And threescore year would make the world away.
Let those whom Nature hath not made for store,
Harsh featureless and rude, barrenly perish

:

Look, whom she best endow’d she gave the more ;

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty
cherish

:

She carved thee for her seal, and meant thereby
Thou shouldst print more, not let . that copy die.

XII.

When I do count the clock that tells the time.
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night

;

When I behold the violet past prime,
And sable curls all silver’d o’er with white

;

When lofty trees I see barren of leaves
Which erst from heat did canopy the herd,
And summer’s green all girded up in sheaves
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard.
Then of thy beauty do I question make,
That thou among the wastes of time must go,
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake
And die as fast as they see others grow

;

And nothing ’gainst Time’s scythe can make
defence

Save breed, to brave him when he takes thee
hence.

XIII.

0, that you were yourself! but, love, you are
No longer yours than you yourself here live

:

Against this coming end you should prepare,
And your sweet semblance to some other give.
So should that beauty which you hold in lease
Find no determination

; then you were
Yourself again after yourself’s decease.
When your sweet issue your sweet form should

bear.

Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter’s day
And barren rage of death’s eternal cold?
O, none but unthrifts ! Dear my love, you know
You had a father : let your son say so.
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XIV.

Not from the stars do I my judgement pluck

;

And yet methinks I have astronomy, •

But not to tell of good or evil luck,

Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons’ quality

;

Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell,
.

Pointing to each his thunder, rain and wind,

Or say with princes if it shall go well.

By oft predict that I in heaven find

:

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive,

And, constant stars, in them I read such art

As truth and beauty shall together thrive,

If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert;

Or else of thee this I prognosticate :

Thy end is truth’s and beauty’s doom and date.

XV.

When I consider every thing that grows

Holds in perfe&ion but a little moment,

That this huge stage presenteth nought but shows

Whereon the stars in secret influence comment;

When I perceive that men as plants increase,

Cheered and check’d even by the self-same sky.

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height decrease,

And wear their brave state out of memory

;

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay.

Sets you most rich in youth before my sight,

Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay,

To change your day of youth to sullied night

;

And all in war with Time for love of you.

As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

xvr.

But wherefore do not you a mightier way
Make war upon this bloody tyrant. Time?
And fortify yourself in your decay

With means more blessed than my barren rhyme?

Now stand you on the top of happy hours,

And manv maiden gardens yet unset

With virtuouswishwould bear your living flowers,

1 Much liker than your painted counterfeit

:

So should the lines of life that life repair,

Which this, Time’s pencil, or my pupil pen,

Neither in inward worth nor outward fair,

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men. .

To give away yourself keeps yourself still,

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet

skill.

XVII.

Who will believe my verse in time to come,

If it were fill’d with your most high deserts ?

Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a tomb

Which hides your lifeand showsnothalfyourparts.

If I could write the beauty of your eyes

And in fresh numbers number all your graces.

The age to come would say ‘This poet lies

;

Suchheavenly touches ne’er touch’d earthly faces.

So should my papers yellow’d with their age

Be scorn’d like old men of less truth than tongue,

i And your true rights be term’d a poet’s rage

And stretched metre of an antique song
: .

But were some child of yours alive that time,

You should live twice ; in it and in my rhyme.

XVIII.

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate

:

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,

And summer’s lease hath all too short a date :

Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

And often is his gold complexion dimmed ;

And every fair from fair sometime declines,

By chance or nature’s changing course untrimm’d ;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade

Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest ;

Nor shall Death brag thou wander’st in his shade,

When in eternal lines to time thou growest :

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this and this gives life to thee.

XIX.

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws,

And make the earth devour her own sweetbrood ;

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws,

And burn the long-lived phoenix in her blood ;

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets.

And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,

To the wide world and all her fading sweets ;

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime :

O, carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow,

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen ;

Him in thy course untainted do allow

For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men.

Yet, do thy worst, old Time : despite thy wrong, !

My love shall in my verse ever live young.

XX.

A woman’s face with Nature’s own hand painted ,

Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion ;

A woman’s gentle heart, but not acquainted

With shifting change, as is false women’s fashion
;

j

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling, :

Gilding the objedl whereupon it gazeth;

A man in hue, all ‘hues’ in his controlling,

Which steals men’s eyes and women’s souls

amazeth.
And for a woman wert thou first created

; .

Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting,

And by addition me of thee defeated,

By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.

But since she prick’d thee out for women s

pleasure,

Mine be thy love and thy love’s use their treasure.

XXI.

So is it not with me as with that Muse
Stirr’d by a painted beauty to his verse,

Who. heaven itself for ornament doth use

And every fair with his fair doth rehearse ;

Making a couplement of proud compare.,

With sun and moon, with earth and sea’s rich gems,

With April’s first-born flowers, and all things rare

That heaven’s air in this huge rondure hems.

O, let me, true in love, but truly write,

And then believe me, my love is as fair.

As any mother’s child, though not so bright

As those gold candles fix’d in heaven’s air :

Let them say more that like of hearsay well;

I will not praise that purpose not to sell.

XXII.

My glass shall not persuade me I am old,

So long as youth and thou are of one date ;

But when in thee time’s furrows I behold,

Then look I death my days should expiate.
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For all that beauty that doth cover thee
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,

Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me :

How can I then be elder than thou art?

O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary
As I, not for myself, but for thee will;

j

Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary
As tender nurse her babe from faring ill.

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain
;

Thou gavest me thine, not to give back again.

XXIII.

;

As an unperfedt adtor on the stage

|

Who with his fear is put besides his part,

i Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,
i Whose strength’s abundance weakens his own

heart,

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say
The perfedl ceremony of love’s rite,

And :in mine own love’s strength seem to decay,
O’ercharged with burden of mine own love’s might.
O, let my books be then the eloquence
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast,

Who plead for love and look for recompense
More than that tongue that more hath more ex-

press’d.

O, learn to read what silent love hath writ

:

To hear with eyes belongs to love’s fine wit.

XXIV.

Mine eye hath play’d the painter and hath stell’d

Thy beauty’s form in table of my heart

;

My body is the frame wherein ’tis held,

And perspective it is best painter’s art.

For through the painter must you see his skill,

To find where your true image pictured lies;

Which in my bosom’s shop is hanging still,

That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes.

Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have done

:

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine forme
Are windows to my breast, where-through the sun
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee

;

Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art

;

They draw but what they see, know not the

heart.

xxv.

Let those who are in favour with their stars

Of public honour and proud titles boast,

Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars,

Unlook’d for joy in that I honour most.
Great princes’ favourites their fair leaves spread
But as the marigold at the sun’s eye,
And in themselves their pride lies buried,

For at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior famoused for fight,

After a thousand victories once foil’d,

Is from the book of honour razed quite,

And all the rest forgot for which he toil’d :

Then happy I, that love and am beloved
Where I may not remove nor be removed.

XXVI.

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalage
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit,

To thee I send this written embassage,
To witness duty, not to show my wit

:

Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine
Maymake seem bare, in wanting words to show it,

But that I hope some good conceit of thine
In thy soul’s thought, all naked, will bestow it;

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving
Points on me graciously with fair aspedt
And puts apparel on my tatter’d loving,

To show me worthy of thy sweet respedt

:

Then may I dare to boast how I do love thee

;

Till then not show my head where thou mayst
prove me.

XXVII.

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed,
The dear repose for limbs with travel tired ;

But then begins a journey in my head,
To work my mind, when body’s work’s expired

:

For then my thoughts, from far where I abide,
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee,

And keep my drooping eyelids open wide,
Looking on darkness which the blind do see :

Save that my soul’s imaginary sight
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view,
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night,

Makes black night beauteous and her old face new.
Lo ! thus, by day my limbs, by night my mind,
For thee and for myself no quiet find.

XXVIII.

How can I then return in happy plight,

That am debarr’d the benefit of rest ?

When day’s oppression is not eased by night,
But day by night, and night by day, oppress’d?
And each, though enemies to either’s reign,

Do in consent shake hands to torture me

;

The one by toil, the other to complain
How far I toil, still farther off from thee.

I tell the day, to please him thou art bright
And dosthim grace when clouds do blot the heaven :

So flatter I the swart-complexion’d night,

When sparkling stars twire not thou gild’st the
even.

But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer
And night doth nightly make grief’s strength

seem stronger.

XXIX.

When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,

I all alone beweep my outcast state

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries

And look upon myself and curse my fate,

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope.
Featured like him, like him with friends possess’d.
Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least;

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising.

Haply I think on thee, and then my state,

Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate ;

For thy sweet love remember’d such wealth
brings

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

XXX.

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,
And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste

:

Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,
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And weep afresh love’s long since cancell’d woe,

And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight

:

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone.

And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er

The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan,
Which I new pay as if not paid before.

But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,

All losses are restored and sorrows end.

XXXI.

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts,

Which I by lacking have supposed dead,

And there reigns love and all love’s loving parts.

And all those friends which I thought buried.

How many a holy and obsequious tear

Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye

As interest of the dead, which now appear

But things removed that hidden in thee lie
! .

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,

Who all their parts of me to thee did give ;

That due of many now is thine alone :

Their images I loved I view in thee,

\ And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.

XXXII.

If thou survive my well-contented day,

When that churl Death my bones with dust shall

cover,

And shalt by fortune once more re-survey

These poor rude lines of thy deceased lover.

Compare them with the bettering of the time,

And though they be outstripp’d by every pen,

Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme,
Exceeded by the height of happier men.
O, then vouchsafe me but this loving thought

:

4 Had my friend’s Muse grown with this growing

age,

A dearer birth than this his love had brought,

To march in ranks of better equipage :

But since he died and poets better prove,

Theirs for their style I ’ll read, his for his love.’

XXXIII.

Full many a glorious morning have I seen

Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eye,

Kissing with golden face the meadows green,

Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy

;

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride

With ugly rack on his celestial face,

And from the forlorn world his visage hide,

Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace

:

Even so my sun one early morn did shine

With all-triumphant splendour on my brow ;

But out, alack ! he was but one hour mine ;

The region cloud hath mask’d him from me now.
Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth

;

Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun
staineth.

I

XXXIV.

|

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day

j

And make me travel forth without my cloak,

;

To let base clouds o’ertake me in my way,
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke ?

’Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,

To dry the rain on my storm-beaten face,

For no man well of such a salve can speak
That heals the wound and cures not the disgrace :

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief

;

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:

The offender’s sorrow lends but weak relief

To him that bears the strong offence’s cross.

Ah ! but those tears arc pearl which thy love
sheds,

And they are rich and ransom all ill deeds.

XXXV.

No more be grieved at that which thou hast done

:

Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud

;

Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun.

And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.
All men make faults, and even I in this.

Authorizing thy trespass with compare.
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss,
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are

;

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense

—

Thy adverse party is thy advocate

—

And ’gainst myself a lawful plea commence

:

Such civil war is in my love and hate
That I an accessary needs must be
To that sweet thief which sourly robs from me.

XXXVI.

Let me confess that we two must be twain,
Although our undivided loves are one

:

So shall those blots that do with me remain
Without thy help by me be borne alone.
In our two loves there is but one respe<5t.

Though in our lives a separable spite.

Which though it alter not love’s sole effedfc,

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love’s delight.

I may not evermore acknowledge thee,

Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee shame.
Nor thou with public kindness honour me.
Unless thou take that honour from thy name

:

But do not so; I love thee in such sort

As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

XXXVII.

As a decrepit father takes delight
To see his a<5tive child do deeds of youth.
So I, made lame by fortune’s dearest spite.

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth.

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit,

Or any of these all, or all, or more,
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit,

I make my love engrafted to this store

:

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised,
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give
That I in thy abundance am sufficed

And by a part of all thy glory live.

Look, what is best, that best I wish in thee : «

This wish I have ;
then ten times happy me!

XXXVIII.

How can my Muse want subjedl to invent,

While thou dostbreathe, that pour’st into my verse

Thine own sweet argument, too excellent

For every vulgar paper to rehearse? '

O, give thyself the thanks, if aught in me
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight;

For who’s so dumb that cannot write to thee.

When thou thyself dost give invention light?

Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate ;

And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth

Eternal numbers to outlive long date.
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If my slight Muse do please these curious days,
The pain be mine, but thine shall be the praise.

XXXIX.

O, how thy worth with manners may I sing,
When thou art all the better part of me ?

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring?
And what is’t but mine own when I praise thee?
Even for this let us divided live,

And our dear love lose name of single one,
That by this separation I may give
That due to thee which thou deservest alone.
0 absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove,
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave
To entertain the time with thoughts of love,
Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive,
And that thou teachest how to make one twain,

,
By praising him here who doth hence remain !

XL.

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all

;

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before ?

No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call

;

All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.
Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

1 cannot blame thee for my love thou usest

;

But yet be blamed, if thou thyself deceivest
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty

;

And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief
To bear love’s wrong than hate’s known injury.

Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,
Kill me with spites

;
yet we must not be foes.

XLI.

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits,
When I am sometime absent from thy heart,
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits.

For still temptation follows where thou art.

Gentle thou art and therefore to be won,
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assailed

;

And when a woman woos, what woman’s son
Will sourly leave her till she have prevailed ?

Ay me ! but yet thou mightst my seat forbear,
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth,
Who lead thee in their riot even there
Where thou art forced to break a twofold truth,

Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee.
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me.

XLII.

That thou hast her, it is not all my grief,

And yet it may be said I loved her dearly

;

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.
Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye :

Thou dostlove her, because thou know’st I love her;
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me,
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.
If I lose thee, my loss is my love’s gain,
And losing her, my friend hath found that loss;

Both find each other, and I lose both twain,
And both for my sake lay on me this cross

:

But here’s the joy ; my friend and I are one

;

Sweet flattery ! then she loves but me alone.

XLIIL
When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see.

For all the day they view things unrespedted

;

But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee.

And darkly bright are bright in dark directed.

Then thou, whose shadow shadows doth make
bright,

How would thy shadow’s form form happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer light.

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so !

How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made
By looking on thee in the living day,
When in dead night thy fair imperfedt shade
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay

!

All days are nights to see till I see thee,
And nights bright days when dreams do show

thee me.

XLIV.

If the dull substance of my flesh were thought,
Injurious distance should not stop my way;
For then despite of space I would be brought,
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay.
No matter then although my foot did stand
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee

;

For nimble thought can jump both sea and land
As soon as think the place where he would be.

But, ah ! thought kills me that I am not thought,
To leap large lengths of miles when thou art gone,
But that so much of earth and water wrought
I must attend time’s leisure with my moan,
Receiving nought by elements so slow
But heavy tears, badges of either’s woe.

XLV.

The other two, slight air and purging fire,

Are both with thee, wherever I abide;
The first my thought, the other my desire,

These present-absent with swift motion slide.

For when these quicker elements are gone
In tender embassy of love to thee,

My life, being made of four, with two alone
Sinks down to death, oppress’d with melancholy

;

Until life’s composition be recured
By those swift messengers return’d from thee,
Who even but now come back again, assured

'

Of thy fair health, recounting it to me

:

This told, I joy; but then no longer glad,

I send them back again and straight grow sad.

XLVI.

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war
How to divide the conquest of thy sight;
Mine eye my heart thy picture’s sight would bar.
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in him dost lie,

—

A closet never pierced with crystal eyes

—

But the defendant doth that plea deny
And says in him thy fair appearance lies.

To ’cide this title is impanneled
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart.
And by their verdidt is determined
The clear eye’s moiety and the dear heart’s part

:

As thus ;
mine eye’s due is thy outward part,

And my heart’s right thy inward love of heart.

XLVII.

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took,
And each doth good turns now unto the other

:
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When that mine eye is famish’d for a look,

Or heart in love with sighs himself doth smother.

With my love’s pidture then my eye doth feast

And to the painted banquet bids my heart

;

Another time mine eye is my heart’s guest

And in his thoughts of love doth share a part:

So, either by thy picture or my love,

Thyself away art present still with me ;

For thou not farther than my thoughts canst move,

And I am still with them and they with thee

;

Or, if they sleep, thy pidture in my sight

Awakes my heart to heart’s and eye’s delight.

XLVIII.

How careful was I, when I took my way,

Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,

That to my use it might unused stay

From hands of falsehood, in sure wards of trust

!

But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are,

Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief,

Thou, best of dearest and mine only care,

Art left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have I not lock’d up in any chest,

Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

Within the gentle closure of my breast,

From whence at pleasure thou mayst come and

And even thence thou wilt be stol’n, I fear,

For truth proves thievish for a prize so dear.

XLIX.

Against that time, if ever that time come,

When I shall see thee frown on my defedts,

When as thy love hath cast his utmost sum,

Call’d to that audit by advised respedts

;

Against that time when thou shalt strangely pass

And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine eye.

When love, converted from the thing it was,

Shall reasons find of settled gravity,—

Against that time do I ensconce me here

Within the knowledge of mine own desert.

And this my hand against myself uprear.

To guard the lawful reasons on thy part

:

To leave poor me thou hast the strength oflaws,

Since why to love I can allege no cause.

L.

How heavy do I journey on the way.

When what I seek, my weary travel s end,

Doth teach that ease and that repose to say

‘ Thus far the miles are measured from thy friend !

The beast that bears me, tired with my woe,

Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me,

As if by some instindl the wretch did know
^

His rider loved not speed, being made from tnee :

j

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on

! That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide

;

I Which heavily he answers with a groan,

i More sharp to me than spurring to his side
; _

For that same groan doth put this in my mind

;

My grief lies onward and my joy behind.

LL

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence

I Of my dull bearer when from thee I speed

:

From where thou artwhy should I haste me thence.

Till I return, of posting is no need.

O, what excuse will my poor beast then find,

When swift extremity can seem but slow?

Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind

;

In winged speed no motion shall I know

:

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace

;

Therefore desire, of perfedVst love being made,

Shall neigh—no dull flesh—in his fiery race ;

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade

;

Since from thee going he went wilful-slow,

Towards thee I ’ll run, and give him leave to go.

LII.

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key
Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure,

The which he will not every hour survey,

For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.

Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare,

Since, seldom coming, in the long year set,

Like stones of worth they thinly placed are,

Or captain jewels in the carcanet.

So is the time that keeps you as my chest.

Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide,

To make some special instant special blest,

By new unfolding his imprison’d pride.

Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives scope,

Being had, to triumph, being lack’d, to hope.

LIII.

What is your substance, whereof are you made,

That millions of strange shadows on you tend?

Since every one hath, every one, one shade.

And you, but one, can every shadow lend.

Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit

Is poorly imitated after you ;

On Helen’s cheek all art of beauty set,

And you in Grecian tires are painted new:
Speak of the spring and foison of the year

;

The one doth shadow of your beauty show,

The other as your bounty doth appear

;

And you in every blessed shape we know.

In all external grace you have some part,

But you like none, none you, for constant heart.

LIV.

O, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem

By that sweet ornament which truth doth give 1

The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem
For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye

As the perfumed tindture of the roses,

Hang on such thorns and play as wantonly

When summer’s breath their masked buds dis-

closes:

But, for their virtue only is their show,

They live unwoo’d and unrespedted fade,

Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made:

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,

When that shall fade, my verse distills your

truth.

LV.

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme

;

But you shall shine more bright in these contents

Than unswept stone besmear’d with sluttish time.

When wasteful war shall statues overturn.

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn

The living record of your memory.
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'Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity
Shall you pace forth

;
your praise shall still find

room
Even in the eyes of all posterity
That wear this world out to the ending doom.

So, till the judgement that yourself arise,
You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes.

LVI.

I Sweet love, renew thy force
; be it not said

i
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite,
Which but to-day by feeding is allay’d,
To-morrow sharpen’d in his former might:
So, love, be thou

; although to-day thou fill

Thy hungry eyes even till they wink with fullness,
I
To-morrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit of love with a perpetual dullness.
Let this sad interim like the ocean be
Which parts the shore, where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that, when they see
Return of love, more blest may be the view

;

Else call it winter, which being full of care
Makes summer’s welcome thrice more wish’d,

more rare.

Lvir.

Being your slave, what should I do but tend
Upon the hours and times of your desire?
I have no precious time at all to spend,
Nor services to do, till you require.
Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour
Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour
When you have bid your servant once adieu

;

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,
But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought
Save, where you are how happy you make those.
So true a fool is love that in your will.

Though you do any thing, he thinks no ill.

LV1II.

That god forbid that made me first your slave,
I should in thought control your times of pleasure,
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave,

!
Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure !

O, let me suffer, being at your beck,
The imprison’d absence of your liberty;
And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check,
Without accusing you of injury.
Be where you list, your charter is so. strong
That you yourself may privilege your time
To what you will; to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime.

I am to wait, though waiting so be hell

;

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or well.

1 LIX.

If there be nothing new, but that which is

Hath been before, how are our brains beguiled,
Which, labouring for invention, bear amiss
The second burthen of a former child !

O, that record could with a backward look,
lEven of five hundred courses of the sun,
Show me your image in some antique book,
Since mind at first in character was done !

That I might see what the old world could say
To this composed wonder of your frame

;

1035

Whether we are mended, or whether better they.
Or whether revolution be the same.
O, sure I am, the wits of former days
To subjects worse have given admiring praise.

LX.

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled
shore,

So do our minutes hasten to their end

;

Each changing pi ace with that which goes before.
In sequent toil all forwards do contend.
Nativity, once in the main of light,
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d.
Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight,
And Time that gave doth now his gift confound.
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth
And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow,
Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow

:

fAnd yet to times in hope my verse shall stand,
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.

LXI.

Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night?
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be broken,
While shadows like to thee do mock my sight?
Is it thy spirit that thou send’st from thee
So far from home into my deeds to pry,
To find out shames and idle hours in me,
The scope and tenour of thy jealousy?
O, no ! thy love, though much, is not so great:
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake

;

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat,
To play the watchman ever for thy sake :

For thee watch I whilst thou dost wake else-
where,

From me far off, with others all too near,

LX II.

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye
And all mv soul and all my every part;
And for this sin there is no remedy,
It is so grounded inward in my heart.
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine,
No shape so true, no truth of such account;
And for myself mine own worth do define.
As I all other in all worths surmount.
But when my glass shows me myself indeed,
Beated and chopp’d with tann’d antiquity.
Mine own self-love quite contrary I read ;

Self so self-loving were iniquity.
’Tip thee, myself, that for myself I praise,
Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

LXIII.

Against my love shall be, as I am now,
With Time’s injurious hand crush’d and o’erwom ;

When hours have drain’d his blood and fill’d his
brow

With lines and wrinkles ; when his youthful morn
Hath traveil’d on to age’s steepy night,
And all those beauties whereof now he’s king
Are vanishing or vanish’d out of sight.
Stealing away the treasure of his spring;
For such a time do I now fortify

Against confounding age’s cruel knife,
That he shall never cut from memory
My sweet love’s beauty, though my lover’s life

:



SONNETS.1036

His beauty shall in these black lines be seen,

And they shall live, and he in them still green.

LXIV.

When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced

The rich proud cost of outworn buried age ;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed

And brass eternal slave to mortal rage
;

.

When I have seen the hungry ocean gain

Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,

And the firm soil win of the watery main,

Increasing store with loss and loss with store

;

When I have seen such interchange of state.

Or state itself confounded to decay

;

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate,

That Time will come and take my love away.

This thought is as a death, which cannot choose

But weep to have that which it fears to lose.

LXV.

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,

But sad mortality o’er-sways their power.

How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,

Whose adtion is no stronger than a flower?

O, how shall summer’s honey breath hold out

Against the wreckful siege of battering days,

When rocks impregnable are not so stout,

Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time decays?

O fearful meditation ! where, alack,

Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid?

Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back ?

Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?

O, none, unless this miracle have might,

That in black ink my love may still shine bright.

LXVI.

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,

As, to behold desert a beggar born,

And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity,

And purest faith unhappily forsworn,

And gilded honour shamefully misplaced,

And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,

And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,

And strength by limping sway disabled,

And art made tongue-tied by authority,

And folly dodtor-like controlling skill,

And simple truth miscall’d simplicity,

And captive good attending captain ill

:

Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

LXVII.

Ah ! wherefore with infection should he live,

And with his presence grace impiety,
.

That sin by him advantage should achieve

And lace itself with his society?

Why should false painting imitate his cheek

And steal dead seeing of his living hue?

Why should poor beauty indirectly seek

Roses of shadow, since his rose is true?

Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt is,

Beggar’d of blood to blush through lively veins?

For she hath no exchequer now but his.

And, proud of many, lives upon his gains.

O, him she stores, to show what wealth she had

In days long since, before these last so bad.

LXVIII.

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn,

When beauty lived and died as flowers do now,

Before these bastard signs of fair were born,

Or durst inhabit on a living brow

;

Before the golden tresses of the dead,

The right of sepulchres, were shorn away.

To live a second life on second head

;

Ere beauty’s dead fleece made another gay

:

In him those holy antique hours are seen,

Without all ornament, itself and true,

Making no summer of another’s green,

Robbing no old to dress his beauty new

;

And him as for a map doth Nature store,

To show false Art what beauty was of yore.

LXIX.

Those parts of thee that the world’s eye doth view

Want nothing that the thought ofhearts can mend

;

All tongues, the voice of souls, give thee that due,

Uttering bare truth, even so as foes commend.
Thy outward thus with outward praise is crown’d

;

But those same tongues that give thee so thine own
In other accents do this praise confound

By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.

They look into the beauty of thy mind,

And that, in guess, they measure by thy deeds

;

Then, churls, their thoughts, although their eyes

were kind,

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds

:

But why thy odour matcheth not thy show,

The solve is this, that thou dost common grow.

LXX.

That thou art blamed shall not be thy defedt.

For slander’s mark was ever yet the fair

;

The ornament of beauty is suspedt,

A crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest air.

So thou be good, slander doth but approve

Thy worth the greater, being woo’d of time ;

For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love,

And thou present’st a pure unstained prime.

Thou hast pass’d by the ambush of young days,

Either not assail’d or vidtor being charged

;

Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise,

To tie up envy evermore enlarged

:

If some suspedt of ill mask’d not thy show,

Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouldsl

owe.

Lxxr.

No longer mourn for me when I am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world that I am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell

Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it ;
for I love you so

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot

If thinking on me then should make you woe.

O, if, I say, you look upon this verse

When I perhaps compounded am with clay,

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse.

But let your love even with my life decay,

Lest the wise world should look into your moai

And mock you with me after I am gone.

LXXII.

O, lest the world should task you to recite

What merit lived in me, that you should love
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After my death, dear love, forget me quite,
For you in me can nothing worthy prove

;

Unless you would devise some virtuous lie.

To do more for me than mine own desert,
And hang more praise upon deceased I

Than niggard truth would willingly impart

:

O, lest your true love may seem false in this.
That you for love speak well of me untrue,
My name be buried where my body is,

And live no more to shame nor me nor you.
For I am shamed by that which I bring forth,
And so should you, to love things nothing worth.

LXXIII.

That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds

sang.
In me thou see’st the twilight of such day
As after sunset fadeth in the west,
Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire
Consumed with that which it was nourish’d by.
This thou perceivest, which makes thy love

more strong,

To love that well which thou mustleave ere long.

LXXIV.

But be contented : when that fell arrest
Without all bail shall carry me away,
My life hath in this line some interest,
Which for memorial still with thee shall stay.
When thou reviewest this, thou dost review
The very part was consecrate to thee :

The earth can have but earth, which is his due

;

My spirit is thine, the better part of me

:

So then thou hast but lost the dregs of life.

The prey of worms, my body being dead.
The coward conquest of a wretch’s knife,
Too base of thee to be remembered.
The worth of that is that which it contains,
And that is this, and this with thee remains.

LXXV.

So are you to my thoughts as food to life,

Or as sweet-season’d showers are to the ground

;

And for the peace of you I hold such strife

As ’twixt a miser and his wealth is found

;

Now proud as an enjoyer and anon
Doubting the filching age will steal his treasure,
Now counting best to be with you alone,
Then better’d that the world may see my pleasure

;

Sometime all full with feasting on your sight
And by and by clean starved for a look

;

Possessing or pursuing no delight,

Save what is had or must from you be took.
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day.
Or gluttoning on all, or all away.

LXXVI.

Why is my verse so barren of new pride,
|So far from variation or quick change ?

Why with the time do I not glance aside
To new-found methods and to compounds strange ?
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Why write I still all one, ever the same,
And keep invention in a noted weed,
That every word doth almost tell my name.
Showing their birth and where they did proceed?
O, know, sweet love, I always write of you.
And you and love are still my argument

;

So all my best is dressing old words new.
Spending again what is already spent

;

For as the sun is daily new and old.

So is my love still telling what is told.

LXXVII.

Thy glass will show thee how thy beauties wear.
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste

;

The vacant leaves thy mind’s imprint will bear.
And of this book this learning mayst thou taste.
The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory

;

Thou by thy dial’s shady stealth mayst know
Time’s thievish progress to eternity.
Look, what thy memory can not contain
Commit to these waste blanks, and thou shalt find
Those children nursed, deliver’d from thy brain.
To take a new acquaintance of thy mind.
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look,
Shall profit thee and much enrich thy book.

LXXVIII.

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse
And found such fair assistance in my verse
As every alien pen hath got my use
And under thee their poesy disperse.
Thine eyes that taught the dumb on high to sing
And heavy ignorance aloft to fly

Have added feathers to the learned’s wing
And given grace a double majesty.
Yet be most proud of that which I compile.
Whose influence is thine and born of thee

:

In others’ works thou dost but mend the style.
And arts with thy sweet graces graced be ;

But thou art all my art and dost advance
As high as learning my rude ignorance.

LXXIX.

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid,

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace.
But now my gracious numbers are decay’d
And my sick Muse doth give another place.
I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen.
Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent
He robs thee of and pays it thee again.
He lends thee virtue and he stole that word
From thy behaviour; beauty doth he give
And found it in thy cheek ; he can afford
No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.

Then thank him not for that which he doth say,
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.

LXXX.

O, how I faint when I of you do write,
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name,
And in the praise thereof spends all his might,
To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame !

But since your worth, wide as the ocean is.

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear.
My saucy bark inferior far to his
On your broad main doth wilfully appear.
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Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat,

Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth ride

;

Or, being wreck’d, I am a worthless boat,

He of tall building and of goodly pride :

Then if he thrive and I be cast away,

The worst was this ; my love was my decay.

LXXXI.

Or I shall live your epitaph to make,

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten ;

From hence your memory death cannot take,

Although in me each part will be forgotten.

Your name from hence immortal life shall have,

Though I, once gone, to all the world must die :

The earth can yield me but a common grave,

When you entombed in men’s eyes shall lie.

Your monument shall be my gentle verse,

Which eyes not yet created shall o’er-read.

And tongues to be your being shall rehearse

When all the breathers of this world are dead ;

You still shall live—such virtue hath my pen—
Where breath most breathes, even in the mouths

of men.

LXXXII.

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse
And therefore mayst without attaint o’erlook

The dedicated words which writers use

Of their fair subject, blessing every book.

Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue,

Finding thy worth a limit past my praise.

And therefore art enforced to seek anew
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days.

And do so, love
;
yet when they have devised

What strained touches rhetoric can lend,

Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized

In true plain words by thy true-telling friend ;

And their gross painting might be better used

Where cheeks need blood ; in thee it is abused.

LXXXIII.

I never saw that you did painting need

And therefore to your fair no painting set

;

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed

The barren tender of a poet’s debt

;

And therefore have I slept in your report,

That you yourself being extant well might show

How far a modern quill doth come too short,

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.

This silence for my sin you did impute,

Which shall be most my glory, being dumb

;

For I impair not beauty being mute.

When others would give life and bring a tomb.

There lives more life in one of your fair eyes

Than both your poets can in praise devise.

LXXXIV.

Who is it that says most? which can say more

Than this rich praise, that you alone are you?

In whose confine immured is the store

Which should example where your equal grew.

Lean penury within that pen doth dwell

That to his subjedt lends not some small glory

;

But he that writes of you, if he can tell

That you are you, so dignifies his story,

Let him but copy what in you is writ,

Not making worse what nature made so clear,

And such a counterpart shall fame his wit,

Making his style admired every where.

You to your beauteous blessings add a curse,

Being fond on praise, which makes your praises

w,orse.

LXXXV.

Mv tongue-tied Muse in manners holds her still,

While comments of your praise, richly compiled,

Reserve their character with golden quill

And precious phrase by all the Muses filed.

I think good thoughts whilst other write good
words,

And like unletter’d clerk still cry ‘Amen’
To every hymn that able spirit affords

In polish’d form of well-refined pen.

Hearing you praised, I say ‘ ’Tis so, ’tis true,’

And to the most of praise add something more ;

But that is in my thought, whose love to you,

Though words come hindmost, holds his rank

before.

Then others for the breath of words respedt,

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect

LXXXVI.

Was it the proud full sail of his great verse,

Bound for the prize of all too precious you,

That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inhearse,

Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew ?

Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write

Above a mortal pitch, that struck me. dead?

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night

Giving him aid, my verse astonished.

He, nor that affable familiar ghost

Which nightly gulls him with intelligence.

As vidtors of my silence cannot boast

;

I was not sick of any fear from thence :

Blit when your countenance fill’d up his line,

Then lack’d I matter ;
that enfeebled mine.

LXXXVII.

Farewell ! thou art too dear for my possessing,

And like enough thou know’st thy estimate :

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing

;

My bonds in thee are all determinate.
#

For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?

And for that riches where is my deserving?

The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,

And so my patent back again is swerving.

Thyself thou gavest, thy own worth then not

knowing, . . .

Or me, to whom thou gavest it, else mistaking

;

So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,
#

Comes home againi on better judgement making.

Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,

In sleep a king, but waking no such matter.

LXXXVIII.

When thou shalt be disposed to set me light

And place my merit in the eye of scorn,

Upon thy side against myself I’ll fight

And proye thee virtuous, though thou art forsworn.

With mine own weakness being best acquainted,

Upon thy part I can set down a story
.

Of faults conceal’d, wherein I am attainted,

That thou in losing me shalt win much glory :

And I by this will be a gainer too ;

For bending all my loving thoughts on thee,

The injuries that to myself I do,

Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me.
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Such is my love, to thee I so belong,
That for thy right myself will bear all wrong.

LXXXIX.

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault.
And I will comment upon that offence ;

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt,
Against thy reasons making no defence.
Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so ill,

To set a form upon desired change,
As I’ll myself disgrace : knowing thy will,
I will acquaintance strangle and look strange,
Be absent from thy walks, and in my tongue
Thy sweet beloved name no more shall dwell,
Lest I, too much profane, should do it wrong
And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee against myself I’ll vow debate,
For 1 must ne’er love him whom thou dost hate.

xc.

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now

;

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross.
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow.
And do not drop in for an after-loss

:

Ah, do not, when my heart hath ’scaped this sorrow,
Come in the rearward of a conquer’d woe

;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrow,
To linger out a purposed overthrow.
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last,
When other petty griefs have done their spite.
But in the onset come ; so shall I taste
At first the very worst of fortune’s might.
And other strains of woe, which now seem woe,
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so.

xcr.

Some glory in their birth, some in their skill,

Some in their wealth, some in their bodies’ force,
Some in their garments, though new-fangled ill,

Some in their hawks and hounds, some in their
horse ;

And every humour hath his adjunct pleasure.
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest:
But these particulars are not my measure

;

All these I better in one general best.
Thy love is better than high birth to me,
Richer than wealth, prouder than garments’ cost,
Of more delight than hawks or horses be ;

And having thee, of all men’s pride I boast

:

Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst take
All this away and me most wretched make.

XCII.

But do thy worst to steal thyself away,
For term of life thou art assured mine,
And life no longer than thy love will stay,

;

For it depends upon that love of thine.

;

Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs,
When in the least of them my life hath end.
I see a better state to me belongs
Than that which on thy humour doth depend

;

Thou canst not vex me with inconstant mind,
, Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie.

O, what a happy title do I find,

Happy to have thy love, happy to die !

But what’s so blessed-fair that fears no blot?
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it not.

So shall I live, supposing thou art true,
Like a deceived husband ; so love’s face
May still seem love to me, though alter’d new;
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place

;

For there can live no hatred in thine eye,
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change.
In many’s looks the false heart’s history
Is writ in moods and frowns and wrinkles strange.
But heaven in thy creation did decree
That in thy face sweet love should ever dwell;
Whate’er thy thoughts or thy heart’s workings be.
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweetness

tell.

How like Eve’s apple doth thy beauty grow.
If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show !

xciv.

They that have power to hurt and will do none.
That do not do the thing they most do show.
Who, moving others, are themselves as stone.
Unmoved, cold, and to temptation slow.
They rightly do inherit heaven’s graces
And husband nature’s riches from expense ;

They are the lords and owners of their faces.
Others but stewards of their excellence.
The summer’s flower is to the summer sweet.
Though to itself it only live and die,
But if that flower with base infedtion meet.
The basest weed outbraves his dignity :

For sweetest things turn sourest by their deeds ;

Lilies that fester smell far worse than weeds.

xcv.

How sweet and lovely dost thou make the shame
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose,
Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name !

O, in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose !'

That tongue that tells the story of thy days.
Making lascivious comments on thy sport,
Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise

;

Naming thy name blesses an ill report.
O, what a mansion have those vices got
Which for their habitation chose out thee.
Where beauty’s veil doth cover every blot.
And all things turn to fair that eyes can see !

Take heed, dear heart, of this large privilege

;

The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his edge.

xcvr.

Some say thy fault is youth, some wantonness ;

Some say thy grace is youth and gentle sport

;

Both grace and faults are loved of more and less;
Thou makest faults graces that to thee resort.
As on the finger of a throned queen
The basest jewel will be well esteem’d.
So are those errors that in thee are seen
Tq truths translated and for true things deem’d.
How many lambs might the stern wolf betray,
If like a lamb he could his looks translate !

How many gazers mightst thou lead away,
If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy state

!

But do not so ; I love thee in such sort
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good report.

xgvii. .

How like a winter hath my absence been
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year!
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What freezings have I felt, what dark days seen !

What old December’s bareness every where !

And yet this time removed was summer’s time,

The teeming autumn, big with rich increase.

Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime,

Like widow’d wombs after their lords’ decease

:

Yet this abundant issue seem’d to me
But hope of orphans and unfather’d fruit

;

For summer and his pleasures wait on thee.

And, thou away, the very birds are mute ;

Or, if they sing, ’tis with so dull a cheer

That leaves look pale, dreading the winter’s

near.

XCVIII.

From you have I been absent in the spring,

When proud-pied April dress’d in all his trim

Hath put a spirit of youth in every thing,

That heavy Saturn laugh’d and leap’d with him.

Yet nor the lays of birds nor the sweet smell

Of different flowers in odour and in hue

Could make me any summer’s story tell.

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they

grew

;

Nor did I wonder at the lily’s white,

Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose

;

They were but sweet, but figures of delight.

Drawn after you, you pattern of all those.

Yet seem’d it winter still, and, you away,

As with your shadow I with these did play

:

xcix.

The forward violet thus did I chide

:

Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet

that smells,

If not from my love’s breath? The purple pride

Which on thy soft cheek for complexion dwells

In my love’s veins thou hast too grossly dyed.

The lily I condemned for thy hand,

And buds of marjoram had stol’n thy hair:

The roses fearfully on thorns did stand,

One blushing shame, another white despair

;

A third, nor red nor white, had stol’n of both

And to his robbery had annex’d thy breath ;

But, for his theft, in pride of all his growth
A vengeful canker eat him up to death.

More flowers I noted, yet I none could see

But sweet or colour it had stol’n from thee.

C.

Where art thou, Muse, that thou forget’st so long

To speak of that which gives thee all thy might?

Spend’st thou thy fury on some worthless song,

Darkening thy power to lend base subjedls light?

Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem

In gentle numbers time so idly spent

;

Sing to the ear that doth thy lays esteem

And gives thy pen both skill and argument.

Rise, resty Muse, my love’s sweet face survey,

If Time have any wrinkle graven there;

If any, be a satire to decay,

And make Time’s spoils despised every where.

Give my love fame faster than Time wastes life

;

So thou prevent’ st his scythe and crooked knife.

cr.

O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends
For thy negledt of truth in beauty dyed?

Both truth and beauty on my love depends;
So dost thou too, and therein dignified.

Make answer, Muse : wilt thou not haply say
‘Truth needs no colour, with his colour fix’d;

Beauty no pencil, beauty’s truth to lay

;

But best is best, if never intermix’d?’

Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be dumb?
Excuse not silence so ;

for’t lies in thee

To make him much outlive a gilded tomb,
And to be praised of ages yet to be.

Then do thy office, Muse ; I teach thee how
To make him seem long hence as he shows now.

CII.

My love is strengthen’d, though more weak in

seeming

;

I love not less, though less the show appear

:

That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming

The owner’s tongue doth publish every where.

Our love was new and then but in the spring

When I was wont to greet it with my lays,

As Philomel in summer’s front doth sing

And stops her pipe in growth of riper days

:

Not that the summer is less pleasant now
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,

But that wild music burthens every bough
And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.

Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue,

Because I would not dull you with my song.

chi.

Alack, what poverty my Muse brings forth.

That having such a scope to show her pride,

The argument all bare is of more worth

Than when it hath my added praise beside !

O, blame me not, if I no more can write

!

Look in your glass, and there appears a face

That over-goes my blunt invention quite.

Dulling my lines and doing me disgrace.

Were it not sinful then, striving to mend.
To mar the subje<5t that before was well?

For to no other pass my verses tend

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell

;

And more, much more, than in my verse can sit

Your own glass shows you when you look in it.

civ.

To me, fair friend, you never can be old,

For as you were when first your eye I eyed,

Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold

Have from the forests shook three summers’ pride,

Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn’d

In process of the seasons have I seen,

Three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn’d,

Since first I sdw you fresh, which yet are green.

Ah
!
yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand,

.

Steal from his figure and no pace perceived

;

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth

stand,

Hath motion and mine eye may be deceived

:

For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred

;

Ere you were born was beauty’s summer dead.

cv.

Let not my love be call’d idolatry.

Nor my beloved as an idol show.

Since all alike my songs and praises be

To one, of one, still such, and ever so.
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j

Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind,

j

Still constant in a wondrous excellence

;

i

Therefore my verse to constancy confined.

One thing expressing, leaves out difference.
‘ Fair, kind, and true’ is all my argument,
‘ Fair, kind, and true’ varying to other words;
And in this change is my invention spent,

Three themes in one, which wondrous scope
affords.

‘Fair, kind, and true,’ have often lived alone,

Which three till now never kept seat in one.

cvi.

When in the chronicle of wasted time
I see descriptions of the fairest wights,
And beauty making beautiful old rhyme
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights,
Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,
I see their antique pen would have express’d
Even such a beauty as you master now.
So all their praises are but prophecies
Of this our time, all you prefiguring;
And, for they look’d but with divining eyes,
They had not skill enough your worth to sing

:

For we, which now behold these present days,
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise.

cvir.

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come,
Can yet the lease of my true love control,

Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom.
The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured
And the isad augurs mock their own presage

;

Incertainties now crown themselves assured
And peace proclaims olives of endless age.

Now with the drops of this most balmy time
My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes,

Since, spite of him; I’ll live in this poor rhyme,
While he insults o’er dull and speechless tribes:

And thou in this shalt find thy monument,
When tyrants’ crests and tombs of brass are

spent.

'CVIII.

What’s in the brain that ink may character
Which hath not figured to thee my true spirit ?

What ’s new to speak, what new to register,

That may express my love or thy dear merit?
Nothing, sweet boy; but yet, like prayers divine,

I must each day say o’er the very same,
Counting no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,

Even as when first I hallow’d thy fair name.
So that eternal love in love’s fresh, case
Weighs not the dust and injury of age,

Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place,

But makes antiquity for aye his page,
Finding the first conceit of love there bred
Where time and outward form would show it

dead.

cix.

O, never say that I was false of heart,

Though absence seem’d my flame to qualify.

As easy might I from myself depart
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie :

That is my home of love : if I have ranged,
Like him that travels I return again.
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Just to the time, not with the time exchanged.
So that myself bring water for my stain.

Never believe, though in my nature reign’d

All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood,

That it could so preposterously be stain’d,

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good

;

For nothing this wide universe I call,

Save thou, my rose ; in it thou art my all.

cx.

Alas, ’tis true I have gone here and there
And made myself a motley to the view,
Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is

most dear,
Made old offences of affections new

;

Most true it is that I have look’d on truth
Askance and strangely : but, by all above,
These blenches gave my heart another youth.
And worse essays proved thee my best of love.

Now all is done, have what shall have no end;
Mine appetite I never more will grind
On newer proof, to try an older friend,

A god in love, to whom I am confined.
Then give me welcome, next my heaven the

best,

Even to thy pure and most most loving breast.

CXI.

O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide,

The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,
That did not better for my life provide ,

f

Than public means which public manners breeds.
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand.
And almost thence my nature is subdued
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand:
Pity me then and wish I were renew’d

;

Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink
Potions of eisel ’gainst my strong infeCtion ;

No bitterness that I will bitter think,

Nor double penance, to correct correction.

Pity me then, dear friend, and I assure ye
Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

CXII.

Your love and pity doth the impression fill

Which vulgar scandal stamp’d upon my brow

;

For what care I who calls me well or ill,

So you o’er-green my bad, my good allow?
You are my all the world, and I must strive

Toknowmy shames and praises from your tongue.;
None else to me, nor I to none alive,

That my steel’d sense or changes right or wrong.
In so profound abysm I throw all care
Of others’ voices, that my adder’s sense
To critic and to flatterer stopped are.

Mark how with my negleCt I do dispense

:

You are so strongly in my purpose bred
That all the world besides methinks are dead.

CXIII.

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind

;

And that which governs me to go about
Doth part his funClion and is partly blind,

Seems seeing, but effectually is out

;

For it no form delivers to the heart

Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch :
1

Of his quick objeCIs hath the mind no part,

Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch

;
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For if it see the rudest or gentlest sight,

The most sweet favour or deformed’st creature,

The mountain or the sea, the day or night,

The crow or dove, it shapes them to your feature

:

Incapable of more, replete with you,

My most true mind thus makes mine eye untrue.

CXIV.

Or whether doth my mind, being crown’d with

you,
Drink up the monarch’s plague, this flattery?

Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith true,

And that your love taught it this alchemy,

To make of monsters and things indigest

Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble,

Creating every bad a perfeCt best,

As fast as objedts to his beams assemble?

O, ’tis the first; ’tis flattery in my seeing,

And my great mind most kingly drinks it up :

Mine eye well knows what with his gust is’greeing,

And to his palate doth prepare the cup

:

If it be poison’d, 'tis the lesser sin

That mine eye loves it and doth first begin.

cxv.

Those lines that I before have writ do lie,

Even those that said I could not love you dearer

:

Yet then mv judgement knew no reason why
My most full flame should afterwards burn clearer.

But reckoning time, whose million’d accidents

Creep in ’twixtvows and change decrees of kings,

Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp’st intents,

Divert strong minds to the course of altering things

;

Alas, why, fearing of time’s tyranny,

Might I not then say ‘Now I love you best,’

When I was certain o’er incertainty,

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest ?

Love is a babe ; then might I not say so,

To give full growth to that which still doth grow?

CXVI.

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love

Which alters when it alteration finds.

Or bends with the remover to remove

:

O, no ! it is an ever-fixed mark
That looks on tempests and Is never shaken

;

It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be

taken.
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and

cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come

;

Love alters not with his briefhours and1

weeks,.

But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
If this be error and upon me proved,

I never writ, nor no man ever loved.

CXVII.

Accuse me thus : that I have scanted all

Wherein I should your great deserts repay,

Forgot upon your dearest love to call,

Wheretb all bonds do tie me day by day

;

That I have frequent been with unknown' rriinds-

And given to time your own dear-purchased right

;

That I have hoisted sail to all the winds
; Which should transport me farthest from your

[
sight.

Book both my wilfulness and errors down
And on just proof surmise accumulate ;

Bring me within the level of your frown,

But shoot not at me in your waken’d hate

;

Since my appeal says I did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.

cxvrn.

Like as, to make our appetites more keen,

With eager compounds we our palate urge.

As, to prevent our maladies unseen,

We sicken to shun sickness when we purge,

Even so, being full of your ne’er-cloying sweet-

ness,

To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding

And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meetness-

To be diseased ere that there was true needing;

Thus policy in love, to anticipate

The ills that were not, grew to faults assured

And brought to medicine a healthful state

Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cured

;

But thence I learn, and find the lesson true.

Drugs poison him that so fell sick ©f you.

cxix.

What potions have I drunk of Siren tears,

Distill’d from limbecks foul as hell within,

Applying fears to hopes and hopes to fears.

Still losing when I saw myself to win

!

What wretched errors hath my heart committed,

Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never l

How have mine eyes out of their spheres been

fitted

In the distraction of this madding fever

!

0 benefit of ill ! now I find true

That better is by evil still made better;

And ruin’d love, when it is built anew,

Grows fairerthan at first, more strong, far greater.

So I return rebuked to my content

And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent.

cxx.
! That you were once unkind befriends me now,

And for that sorrow which I then did feel

,

Needs must I under my transgression bow,

Unless my nerves were brass or hammer’d steel.

For if you were by my unkindness shaken

As I by yours, you’ve pass’d a hell of time,

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken

To weigh how once I suffer’d in your crime.

O, that our night of woe might have remember'd

My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits,

;

And soon to* you, as you to me, then tender’d
1 The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits !

But that your trespass now becomes a fee ;

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me.

CXXI.

’Tis better to be vile than vile esteem’d,

When not to be receives reproach of being,

And the just pleasure lost which is so deem’d

Not by our feeling but by others’ seeing :

For why should others’ false adulterate eyes

|

Give salutation to my sportive blood?
1 Or on my frailties why are frailer spies.

Which in their wills count bad what I think good?

No, I am that I am, and they that level

At my abuses reckon up their own

:
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I may be straight, though they themselves be
bevel

;

By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be
shown ;

Unless this general evil they maintain,

All men are bad, and in their badness reign.

CXXII.

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain

Full charadter’d with lasting memory,
.

Which shall above that idle rank remain
Beyond all date, even to eternity

;

Or at the least, so long as brain and heart

Have faculty by nature to subsist;

Till each to razed oblivion yield his part

Of thee, thy record never can be miss’d.

That poor retention could not so much hold,

Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score ;

Therefore to give them from me was I bold.

To trust those tables that receive thee more

;

To keep an adjundt to remember thee

Were to import forgetfulness in me.

CXXIII.

No, Time, thou shalt not boast that I do change

:

Thy pyramids built up with newer might
To me are nothing novel, nothing strange

;

They are but dressings of a former sight.

Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What thou dost foist upon us that is old,

And rather make them born to our desire

Than think that we before have heard them told.

Thy registers and thee I both defy,

Not wondering at the present nor the past,

For thy records and what we see doth lie,

Made more or less by thy continual haste.

This I do vow and this shall ever be ;

I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee.

cxxiv.

If my dear love were but the child of state,

It might for Fortune’s bastard be unfather’d,

As subjedt to Time’s love or to Time’s hate,

Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers

gather’d.

No, it was builded far from accident

;

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor falls

Under the blow of thralled discontent,

Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls

:

It fears not policy, that heretic,

Which works on leases of short-number’d hours,

But all alone stands hugely politic,

That it nor grows with heat nor drowns with
showers.

To this I witness call the fools of time,

Which die for goodness, who have lived for

crime.

cxxv.

Were ’t aught to me I bore the canopy,
With my extern the outward honouring,
Or laid great bases for eternity,

Which prove more short than waste or ruining ?

Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour

Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent,

For compound sweet forgoing simple savour,

Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent?

No, let me be obsequious in thy heart,

And take thou my oblation, poor but free,
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Which is not mix’d with seconds, knows no art,

But mutual render, only me for thee.

Hence, thou suborn’d informer ! a true soul

When most impeach’d stands least in thy control.

cxxvi.

O thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time’s fickle glass, his sickle, hour

;

Who hast by waning grown, and therein show’st
Thy lovers withering as thy sweet self grow’st

;

If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack,
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back,
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill

May time disgrace and wretched minutes kill.

Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure !

She may detain, but not still keep, her treasure

:

Her audit, though delay’d, answer’d must be.

And her quietus is to render thee.

CXXVII.

In the old age black was not counted fair,

Or if it were, it bore not beauty’s name

;

But now is black beauty’s successive heir,

And beauty slander’d with a bastard shame

:

For since each hand hath put on nature’s power,
Fairing the foul with art’s false borrow’d face,

Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower.
But, is profaned, if not lives in disgrace.

Therefore my mistress’ brows are raven black,

Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem
At such who, not born fair, no beauty lack,

Slandering creation with a false esteem :

Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe,
That every tongue says beauty should look so.

CXXVIII.

How oft, when thou, my music, music play’st, -

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway’st
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds.
Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap

To kiss the tender inward of thy hand,
Whilst my poor lips, which should that harvest

reap,

At the wood’s boldness by thee blushing stand !

To be so tickled, they would change their state

And situation with those dancing chips,

O’er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait,

Making dead wood more blest than living lips.

Since saucy jacks so happy are in this,

Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss. -

CXXIX.

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame
Is lust in adtion ; and till adtion, lust

Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame.
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust.

Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight,

Past reason hunted, and no sooner had
Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait

On purpose laid to make the taker mad

;

Mad in pursuit and in possession so

;

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme

;

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe

;

Before, a joy proposed ;
behind, a dream.

66—
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All this the world well knows
;
yet none knows

well

To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell,

cxxx.

My mistress* eyes are nothing like the sun

;

Coral is far more red than her lips’ red

;

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun

;

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damask’d, red and white,

But no such roses see I in her cheeks

;

And in some perfumes is there more delight

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound

;

I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the

ground

:

And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare

As any she belied with false compare.

cxxxr.

|

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art,

j

As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel

;

: For well thou know’st to my dear doting heart
i Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel.

Yet, in good faith, some say that thee behold
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan

:

To say they err I dare not be so bold.

Although I swear it to myself alone.

And, to be sure that is not false I swear,
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face,

One on another’s neck, do witness bear
Thy black is fairest in my judgement’s place.

In nothing art thou black save in thy deeds.
And thence this slander, as I think, proceeds.

CXXXII.

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me,
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain.

Have put on black and loving mourners be,

Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.

And truly not the morning sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east.

Nor that full star that ushers in the even
Doth half that glory to the sober west,

As those two mourning eyes become thy face

:

O, let it then as well beseem thy heart

To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee grace,
And suit thy pity like in every part.

Then will I swear beauty herself is black
And all they foul that thy complexion lack.

cxxxm.

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan
For that deep wound it gives my friend and me

!

Is ’t not enough to torture me alone,

But slave to slavery my sweet’ st friend must be ?

Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken,

And my next self thou harder hast engross’d

:

Of him, myself, and thee, I am forsaken

;

A torment thrice threefold thus to be cross’d.

Prison my heart in thy steel bosom’s ward,
But then my friend’s heart let my poor heart bail

;

Whoe’er keeps me, let my heart be his guard

;

Thou canst not then use rigour in my gaol

:

And yet thou wilt
;
for I, being pent in thee,

Perforce am thine, and sill that is in me.

cxxxiv.
So, now I have confess’d that he is thine,

And I myself am mortgaged to thy will,

Myself I’ll forfeit, so that other mine
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still

:

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free,

For thou art covetous and he is kind

;

He learn’d but surety-like to write for me
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.

The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take.

Thou usurer, that put’st forth all to use,

And sue a friend came debtor for my sake

;

So him I lose through my unkind abuse.

Him have I lost ; thou hast both him and me

:

He pays the whole, and yet am I not free.

cxxxv.

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy * Will/
And ‘Will’ to boot, and ‘Will’ in overplus;

More than enough am I that vex thee still.

To thy sweet will making addition thus.

Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious,

Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in thine?

Shall will in others seem right gracious,

And in my will no fair acceptance shine?

The sea, all water, yet receives rain still

And in abundance addeth to his store ;

So thou, being rich in * Will,’ add to thy ‘Will*

One v/ill of mine, to make thy large ‘Will* more.
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill

;

Think all but one, and me in that one ‘Will.’

CXXXVI.

If thy soul check thee that I come so near,

Swear to thy blind soul that 1 was thy ‘ Will,’

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there

;

Thus far for love my love-suit, sweet, fulfil.

‘Will’ will fulfil the treasure of thy love,

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one.

In things of great receipt with ease we prove
Among a number one is reckon’d none

:

Then in the number let me pass untold,

Though in thy stores’ account I one must be ;

For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee : |

Make but my name thy love, and love that still,
J

And then thou lovest me, for my name is ‘Will.’
I

CXXXVII.

Thou blind fool, Love, what dost thou to mine eyes.

That they behold, and see not what they see ?

They know what beauty is, see where it lies,

Yet what the best is take the worst to be.

If eyes corrupt by over-partial looks

Be anchor’d in the bay where all men ride,

Why of eyes’ falsehood hast thou forged hooks,

Whereto the judgement of my heart is tied?

Why should my heart think that a several plot

Which my heart knows the wide world’s common
place?

Or mine eyes seeing this, say this is not,

To put fair truth upon so foul a face?

In things right truemy heart and eyeshave erred,

And to this false plague are they now transferr’d.

CXXXVIII.

When my love swears that she is made of truth

I do believe her, though I know she lies,
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That she might think me some untutor’d youth,

Unlearned in the world’s false subtleties.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young.
Although she knows my days are past the best,

Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue :

On both sides thus is simple truth suppress’d.

But wherefore says she not she is unjust?
And wherefore say not I that I am old?

O, love’s best habit is in seeming trust,

And age in love loves not to have years told

:

Therefore I lie with her and she with me,
And in our faults by lies we flatter’d be.

cxxxix.

O, call not me to justify the wrong
That thy unkindness lays upon my heart

;

Woundme not with thine eye but with thy tongue;
Use power with power and slay me not by art.

Tell me thou lovest elsewhere, but in my sight,

Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside :

What need’st thou wound with cunning when
thy might

Is more than my o’er-press’d defence can bide?
Let me excuse thee : ah ! my love well knows
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies,
And therefore from my face she turns my foes.

That they elsewhere might dart their injuries:

Yet do not so ; but since I am near slain,

Kill me outright with looks and rid my pain.

CXL.

Be wise as thou art cruel
; do not press

My tongue-tied patience with too much disdain;
Lest sorrow lend me words and words express
The manner of my pity-wanting pain.

If I might teach thee wit, better it were,
Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so

;

As testy sick men, when their deaths be near,

No news but health from their physicians know;
For if I should despair, I should grow mad,
And in my madness might speak ill of thee

:

Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad.
Mad slanderers by mad ears believed be.

That I may not be so, nor thou belied,

Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud
heart go wide.

CXLT.

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes,

For they in thee a thousand errors note ;

But ’tis my heart that loves what they despise,

Who in despite of view is pleased to dote

;

Norare mine ears with thy tongue’s tune delighted,

Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone,
Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited

To any sensual feast with thee alone :

But my five wits nor my five senses can
Dissuade one foolish heart from serving thee,

Who leaves unsway’d the likeness of a man.,

Thy proud heart’s slave and vassal wretch to be

:

Only my plague thus far I count my gain,

That she that makes me sin awards me pain.

CXLII.

Love is my sin and thy dear virtue hate,

Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving:

O, but with mine compare thou thine own state,

And thou shalt find it merits not reproving ;

Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine,

That have profaned their scarlet ornaments
And seal’d false bonds of love as oft as mine,
Robb’d others’ beds’ revenues of their rents.

Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lovest those
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune thee

:

Root pity in thy heart, that when it grows
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be.

If thou dost seek to have what thou dost hide,

By self-example mayst thou be denied !

CXLIII.

Lo ! as a careful housewife runs to catch
One of her feather’d creatures broke away,
Sets down her babe and makes all swift dispatch
In pursuit of the thing she would have stay,

Whilst her negle<5ted child holds her in chase,

Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent
To follow that which flies before her face,

Not prizing her poor infant’s discontent

;

So runn’st thou after that which flies from thee,

Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind;
But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me,
And play the mother’s part, kiss me, be kind

:

So will I pray that thou mayst have thy ‘ Will,’

If thou turn back, and my loud crying still.

CXLIV.

Two loves I have of comfort and despair,

Which like two spirits do suggest me still

:

The better angel is a man right fair,

The worser spirit a woman colour’d ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my better angel from my side,

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,

Wooing his purity with her foul pride.

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend

Suspedl I may, yet not diredtly tell

;

But being both from me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another’s hell

:

Yet this shall I ne’er know, but live in doubt,
Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

CXLV.

Those lips that Love’s own hand did make
Breathed forth the sound that said ‘I hate*

To me that languish’d for her sake ;

But when she saw my woeful state,

Straight in her heart did mercy come.
Chiding that tongue that ever sweet
Was used in giving gentle doom,
And taught it thus anew to greet;
‘ I hate ’ she alter’d with an end.
That follow’d it as gentle day
Doth follow night, who like a fiend

From heaven to hell is flown away

;

‘ I hate ’ from hate away she threw,

And saved my life, saying ‘ not you.’

CXLVI.

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

f these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth.

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?
V/hy so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge? is this thy body’s end?
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Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store ;

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross

;

Within be fed, without be rich no more :

So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men,
And Death once dead, there’s no more dying

then.

CXLVir.

My love is as a fever, longing still

For that which longer nurseth the disease,

Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill,

The uncertain sickly appetite to please.

My reason, the physician to my love,

Angry that his prescriptions are not kept,
Hath left me, and I desperate now approve
Desire is death, which physic did except.
Past cure I am, now reason is past care,

And frantic-mad with evermore unrest

;

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen’s are,

At random from the truth vainly express’d

;

For I have sworn thee fair and thought thee
bright,

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night.

CXLVIII.

O me, what eyes hath Love put in my head,
Which have no correspondence with true sight

!

Or, if they have, where is my judgement fled,

That censures falsely what they see aright?
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote,
What means the world to say it is not so?
If it be not, then love doth well denote
Love’s eye is not so true as all men’s ‘No.*
How can it? O, how can Love’s eye be true,

That is so vex’d with watching and with tears?
No marvel then, though I mistake my view;
The sun itself sees not till heaven clears.

O cunning Love ! with tears thou keep’st me
blind,

Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should find.

CXLIX.

Canst thou, O cruel ! say I love thee not,

When I against myself with thee partake ?

Do I not think on thee, when I forgot
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake?
Who hateth thee that I do call my friend?

On whom frown’ st thou that I do fawn upon?
Nay, if thou lour’st on me, do I not spend
Revenge upon myself with present moan?
What merit do I in myself respedt,

That is so proud thy service to despise,

When all my best doth worship thy defect,

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes?
But, love, hate on, for now I know thy mind

;

Those that can see thou lovest, and I am blind.

CL.

O, from what power hast thou this powerful might
With insufficiency my heart to sway?
To make me give the lie to my true sight,

And swear that brightness doth not grace the day?
Whence hast thou this becoming of things ill,

That in the very refuse of thy deeds
There is such strength and warrantise of skill

That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds?
Who taught thee how to make me love thee more
The more I hear and see just cause of hate?

O, though I love what others do abhor,
With others thou shouldst not abhor my state :

If thy unworthiness raised love in me,
More worthy I to be beloved of thee.

CLI.

Love is too young to know what conscience is

;

Yet who knows not conscience is born of love?
Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,
Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove

:

For, thou betraying me, I do betray
My nobler part to my gross body’s treason ;

My soul doth tell my body that he may
Triumph in love ; flesh stays no farther reason ;

But, rising at thy name, doth point out thee
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride,
He is contented thy poor drudge to be,

To stand in thy affairs, fall by thy side.

No want of conscience hold it that I call

Her ‘love’ for whose dear love I rise and fall.

CLII.

In loving thee thou know’st I am forsworn,
But thou art twice forsworn, to me love swearing.
In a<5t thy bed-vow broke and new faith torn
In vowing new hate after new love bearing.
But why of two oaths’ breach do I accuse thee,
When I break twenty? I am perjured most

;

For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee
And all my honest faith in thee is lost,

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness,
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy,
And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness,

Or made them swear against the thing they see ;

For I have sworn thee fair; more perjured I,

To swear against the truth so foul a lie !

CLIII.

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell asleep

:

A maid of Dian’s this advantage found,
And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground ;

Which borrow’d from this holy fire of Love
A dateless lively heat, still to endure,
And grew a seething bath, which yet men prove
Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.

But at my mistress’ eye Love’s brand new-fired,

The boy for trial needs would touch my breast

;

I, sick withal, the help of bath desired,

And thither hied, a sad distemper’d guest,

But found no cure : the bath for my help lies

Where Cupid got new fire—my mistress’ eyes.

CLIV.

The little Love-god lying once asleep
Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand,
Whilstmanynymphs that vow’d chaste life to keep
Came tripping by ; but in her maiden hand
The fairest votary took up that fire

Which many legions of true hearts had warm’d ;

And so the general of hot desire
Was sleeping by a virgin hand disarm’d.
This brand she quenched in a cool well by.
Which from Love’s fire took heat perpetual,
Growing a bath and healthful remedy
For men diseased ; but I, my mistress’ thrall,

Came there for cure, and this by that I prove,
Love’s fire heats water, water cools not love.



A LOVER'S COMPLAINT
From .off a hill whose concave womb re-worded

A plaintful story from a sistering vale.

My spirits to attend this double voice accorded.

And down I laid to list the sad-tuned tale

;

Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale,

Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain,

Storming her world with sorrow’s wind and rain.

Upon her head a platted hive of straw.

Which fortified her visage from the sun,

Whereon the thought might think sometime it saw
The carcass of a beauty spent and done : 1

1

Time had not scythed all that youth begun,

Nor youth all quit ;
but, spite of heaven’s fell rage,

Some beauty peep’d through lattice of sear’d age.

Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne.

Which on it had conceited characters,

.

Laundering the silken figures in the brine

That season’d woe had pelleted in tears,

And often reading what contents it bears

;

As often shrieking undistinguish’d woe, 20

In clamours of all size, both high and low.

Sometimes her lcvell’d eyes their carriage ride,

As they did battery to the spheres intend

;

Sometime diverted their poor balls are tied

To the orbed earth ; sometimes they do extend
i

Their view right on ;
anon their gazes lend

To every place at once, and, nowhere fix’d.

The mind and sight distradledly commix’d.

Her hair, nor loose nor tied in formal plat,

Proclaim’d in her a caneless hand of pride 30
For some, untuck’d, descended her sheaved hat.

Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside

;

Some in her threaden fillet still did bide,

And true to bondage would not break from
thence,

Though slackly braided in loose negligence.

A thousand favours from a maund she drew
Of amber, crystal, and of beaded jet,

Which one by one she in a river threw.

Upon whose weeping margent she was set;

Like usury, applying wet to wet, 40
Or monarch’s hands that let not bounty fall

Where want cries some, but where excess begs all.

Of folded schedules had she many a one,

Which she perused, sigh’d, tore, and gave the

flood

;

Crack’d many a ring of posied gold and bone.

Bidding them find their sepulchres in mud

;

Found yet moe letters sadly penn’d in blood,

With sleided silk feat and affedtedly

Enswathed, and seal’d to curious secrecy.

These often bathed she in her fluxive eyes, 50
And often kiss’d, and often ’gan to tear

;

Cried ‘

0

false blood, thou register of lies,

What unapproved witness dost thou bear !

Ink would have seem’d more black and damned
here 1

'

This said, in top of rage the lines she rents,

Big discontent so breaking their contents.

A reverend man that grazed his cattle nigh

—

Sometime a blusterer, that the ruffle knew
Of court, of city, and had let go by
The swiftest hours, observed as they flew— 60
Towards this afflidted fancy fastly drew,
And, privileged by age, desires to know
In brief the grounds and motives of her woe.

So slides he down upon his grained bat,

And comely-distant sits he by her side ;

When he again desires her, being sat,

Her grievance with his hearing to divide :

If that from him there may be aught applied

Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage,

’Tis promised in the charity of age. 70

‘ Father,’ she says, ‘though in me you behold
The injury of many a blasting hour.

Let it not tell your j udgement I am old ;

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power :

I might as yet have been a spreading flower.

Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied

Love to myself and to no love beside.

‘ But, woe is me ! too early I attended
A youthful suit—it was to gain rny grace—

-

Of one by nature’s outwards so commended, 80
That maidens’ eyes stuck over all his face :

Love lack’d a dwelling, and made him her
place

;

And when in his fair parts she did abide,

She was new lodged and newly deified.

‘ His browny locks did hang in crooked curls

;

And every light occasion of the wind “ '

Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls.

What’s sweet to do, to do will aptly find

:

Each eye that saw him did enchant the mind,
For on his visage was in little drawn 90
What largeness thinks in Paradise was sawn.

‘Small show of man was yet upon his chin ;

His phoenix down began but to appear
Like unshorn velvet on that termless skin

Whose bare out-bragg’d the web it seem’d to

wear

:

Yet show’d his visage by that cost more dear;
And nice affedtions wavering stood in doubt
If best were as it was, or best without.

‘ His qualities were beauteous as his form,

For maiden-tongued he was, and thereof free ; 100
Yet, if men moved him, was he such a storm
As oft ’twixt May and April is to see,

When winds breathe sweet, unruly though they
be.

His rudeness so with his authorized youth
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth.

‘Well could he ride, and often men would say
“That horse his mettle from his rider takes:
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Proud of subjection, noble by the sway,
What rounds, what bounds, what course, what

stop he 'makes !”

And controversy hence a question takes, no
Whether the horse by him became his deed.
Or he his manage by the well-doing steed.

* But quickly on this side the verdiCt went

:

His real habitude gave life and grace
To appertainings and to ornament,
Accomplish’d in himself, not in his case

:

All aids, themselves made fairer by their place,
Came for additions

;
yet their purposed trim

Pieced not his grace, but were all graced by him.

‘ So on the tip of his subduing tongue 120
All kind of arguments and question deep,
All replication prompt, and reason strong,
For his advantage still did wake and sleep :

To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep,
He had the dialed! and different skill,

Catching all passions in his craft of will :

1

‘ That he did in the general bosom reign
Of young, of old

; and sexes both enchanted,
1 To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain
In personal duty, following where he haunted : 130
Consents bewitch’d, ere he desire, have granted;
And dialogued for him what he would say.
Ask’d their own wills, and made their wills obey.

‘ Many there were that did his picture get,
To serve their eyes, and in it put their mind ;

Like fools that in th’ imagination set
The goodly objeCts which abroad they find
Oflands and mansions, theirs in thought assign’d

;

And labouring in moe pleasures to bestow them
Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe

them : x4o

* So many have, that never touch’d his hand,
Sweetly supposed them mistress of his heart.
My woeful self, that did in freedom stand,
And was my own fee-simple,, not in part,
What with his art in youth, and youth in art,

Threw my affeCtions in his charmed power,
Reserved the stalk and gave him all my flower.

‘ Yet did I not, as some my equals did,
Demand of him, nor being desired yielded

;

Finding myself in honour so forbid, 150
With safest distance I mine honour shielded

:

Experience for me many bulwarks builded
Of proofs new-bleeding, which remain’d the foil

Of this false jewel, and his amorous spoil.

1 But, ah, who ever shunn’d by precedent
The destined ill she must herself assay?
Or forced examples, ’gainst her own content,
To put the by-past perils in her way?
Counsel may stop awhile what will not stay ;

For when we rage, advice is often seen 160
By blunting us to make our wits more keen.

‘ Nor gives it satisfaction to our blood,
That we must curb it upon others’ proof :

To be forbod the sweets that seem so good,
For fear of harms that preach in our behoof.
O appetite, from judgement stand aloof!

The one a palate hath that needs will taste,
Thqugh Reason weep, and cry “ It is thy last.”

‘ For further I could say “ This man’s untrue,”
And knew the patterns of his foul beguiling

; 170
Heard where his plants in others’ orchards grew,
Saw how deceits were gilded in his smiling ;

Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling
;

Thought characters and words merely but art,
And bastards of his foul adulterate heart.

‘And long upon these terms I held my city,
Till thus he gan besiege me :

“ Gentle maid,
Have of my suffering youth some feeling pity,
And be not of my holy vows afraid :

That’s to ye sworn to none was ever said
; 180

For feasts of love I have been call’d unto,
Till now did ne’er invite, nor never woo.

‘ “ All my offences that abroad you see
Are errors of the blood, none of the mind ;

Love made them not: with aCfcure they may be,
Where neither party is nor true nor kind :

They sought their shame that so their shame did
find ;

And so much less of shame in me remains,
By how much of me their reproach contains.

‘ “ Among the many that mine eyes have seen, 190
Not one whose flame my heart so much as

warm’d,
Or my affeCtion put to the smallest teen,
Or any of my leisures ever charm’d :

Harm have I done to them, but ne’er was
harm’d ;

Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free,
And reign’d, commanding in his monarchy.

‘ “ Look here, what tributes wounded fancies
sent me,

Of paled pearls and rubies red as blood ;

Figuring that they their passions likewise
lent me

Of grief and blushes, aptly understood 200
In bloodless white and the encrimson’d mood;
EffeCts of terror and dear modesty,
Encamp’d in hearts, but fighting outwardly.

* “ And, Jo, behold these talents of their hair,
With twisted metal amorously impleach’d,
I have received from many a several fair,

Their kind acceptance weepingly beseech’d,
With the annexions of fair gems enrich’d.
And deep-brain’d sonnets that did amplify
Each stone’s dear nature, worth, and quality. 210

‘ “ The diamond,—why, ’twas beautiful and hard,
Whereto his invised properties did tend

;

The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh regard
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend ;

The heaven-hued sapphire and the opal blend
With objeCts manifold : each several stone,
With wit well blazon’d, smiled or made some moan.

‘ “ Lo, all these trophies of affeCtions hot,
Of pensived and subdued desires the tender.
Nature hath charged me that I hoard them not, 220
But yield them up where I myself must render,
That is, to you, my origin and ender ;
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For these, of force, must your oblation? be.
Since I their altar, you enpatron me.

* “ O, then, advance of yours that phraseless
hand,

Whose white weighs down the airy scale of
praise

;

Take all these similes to your own command,
Hallow’d with sighs that burning lungs did raise

;What me your minister, for you obeys,
Works under you ; and to your audit comes 230
Their distradl parcels in combined sums.

‘ “ Lo, this device was sent me from a nun,
Or sister san&ified, of holiest note ;

Which late her noble suit in court did shun,
Whose rarest havings made the blossoms dote ;

For she was sought by spirits of richest coat,
But kept cold distance, and did thence remove,
To spend her living in eternal love.

1“ But
\
0 mY sweet, what labour is’t to leave

The thing we have not, mastering what not
strives,

f Playing the place which did no form receive, 241
Playing patient sports in unconstrained gyves ?
She that her fame so to herself contrives,
The scars of battle ’scapeth by the flight,
And makes her absence valiant, not her might.

O, pardon me, in that my boast is true

:

The accident which brought me to her eye
Upon the moment did her force subdue,
And now she would the caged cloister fly

:

Religious love put out Religion’s eye : 250
Not to be tempted, would she be immured,
And now, to tempt, all liberty procured.

* “ How mighty then you are, O, hear me tell

!

The broken bosoms that to me belong
Have emptied all their fountains in my well.
And mine I pour. your ocean all among:
I strong o’er them, and you o’er me being strong,
Must for your vidlory us all congest,
As compound love to physic your cold breast.

‘ “ My parts had power to charm a sacred nun,
Who, disciplined, ay, dieted in grace, 261
Believed her eyes when they to assail begun,
All vows and consecrations giving place

:

O most potential love ! vow, bond, nor space,
In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor cpnfine,
For thou art all, and all things else are thine.

‘ “ When thou impresses^, whatare preceptsworth
Of stale example? When thou wilt inflame,
How coldly those impediments stand forth
Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame ! 270
f Love’s arms are peace, ’gainst rule, ’gainst

sense, ’gainst shame,
And sweetens, in the suffering pangs it bears.
The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears.

1 “ Now all these hearts that do on mine depend,
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine

;

And supplicant their sighs to you extend,
To leave the battery that you make ’gainst mine,
Lending soft audience to my sweet design,
And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath
That shall prefer and undertake my troth.” 280

‘ This said, his watery eyes he did dismount,
Whose sights till then were levell’d on my face

;

Each cheek a river running from a fount
With brinish current downward flow’d apace

:

O, how the channel to the stream gave grace !

Who glazed with crystal gate the glowing roses
That flame through water which their hue en-

closes.

‘ O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies
In the small orb of one particular tear!
But with the inundation of the eyes 290
What rocky heart to water will not wear?
What breast so cold that is not warmed here?
O cleft effedl ! cold modesty, hot wrath,
Both fire from hence and chill extindture hath.

‘ For, lo, his passion, but an art of craft,
Even there resolved my reason into tears

;

There my white stole of chastity I daff’d,
Shook off my sober guards and civil fears

;

Appear to him, as he to me appears,
AH melting; though our drops this difference

bore,
^

3QO
His poison’d me, and mine did him restore.

* In him a plenitude of subtle matter,
Applied to cautels, all strange forms receives,
Of burning blushes, or of weeping water,
Or swooning paleness ; and he takes and leaves.
In either’s aptness, as it best deceives,
To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes.
Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows :

‘ That not a heart which in his level came
Could ’scape the hail of his all-hurting aim, 310
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame;
And, veil’d in them, did win whom he would

maim

:

Against the thing he sought he would exclaim;
When he most burn’d in heart-wish’d luxury,
He preach’d pure maid, and praised cold chastity.

„
Thus merely with the garment of a Grace

The naked and concealed fiend he cover’d ;

That th’ unexperient gave the tempter place,
Which like a cherubin above them hover’d.
Who, young and simple, would not be so

lover’d
? 320Ay me ! I fell

; and yet do question make
What I should do again for such a sake.

‘ O, that infedled moisture of his eye,
O, that false fire which in his cheek so glow’d,
O, that forced thunder from his heart did fly,
O, that sad breath his spongy lungs bestow’d,
O, all that borrow’d motion seeming owed,
Would yet again betray the fore-betray’d,
And new pervert a reconciled maid! ’ 329
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When my love swears that she is made of truth,

I do believe her, though I know she lies,

That she might think me some untutor’d youth,

Unskilful in the world’s faise forgeries.

Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,

Although I know my years be past the best,

I smiling credit her false-speaking tongue,

Outfacing faults in love with love’s ill rest.

But wherefore says my love that she is young?
And wherefore say not I that I am old? io

O, love’s best habit is a soothing tongue,

And age, in love, loves not to have years told.

Therefore, I ’ll lie with love, and love with me,

Since that our faults in love thus smother’d be.

II.

Two loves I have, of comfort and despair.

That like two spirits do suggest me still

;

My better angel is a man right fair,

My worser spirit a woman colour’d ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil

Tempteth my better angel from my side, 20

And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,

Wooing his purity with her fair pride.

And whether that my angel be turn’d fiend,

Suspedt I may, yet not diredlly tell

:

For being both to me, both to each friend,

I guess one angel in another’s hell

;

The truth I shall not know, but live in doubt.

Till my bad angel fire my good one out.

in.

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye,

’Gainst whom the world could not hold argu-

ment,
_ #

3°

Persuade my heart to this false perjury?

Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment.

A woman 1 forswore ; but I will prove.

Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee

:

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love

;

Thy grace being gain’d cures all disgrace in me.

My vow was breath, and breath a vapour is
; .

Then, thou fair sun, that on this earth doth shine,

Exhale this vapour vow; in thee it is:

If broken, then it is no fault of mine.
.

40
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise

• To break an oath, to win a paradise?

IV.

Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a brook
With young Adonis, lovely, fresh, and green,

Did court the lad with many a lovely look,

Such looks as none could look but beauty’s queen.

She told him stories to delight his ear

;

She show’d him favours to allure his eye

;

To win his heart, she touch’d him here and
there,

—

Touches so soft still conquer chastity. '
.

50
But whether unripe years did want conceit,

Or he refused to take her figured proffer.

The tender nibbler would not touch the bait,

But smile and jest at every gentle offer

:

Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and toward

:

He rose and ran away ;
ah, fool too froward

!

v.

If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear to

love ?

O never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow’d:

Though to myself forsworn, to thee I ’ll constant

prove

;

Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like

osiers bow’d. 60

Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine

eyes,

Where all those pleasures live that art can com-
prehend. ^

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall

suffice

;

Well learned is that tongue that well can thee

commend

:

All ignorant that soul that sees thee without

wonder

;

Which is tome some praise, that I thy parts admire

:

Thine eye Jove’s lightning seems, thy voice his

dreadml thunder,
Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet fire.

Celestial as thou art, O do not love that wrong,

To sing heaven’s praise with such an earthly

tongue. 7°

VI.

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy morn,
And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for shade,

When Cytherea, all in love forlorn,

A longing tarriance for Adonis made
Under an osier growing by a brook,

A brook where Adon used to cool his spleen

:

Hot was the day ;
she hotter that did look

For his approach, that often there had been.

Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by,

And stood stark naked on the brook’s green brim

:

The sun look’d on the world with glorious eye, 81

Yet not so wistly as this queen on him.

He, spying her, bounced in, whereas he stood

:

4 O Jove,’ quoth she, ‘ why was not I a flood
!’

VII.

Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle

;

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty;

Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass is, brittle

;

Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty

:

A lily pale, with damask dye to grace her,

None fairer, nor none falser to deface her. 90

Her lips to mine how often hath she joined,

Between each kiss her oaths of true love swearing

!

How many tales to please me hath she coined,

Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing

!

Yet in the midst of all her pure protestings,

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were

jestings.
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I
She burn’d with love, as straw with fire fiameth ;

She burn’d out love, as soon as straw out-burneth

;

She framed the love, and yet she foil’d the fram-
ing ;

She bade love last, and yet she fell a-tuming. 100
Was this a lover, or a lecher whether?
Bad in the best, though excellent in neither.

VIII.

If music and sweet poetry agree,
As they must needs, the sister and the brother,
Then must the love be great ’twixt thee and me.
Because thou lovest the one, and I the other.
Dowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly touch
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense

;

Spenser to me, whose deep conceit is such
As, passing all conceit, needs no defence. no.
Thou lovest to hear the sweet melodious sound
That Phoebus’ lute, the queen of music, makes

;

And I in deep delight am chiefly drown’d
Whenas himself to singing he betakes.
One god is god of both, as poets feign

;

One knight loves both, and both in thee remain.

IX.

I1 air was the morn when the fair queen of love,
* * -* * * * *

Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove,
For Adon’s sake, a youngster proud and wild; 120
Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill

:

Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds

;

She, silly queen, with more than love’s good will,
Forbade the boy he should not pass those grounds

:

* Once,’ quoth she, ‘did I see a fair sweet youth
Here in these brakes deep-wounded with a

boar,
Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth

!

See, in my thigh,’ quoth she, ‘here was the sore.’
She showed hers ; he saw more wounds than

one,
And blushing fled, and left her all alone. 130

x.

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck’d, soon
vaded,

Pluck’d in the bud, and vaded in the spring

!

Bright orient pearl, alack, too timely shaded

!

Fair creature, kill’d too soon by death’s sharp
sting

!

Like a green plum that hangs upon a tree.
And falls, through wind, before the fall should be.

I weep for thee, and yet no cause I have ;

For why thou left’st me nothing in thy will

:

And yet thou left’st me more than I did crave

;

For why I craved nothing of thee still : 140
O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee,
Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to me.

XI.

Venus, with young Adonis sitting by her
Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him;
She told the youngling how god Mars did try

her,

And as he fell to her, so fell she to him.

‘Even thus,’ quoth she, * the warlike god em-
braced me,’

And then she clipp’d Adonis in her arms

;

‘Even thus,’ quoth she, ‘the warlike god unlaced
me,*

As if the boy should use like loving charms ; 150
‘Even thus,’ quoth she, ‘he seized on my lips,’

And with her lips on his did adt the seizure

:

And as she fetched breath, away he skips,
And would not take her meaning nor her pleasure.
Ah, that I had my lady at this bay,
To kiss and clip me till I run away

!

XII.

Crabbed age and youth cannot live together

:

Youth is full of pleasance, age is full of care;
Youth like summer morn, age like winter weather

;

Youth like summer brave, age like winter bare.
Youth is full of sport, age’s breath is short; 161
Youth is nimble, age is lame

;

Youth is hot and bold, age is weak and cold;
Youth is wild, and age is tame.

Age, I do abhor thee
;
youth, I do adore thee

;

O, my love, my love is young !

Age, I do defy thee : O, sweet shepherd, hie thee.
For methinks thou stay’st too long.

• -

xnr.

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good

;

A shining gloss that vadeth suddenly ; 170A flower that dies when first it gins to bud

;

A brittle glass that’s broken presently:
A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower.
Lost, vaded, broken, dead within an hour.

And as goods lost are seld or never found.
As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh,
As flowers dead lie wither’d on the ground.
As broken glass no cement can redress.
So beauty blemish’d once ’s for ever lost,

In spite of physic, painting, pain and cost. 180

XIV.

Good night, good rest. Ah, neither be my share

:

She bade good night that kept my rest away

;

And daff’d me to a cabin hang’d with care,
To descant on the doubts of my decay.

‘Farewell,’ quoth she, ‘and come again to-
morrow:’

Fare well I could not/ for I supp’d with sorrow.

Yet at my parting'sweetly did she smile,
In scorn or friendship, nill I construe whether;
’T may be, she joy’d to jest at my exile,

’T may be, again to make me wander thither :

‘Wander,’ a word for shadows like myself, 191
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf.

xv.

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east

!

My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning rise
Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest.

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes,
While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and mark,
And wish her lays were turted like the lark :
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For she doth welcome daylight with her ditty,

And drives away-dark dismal-dreaming night :

The night so pack’d, I post unto my pretty; 201

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished sight ;

Sorrow changed to solace, solace mix d with

sorrow

;

For why, she sigh’d and bade me come to-

morrow.

Were I with her, the night would post too soon

;

But now are minutes added to the hours;

To spite me now, each minute seems a moon

;

Yet not for me, shine sun to succour floweis!

Pack night, peep day ;
good day, of night now

borrow

:

Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to-

morrow. 210

SONNETS TO SUNDRY NOTES OF MUSIC.

[XVI.]

It was a lording’s daughter, the fairest one of

three,

That liked of her master as well as well might be,

Till looking on an Englishman, the fair’st that

eye could see,

Her fancy fell a-turning.

Long was the combat doubtful that love with love

did fight,

To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant

knight

:

To put in pra<5tice either, alas, it was a spite

Unto the silly damsel

!

But one must be refused ;
more mickle was the pain

That nothing could be used to turn them both to

220

For of the two the trusty knight was wounded
with disdain

:

Alas, she could not help it

!

Thus art with arms contending was vi<5tor of the

Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid

away

:

Then, lullaby, the learned man hath got the lady

„ gay:
.

For now my song is ended.

XVII.

On a day, alack the day

!

Love, whose month was ever May,
Spied a blossom passing fair.

Playing in the wanton air
: <

230
Through the velvet leaves the wind,

All unseen, gan passage find

;

That the lover, sick to death,

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath,

‘Air,’ quoth he, ‘thy cheeks may blow

;

Air, would I might triumph so !

But, alas ! my hand hath sworn
Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn:

Vow, alack ! for youth unmeet

:

Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet. 240

Thou for whom Jove would swear

Juno but an Ethiope were ;

And deny himself for Jove,
Turning mortal for thy love.’

[xviii.]

My flocks feed not,

My ewes breed not,

My rams speedjiot,

All is amiss :

*

Love’s denying,
Faith’s defying, 250

Heart’s renying,
Causer of this.

All my merry jigs are quite forgot,

All my lady’s love is lost, God wot

:

Where her faith was firmly fix’d in love.

There a nay is placed without remove.

One silly cross

Wrought all my loss;

O frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame !

For now I see 260

Inconstancy
More in women than in men remain.

In black mourn I,

All fears scorn I,

Love hath forlorn me,
Living in thrall

:

Heart is bleeding,

All help needing,

O cruel speeding,

Fraughted with gall. 270

My shepherd’s pipe can sound no deal

;

My wether’s bell rings doleful knell

;

My curtail dog, that wont to have play’d,

Plays not at all, but seems afraid ;

My sighs so deep
Procure to weep,
In howling wise, to see my doleful plight.

How sighs resound
Through heartless ground,
Like a thousand vanquish’d men in bloody

fight !
280

Clear wells spring not,

Sweet birds sing not,

Green plants bring not
Forth their dye

;

Herds stand weeping,
Flocks all sleeping,.

Nymphs back peeping
Fearfully:

All our pleasure known to us poor swains,

All our merry meetings on the plains, 290

All our evening sport from us is fled,

All our love is lost, for Love is dead.

Farewell, sweet lass.

Thy like ne’er was
For a sweet content, the cause of all my

moan

:

Poor Corydon
Must live alone

;

Other help for him I see that there is

none.
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XIX.

When as thine eye hath chose the dame,
i

And stall’d the deer that thou shouldst strike, 300
Let reason rule things worthy blame,

fAs well as fancy partial might

:

Take counsel of some wiser head,
Neither too young nor yet unwed.

And when thou comest thy tale to tell.

Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk,

Lest she some subtle pradlice smell,

—

A cripple soon can find a halt ;

—

But plainly say thou lovest her well,

And set thy person forth to sell. 310

What though her frowning brows be bent,
Her cloudy looks will calm ere night

:

And then too late she will repent
That thus dissembled her delight

;

And twice desire, ere it be day,
That which with scorn she put away.

What though she strive to try her strength,
And ban and brawl, and say thee nay,
Her feeble force will yield at length,
When craft hath taught her thus to say, 320

‘ Had women been so strong as men,
In faith, you had not had it then.’

And to her will frame all thy ways

;

Spare not to spend, and chiefly there
Where thy desert may merit praise,

By ringing in thy lady’s ear

:

The strongest castle, tower, and town,
The golden bullet beats it down.

Serve always with assured trust,

And in thy suit be humble true
; 330

Unless thy lady prove unjust,
Press never thou to choose anew

:

When time shall serve, be thou not slack
To proffer, though she put thee back.

The wiles and guiles that women work,
Dissembled with an outward show,

;
The tricks and toys that in them lurk,
The cock that treads them shall not know.
Have you not heard it said full oft,

A woman’s nay doth stand for nought? 340

tThink women still to strive with men,
To sin and never for to saint

:

There is no heaven, by holy then,
When time with age doth them attaint.
Were kisses all the joys in bed,
One woman would another wed.

But, soft ! enough, too much, I fear

;

Lest that my mistress hear my song,
She will not stick to round me i’ the ear,
To teach my tongue to be so long

: 350
Yet will she blush, here be it said.

To hear her secrets so bewray’d.

[xx.j

Live with me, and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
That hills and valleys, dales and fields,

And all the craggy mountains yields.

There will we sit upon the rocks,
And see the shepherds feed their flocks.
By shallow rivers, by whose falls

Melodious birds sing madrigals. 360

There will I make thee a bed of roses,
With a thousand fragrant posies,
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle
Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle.

A belt of straw and ivy buds,
With coral clasps and amber studs;
And if these pleasures may thee move.
Then live with me and be my love.

Love’s Answer.

If that the world and love were young,
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue, 370
These pretty pleasures might me move
To live with thee and be thy love.

[XXI.]

As it fell upon a day
In the merry month of May,
Sitting in a pleasant shade
Which a grove of myrtles made,
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing,
Trees did grow, and plants did spring

;

Every thing did banish moan.
Save the nightingale alone

: 380
She, poor bird, as all forlorn,
Lean’d her breast up-till a thorn,
And there sung the dolefull’st ditty.
That to hear it was great pity :

*
Fie, fie, fie,* now would she cry

;

4 Tereu, tereu !’ by and by ;

That to hear her so complain,
Scarce I could from tears refrain

;

For her griefs, so lively shown,
Made me think upon mine own. ^90
Ah, thought I, thou mourn’st in vain !

None takes pity on thy pain

:

Senseless trees they cannot hear thee ;

Ruthless beasts they will not cheer thee

;

King Pandion he is dead ;

All thy friends are lapp’d in lead;
All thy fellow birds do sing.
Careless of thy sorrowing.
Even so, poor bird, like thee.
None alive will pity me. 400
Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled.
Thou and I were both beguiled.
Every one that .flatters thee

Is no friend in misery.
Words are easy. Tike the wind

;

Faithful friends are hard to find:
Every man will be thy friend
Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend

;

But if store of crowns be scant.
No man will supply thy want. 410
If that one be prodigal,

Bountiful they will him call,

And with such-like flattering,
* Pity but he were a king

;

*



THE PHOENIX AND TURTLE.

If he be addiit to vice,

Quickly him they will entice

;

If to women he be bent,

They have at commandement

:

But if Fortune once do frown,

Then farewell his great renown ; 420

They that fawn’d on him before

Use his company no more.

He that is thy friend indeed.

He will help thee in thy need

:

If thou sorrow, he will weep;
If thou wake, he cannot sleep;

Thus of every grief in heart

He with thee doth bear a part.

These are certain signs to know
Faithful friend from flattering foe. 43c

THE PHCENIX AND THE TURTLE.

Let the bird of loudest lay,

On the sole Arabian tree,

Herald sad and trumpet be,

To whose sound chaste wings obey.

Property was thus appalled,

That the self was not the same

;

Single nature’s double name
Neither two nor one was called

But thou shrieking harbinger,

Foul precurrer of the fiend,

Augur of the fever’s end,

To this troop come thou not near

!

From this session interdict

Every fowl of tyrant wing,
^

10

Save the eagle, feather’d king :

Keep the obsequy so stridl.

Let the priest in surplice white,

That defun&ive music can,

Be the death-divining swan,

Lest the requiem lack his right.

And thou treble-dated crow,

That thy sable gender makest
With the breath thou givest and takest,

’Mongst our mourners shalt thou go. 20

Here the anthem doth commence

:

Love and constancy is dead

;

Phoenix and the turtle fled

In a mutual flame from hence.

So they loved, as love in twain

Had the essence but in one

;

Two distindls, division none
: _

Number there in love was slain.

Hearts remote, yet not asunder

;

Distance, and no space was seen 30
’Twixt the turtle and his queen';

But in them it were a wonder.

So between them love did shine.

That the turtle saw his right

Flaming in the phoenix' sight

;

Either was the other’s mine.

Reason, in itself confounded,
Saw division grow together,

To themselves yet either neither.

Simple were so well compounded,

That it cried, How true a twain

Seemeth this concordant one !

Love hath reason, reason none,

If what parts can so remain.

Whereupon it made this threne

To the phoenix and the dove,

Co-supremes and stars of love,

As chorus to their tragic scene.

THRENOS.

Beauty, truth, and rarity,

Grace in all simplicity,

Here enclosed in cinders lie.

Death is now the phoenix’ nest

;

And the turtle’s loyal breast

To eternity doth rest,

Leaving no posterity

:

’Twas not their infirmity,

It was married chastity.

Truth may seem, but cannot be

;

Beauty brag, but ’tis not she

;

Truth and beauty buried be.

To this urn let those repair

That are either true or fair

;

For these dead birds sigh a prayer.
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Abate, v.t. to shorten. M. N’s Dr. in 2. To
cast down. Cor. in. 3. To blunt. R. III. v. 4.

Abatement, sb. diminution. Lear, 1. 4.

Abide, v.i. to sojourn. Wint. Tale, iv. 3. v.t. to

expiate (a corruption of ‘Aby’). J. C. in. 1;
Ibid. nr. 2.

Able, v.t. to uphold. Lear, iv. 6.

Abridgement, sb. a short play. Ham. ir. 2.

Abrook, v.t. to brook, abide. 2 H. VI. 11. 4.
Absey-Book, sb. a primer. John, 1. 1.

Absolute, adj. positive, certain. Cym. iv. 2

;

Ham. v. 2. Complete. Temp. 1. 2.

Abuse, v.t. to deceive. Lear, iv. 7.

Abuse, sb. deception. M. for M. v. 1.

j

Aby, v.t. to expiate a fault. M. N’s Dr. in. 2.

j

Abysm, sb. abyss. Temp. 1. 2.

Accite, v.t. to cite, summon. 2 H. IV. v. 2.

Accuse, sb. accusation. 2 H. VI.T11. 1.

Achieve, v. to obtain. H. V. iv. 3.

Acknown,/./. ‘ to be acknown ’ is to acknowledge.
Oth. hi. 3.

Acquittance, sb. a receipt or discharge. Ham. iv. 2.

ACfcion-taking, adj. litigious. Lear, 11. 2.

ACture, sb. aCtion. Lover’s Com. 185.

Addition, sb. title, attribute. All’s Well, 11. 3;
T. & Cr. 1. 2.

Address, v.r. to prepare oneself. 2 H. VI. v. 2;
Ham. 1. 2.

Addressed, part, prepared. L’s- L’s L. n. 1.

Advance, v.t. to prefer, promote to honour.
Tim. 1. 2.

Advertisement, sb. admonition. Much Ado, &c.
v. 1.

Advertising, pr. /. attentive. M. for M. v. 1.

Advice, sb. consideration, discretion. Two Gent.
11. 4; M. for M. v. 1.

Advise, v. sometimes ne7iter, sometimes rejdeblive
,

to consider,, refledl. Tw. N. iv. 2.

Advised,/./, considerate. Com. of E. v. 1.

Advocation, sb. pleading, advocacy. Oth. hi. 4.
Afeard, adj. afraid. Merry Wives, in. 4.

Affedl, v.t. to love. Merry Wives, 11. 1.

Affeered, /./. assessed, confirmed. Mac. iv. 3.
Afront, adv. in front. 1 H. IV. n, 4.

Affy, v.t. to affiance. 2 H. VI. iv. 1. To trust.

T. A. 1. 1

Agazed,/./. lookingin amazement. 1 H. VI. 1. 1.

Aglet-baby, sb. the small figure engraved on a
jewel. Tam. of S. 1, 2.

Agnise, v.t. to acknowledge, confess. Otn. 1. 3.

A-good, adv. a good deal, plenteously. Two Gent,
iv. 4.

A-hold, adj. a sea-term. Temp. 1. 1.

Aiery, sb. the nest of a birdiof prey. R. III. 1. 3.

Aim, sb. a guess. Two Gent. isi. 1.

Alder-liefest, adj. most loved of all. 2 H. VI. 1. 1.

Ale, sb. alehouse. Two Gent. n. 5.

Allow, v. to approve. Tw. N. 1. 2.

Allowance, sb. approval. Cor. in. 2.

Ames-ace, sb. two aces, the lowest throw of the
dice. All’s Well, n. 3.

Amort, adj. dead, dejected. Tam. of S. iv. 3.

An, conj. if. Much Ado, 1. 1.

Anchor, sb. an anchorite, hermit. Ham. in. 2.

Ancient, sb. an ensign-bearer. 1 H. IV. iv. 2.

Angel, sb. a coin, so called because it bore the
image of an angel. Merry Wives, 1. 3.

Anight, adv. by night. As you Like it, 11. 4.

Answer, sb. retaliation. Cym. v. 3.

Anthropophaginian, sb. a cannibal. Merry Wives,
iv. 5.

Antick, sb. the fool in the old plays. R. II. ill. 2.

Antre, sb. a cave. Oth. 1. 3.

Apparent, sb. heir-apparent. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Appeal, sb. accusation. M. for M. v. 1.

Appeal, v.t. to accuse. R. II. 1. 1.

Appeared,/./, made apparent. Cor. iv. 3.

Apple-John, sb. a kind ofapple. 1 Hen. IV. ill. 3.

Appointment, sb. preparation. M. for M. hi. i.

Apprehension, sb. opinion. Much Ado, ill. 4.

Apprehensive, adj. apt to apprehend or under-
stand. J. C. hi. 1.

Approbation, sb. probation. Cym. 1. 5.

Approof, sb. approbation, proof. All’s Well, 1. 2;
Temp. 11. 5.

Approve, v.t. to prove. R. II. 1. 3. To justify,

make good. Lear, 11. 4.

Approver, sb. one who proves or tries. Cym. 11. 4.

Arch, sb. chief. Lear, If. 1.

Argal, a ridiculous word intended for the Latin
ergo. Ham. v. 1.

Argentine, adj. silver. Per. v. 2.

Argier, sb. Algiers. Temp. 1. 2.

Argosy, sb. originally a vessel of Ragusa or Ra-
gosa, a Ragosine; hence any ship of burden.
M. of V. 1. 1.

Argument, sb. subjeCl. Much Ado, 11. 3.

Armigero, a mistake for Armiger, the Latin for
Esquire. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Aroint, v.r. found only in the imperat mood,
get thee gone. Mac. 1. 3 ; Lear, 111. 4.

A-row, adv. in a row, Com. of E. v. 1.

Articulate, v.i. to enter into articles of agree-
ment. Cor. 1. 9. v.t. to exhibit in articles.

3 H. IV. v. 1.

Ask, v.t. to require. 2 H. VI. 1. 2.

AspeCt, sb. regard, looks. A. & C. 1. 5.

Aspersion, sb. sprinkling ; hence blessing, because
before the Reformation benediction was gene-
rally accompanied by the sprinkling of holy
water. Temp. in. 3.

Assay, sb. attempt. M. for M. hi. 1.

Assay, v. t. to attempt, test, make proof of. Merry
Wives, 11. 3.

Assinego, sb. an ass. T. & Cr. 11. 1.

Assubjugate, v.t. to subjugate. T. & Cr. 11. 3.
Assurance, sb

,

deed ofassurance. Tam. of S. iv. 2.

Assured,/./, betrothed. Com. of E. in. 2.

Atomy, sb. an atom. As you Like it, in. 2. Used
in contempt of a small person. 2 H. IV. v. 4.

Atone, v.t„ to put people at one, to reconcile.
R. II. 1. 1. v.i. to agree. Cor. iv. 6.

Attach, v.t. to seize, lay hold on. Temp. hi. 3;
Com. ofE. iv. 1.

Attasked, /./. taken to task, reprehended. Lear,
1. 4. .

•
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Attend, v.t. to listen to. Temp. 1. 2; M. of V.
v. 1.

Attent, adj. attentive. Ham. 1. 2.

Attorney, sb. an agent. R. III. iv. 4.

Attorney, v. t. to emploj7 as an agent. M. for M.
v. r. To perform by an agent. Wint. Tale, 1. 1.

Audacious, adj. spirited, daring, but without any
note of blame attached to it. L’s L’s L. v. 1.

Augur, sb. augury. Mac. 111. 4.

Authentic, adj. clothed with authority. Merry
Wives, 11. 2.

Avaunt, int. be gone, a word of abhorrence.

Com. of E. iv. 3.

Ave, int. the Latin for hail; hence acclamation.

M. for M. 1. 1.

Ave-Mary, sb. the angelic salutation addressed to

the B. Virgin Mary. 2 H. VI. 1. 3.

Averring, pr. p. confirming. Cym. v. 5.

Awful, adj. worshipful. Two Gent. iv. 1.

Awkward, adj. contrary. 2 H. VI. 111. 2.

Baccare, int. keep back. Tam. of S. n. 1.

Backward, sb. the hinder part
;
hence, when ap-

plied to time, the past. Temp. 1. 2.

Balked, j>.j>. heaped, as on a ridge. 1 H. IV. 1. 1.

Ballow, sb. a cudgel. Lear, iv. 6.

Balm, sb. the oil of consecration. R. II. iv. 1

;

3 H. VI. hi. x.

Ban, v.t. to curse. Lucr. 1460.

Bank, v.t. to sail by the banks. John, v. 2.

Barm, sb. yeast. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1.

Barn, sb. a child. 1 H. IV. 11. 3.

Barnacle, sb. a shell-fish, supposed to produce the

sea-bird of the same name. Temp. iv. 1.

Base, sb. a game, sometimes called Prisoners’

base. Cym. v. 3.

Bases, sb. an embroidered mantle worn by
knights on horseback, and reaching from the

middle to below the knees. Per. 11. 1.

Basilisk, sb. a kind of ordnance. 1 H. J.V. iv. 3.

Basta, int. (Italian) enough. Tam. of S. 1. x.

Bastard, sb. raisin wine. M. for M. m. 2.

Bat-fowling, part, catching birds with a clap-net

by night. Temp. 11. 1.

Bate, v.i. to flutter, as a hawk, x H. IV. iv. 1.

Bate, v.t. to except. Temp. 11. 1. To abate. Much
Ado, 11. 3.

Batlet, sb. a small bat, used for beating clothes.

As you Like it, 11. 4.

Battle, sb. army. 1 H. IV. iv. 1.

Bavin, sb. used as an adj. a piece of waste wood,
applied contemptuously to anything worthless.

1 H. IV. hi. 2.

Bawcock, sb. a fine fellow. Tw. N. nr. 4.

Bay, sb. the space between the main timbers of

the roof. M. for M. 11. 1.

Beadsman, sb. one who bids bedes, that is,

prays prayers for another. Two Gent. 1. 1.

Bearing-cloth, sb. a rich cloth in which children

were wrapt at their christening. Wint. Tale,

hi. 3.

Beat, v.i. to flutter as a falcon, to meditate, con-

sider earnestly. Temp. 1. 2.

Beaver, sb. the lower part of a helmet. 1 H. IV.

iv. 1.

Beetle, sb. a mallet. 2 H. IV. 1. 2.

Being, sb. dwelling. Cym. 1. 6.

Being, conj. since, inasmuch as. A. & C. ill. 6.

Be-mete, v.t. to measure. Tam. of S. iv. 3.

Be-moiled, p.p. daubed with dirt. Tam. of 6.

iv. 1.

Bending, pr. p. stooping under a weight. H. V.
v. Chorus.

Benvenuto, sb. (Italian), welcome. L’s L’s L. iv.2.

Bergomask, adj. a rustic dance. M. N’s Dr. v. 1.

Beshrew, bit. evil befal. Com. of E. 11. 1.

Bestraught, p.p. distraught, distradled. Indu<5b
to Tam. of S.

Beteem, v.t. to pour out. M. N’s Dr. 1. x.

Betid, p.p. happened. Temp. 1. 2.

Bezonian, sb. a beggarly fellow. 2 H. IV. V. 3.

Biding, sb. abiding-place. Lear, iv. 6.

Biggen, sb. a night-cap. 2 H. IV. iv. 5.

Bilberry, sb. the whortleberry. Merry Wives, v. 5.

Bilbo, sb. a sword, from Bilboa, a town in Spain
where they were made. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Bilboes, sb. fetters or stocks. Ham. v. 2.

Bill, sb. a bill-hook, a weapon. Much Ado, ill. 3.

Bin = been, are. Cym. 11. 3.

Bird-bolt, sb. a bolt to be shot from a crossbow at

birds. Much Ado, 1. 1.

Birding, part, hawking at partridges. Merry
Wives, hi. 3.

Bisson, adj. blind. Cor. 11. 1.

Blank, sb. the white mark in the middle of a tar-

get ; hence, metaphorically, that which is aimed
at. Wint. Tale, 11. 3.

Blench, v.i. to start aside, flinch. M. forM. iv. 5.

Blent, p.p. blended. M. of V. ill. 2.

Blood-boltered, part, smeared with blood. Maa
iv. 1.

Blow, v.t. to inflate. Tw. N. 11. 5.

Board, v.t. to accost. Tam. of S. 1. 2.

Bob, sb. a blow, metaph. a sarcasm. As you Like
it, 11. 7.

Bob, v.t. to strike, metaph. to ridicule, or to obtain

by raillery. T. & Cr. in. 1 ; Oth. v. 1.

Bodge, v. to botch, bungle. 3 H. VI. 1. 4.

Bodikin, sb. a corrupt word used as an oath.

’Od’s Bodikin, God’s little Body. Ham. 11. 2.

Boitier vert (French), green box. Merry Wives,
l. 4.

Bold, v. t. to embolden. Lear, v. x.

Bollen, adj. swollen. Lucr. 1417.

Bolter, sb. a sieve. 1 H. IV. in. 3.

Bolted, p.p. sifted, refined. H. V. 11. 2.

Bolting-hutch, sb. a hutch in which meal was
sifted. 1 H. IV. 11. 4.

Bombard, sb. a barrel, a drunkard. Temp. 11. 2.

Bombast, sb. padding. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Bona-roba, sb. a harlot. 2 H. IV. in. 2.

Bond, sb. that to which one is bound. ‘Lear, 1. 1.

Book, sb. a paper of conditions. 1 H. IV. in. 1.

Boot, sb. help, use. Tam. of S. v. 2.

Boot, v.t. to help, to avail. Two Gent. 1. x.

Bootless, adj. without boot or advantage, useless.

Temp. 1. 2.

Boots, sb. bots, a kind of worm. Two Gent. 1. 1.

Bore, sb. calibre of a gun
;
hence, metaph. size,

weight, importance. Ham. iv. 6.

Bosky, adj. covered with underwood. Temp.
m. 3.

Bosom, sb. wish, heart’s desire. M. for M. iv. 3.

Bots, sb. worms which infest horses. 1 H. IV. 11. 1.

Bourn, sb. a boundary. Wint. Tale, 1. 2. A brook.

Lear, ill. 6.

Brace, sb. armour for the arm, state of defence.

Oth. 1. 3 ; Per. 11. 1.
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Brach, sb. a hound hitch. Indue, to Tam. of S.

Braid, adj. deceitful. All’s Well, iv. 2.

Brave, adj. handsome, well-dressed. Temp. 1. 2.

Brave, sb. boast. John, v. 2.

Bravery, sb. finery. Tam. of S. iv. 3. Boastful-
ness. Ham. v. 2.

Brawl, sb. a kind of dance. L’s L’s L. in. 1.

Breed-bate, sb. a breeder of debate, a fomenter of
quarrels. Merry Wives, 1. 4.

Breast, sb. voice. Tw. N. 11. 3.

Breathe, v.t. to exercise. All 's Well, 11. 3.

Breathing, fir.p. exercising. Ham. v. 2.

Breeching, adj. liable tobe whipt. Tam. of S. ill. 1.

Breese, sb. the gadfly. A. & C. hi. 8.

Bribe-buck, sb. a buck given away in presents.
Merry Wives, v. 5.

Bring, v.t. toattendoneonajourney. M. forM. 1. 1.

Brock, sb. a badger, a term of contempt. Tw. N.
11. 5.

Broke, v.i. to adt as a procurer. All’s Well, hi. 5.

Broken, j>. p. having lost some teeth by age.

All’s Well, 11. 3.

Broken music, the music of stringed instruments.
I T. & Cr. hi. 1.

Broker, sb. an agent. Two Gent. 1. 2.

Brotherhood, sb. trading company. T. & Cr. 1. 3.

Brownist, sb. a sedtary, a follower of Brown, the
founder of the Independents. Tw. N. in. 2.

Bruit, sb. noise, report, rumour. 3 H. VI. iv. 7.

Bruit, v t. to noise abroad. Mac. v. 7.

Brush, sb. rude assault. 2 H. VI. v. 3; Tim. iv. 3.

Buck, sb. suds or lye for washing clothes in. Merry
Wives, in. 3 ; 2 H. VI. iv. 2.

Buck-basket, sb. the basket in which clothes are

carried to the wash. Merry Wives, in. 5.

Bucking, sb. washing. Merry Wives, hi. 3.

Buck-washing, sb. washing in lye. Merry Wives,
hi. 3.

Bug, sb. a bugbear, a spedlre. 3 H. VI. v. 2

;

Cym. v. 3.

Bully-rook, sb. a bragging cheater. Merry Wives,
I. 3.

Burgonet, sb. a kind of helmet. 2 H. VI. v. 1.

Burst, v.t. to break. Ind. to Tam. of S.

Busky, adj. bushy. 1 H. IV. v. 1.

Butt-shaft, sb. a light arrow for shooting at a butt.

L’s L’s L. 1. 2.

Buxom, adj. obedient. H. V. in. 6.

By’rlakin, int. by our little Lady : an oath.

M. N’s Dr. in. 1.

Caddis, sb. worsted galloon, so called because it

resembles the caddis-worm. Wint. Tale, iv. 3.

Cade, sb. a cask or barrel. 2 H. VI. iv. 2.

Cage, sb. a prison. Cym. hi. 3.

Cain-coloured, adj. red (applied to hair). Merry
Wives, 1. 4.

Caitiff, sb. a captive, a slave
;
hence, a witch.

All’s Well, hi. 2.

Calculate, v.t. prophesy. J. C. 1. 3.

Caliver, sb. a hand-gun. 1 H. IV. iv. 2.

Callet, sb. a trull. Oth. iv. 2.

Calling, sb. appellation. As you Like it, 1. 2.

Calm, sb. qualm. 2H. IV. n. 4.

Can, v.t. to know, be skilful in. Ham. iv. 7.

Canary, sb. a wine brought from the Canary
Islands. Merry Wives, in. 2.

Candle-wasters, sb. persons who sit up all night

to drink. Much Ado, v. 1.

Canakin, sb. a little can. Oth. n. 3.
Canker, sb. a caterpillar. Two Gent. I. 1. The

dog-rose. Much Ado, 1. 3.
Canstick, sb. a candlestick. 1 Hen. IV. in. 1.
Cantle, sb. a slice, corner. 1 H. IV. in. 1.

Canton, sb. a canto. Tw. N. 1. 5.
Canvas, v. t. to sift; hence, metaphorically, topfove.

2 H. IV. n. 4.

Capable, adj. subject to. John, in. 1. Intelligent.
I . & Cr. hi. 3. Capable of inheriting. Lear,
II. 1. Ample, capacious. Oth. in. 3.

Capitulate, v.i. make head. 1 H. IV. in. 2.
Capocchia, sb. a simpleton. T. & Cr. iv. 2.

Capricio, sb. (Italian) caprice. All’s Well, ii. 3.
Capricious, adj. lascivious. As you Like it, in. 3.
Captious, adj. capacious. All’s Well, 1. 3.
Carack,.sA a large ship of burden. Com. of E. in. 2.
Carbonado, sb. meat scotched for broiling. 1 H.

IV. v. 3.

Carbonado, v. t. to scotch for broiling. Lear, n.. 2.
Card, sb. the paper on which the points of the
compass are marked under the mariner’s needle.
Ham. v. 1.

Careire, sb. the curvetting of a horse. Merry
Wives, 1. 1.

Carkanet, sb. a necklace. Com. of E. in. x.

Carl, sb. a churl. Cym. v. 2.

Carlot, sb. a churl. As you Like it, in. 5.
Castilian, sb. a native of Castile

; used as a cant
term. Merry Wives, n. 3.

Castiliano vulgo, a cant term, meaning, appa-
rently, to use discreet language. Tw. N. 1.3.

Cataian, adj. a native of Cathay, a cant word.
Tw. N. 11. 3.

Catling, j£.#fcat-gut. T. & Cr. in. 3.

Cavalero, sb. a cavalier, gentleman. 2 H. IV. v. 3.
Caviare, sb. the roe of sturgeon pickled

; metaph.
a delicacy not appreciated by the vulgar. Ham.
11. 2.

Cautel, sb. deceit. Ham. 1. 3.

Cautelous, adj. insidious. Cor. iv. 1.

Cease, sb. decease. Ham. in. 3.

Cease,/./, put off, made to cease. Tim. n. 1.

Censure, sb. judgement. 1 H. VI. n. 3.

Censure, v.t. to judge, criticise. Two Gent. 1. 2.

Century, sb. a hundred of any thing, whether men,
prayers, or anything else. Cor. 1. 7 ; Cym. iv. 2.

Ceremony, sb. a ceremonial vestment, religious
rite, or anything ceremonial. J. C. 1. 1 ; Mac.
hi. 4.

Certes, adv. certainly. Oth. 1. 1.

Cess, sb. rate, reckoning. 1 H. IV. 11. 1.

Chace, sb. a term at tennis. H. V. 1. 2.

Chamber, sb. a species ofgreat gun. 2 H. IV. n. 4.
Chamberer, sb. an effeminate man. Oth. hi. 3.
Chanson, sb. a song. Ham. 11. 2.

Charadl, sb. affedted quality. M. for M. v. 1.

Charadter, sb. a letter, handwriting. Lear, 1. 2.

Charadter, v. t. to carve or engrave. Two Gent.
11. 7 ; Ham. 1. 3.

Charadlery, sb. handwriting. Merry Wives, v. 5.
That which is written. J. C. 11. 1.

Chare, sb. a turn of work. A. & C. iv. 13.
Charge-house, sb. a free-school. L’s L’s L. v. t.

Charles’ wain, sb. the constellation called also
Ursa Major, or the Great Bear. 1 H. IV. 11. 1.

Charneco, sb. a species of sweet wine. 2 H. VI.
11. 3.

Chaudron, sb. entrails. Mac. iv. 1.

67
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Cheater, sb. for escheator, an officer who collected

the fines to be paid into the Exchequer. Merry-

Wives, 1. 3. A decoy. 2 H. IV. 11. 3.

Check, v.i. a technical term in falconry; when a

falcon flies at a bird which is not her proper

game she is said to check at it. Tw. N. 11. 5.

Checks, sb. perhaps intended for ethics. Tam, of

S. 1. 1.

j

Cheer, sb. fortune, countenance. Temp. 1. 1.

Cherry-pit, sb. a game played with cherry-stones

! Tw. N. hi. 4.

|
Cheveril, sb. kid leather. R. & J. II. 4.

Chewit, sb. chough. 1 H. IV. v. 1.

Childing, adj. pregnant. M. N’s Dr. II. 2.

Ch’ill, vulgar for ‘I will.’ Lear, iv. 6.
! Chirurgeonly, adv. in a manner becoming a sur-

geon. Temp 11. 1.

I
Chopin, sb. a high shoe or clog. Ham. 11. 2.

Christom, adj. clothed with a chrisom, the white

garment which used to be put on newly-bap-

tized children. H. V. 11. 3.

Christendom, sb. the state of being a Christian.

John, iv. 1. Name. All’s Well, 1. 1.

Chuck, sb. chicken, a term of endearment Mac.
in. 2.

Chuff, sb. a coarse blunt clown. 1 H. IV. 11. 2.

Cinque pace, sb. a kind of dance. Much Ado,
11. 1.

Cipher, v.t. to decipher. Lucr. 81 1.

Circumstance, sb. an argument. Two Gent. I. 1;

John, 11. 1.

Cital, sb. recital. 1 H. IV. v. 2.

Cite, v. to incite. Two Gent. 11. 4; 3 H. VI. 11. 1.

Cittern, sb. a guitar. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Clack-dish, sb. a beggar’s dish. M. for M. 111. 2.

Clap i’ the clout, to shoot an arrow into the bull’s

eye of the target. 2 H. IV. in. 2.

Claw, v. t. to flatter. Much Ado, 1. 3.

Clepe, v.t. to call. Ham. 1. 4.

Cliff, sb. clef, the key in music. T. & Cr. v. 2.

Cling, v. t. to starve. Mac. v. 5.

Clinquant, adj. glittering. H. VIII. 1. 1.

Clip, v.t. to embrace, enclose. 2 H. VI. iv. 1;

Cor. 1. 6; Oth. in. 3.

Clout, sb. the mark in the middle of a target.

L’s L’s L. iv. 1.

Coast, v.i. to advance. V. & A. 870.

Cobloaf, sb. a big loaf. T. & Cr. 11. 1.

Cock, sb. a cockboat. Lear, iv. 6.

Cock-and-pie, an oath. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Cock, sb. a euphemism for God. Tam. of S. iv. 1.

Cockle, sb. tares or darnel. L’s L’s L. iv. 3.

Cockney, sb. a cook. Lear, 11. 4.

1
Cock-shut-time, sb. the twilight, when cocks and

j

hens go to roost. R. HI. v. 3.

i Cog, v.i. to cheat, dissemble. Merry Wives, in. 3.

!
Cognizance, sb. badge, token. 1 H. VI. 11. 4.

!
Coign, sb. projecting corner stone. Mac. 1. 6.

: Coil, sb. tumult, turmoil. Temp. 1. 2.

i
Collection, sb. drawing a conclusion. Ham. iv. 5.

I

CoUied, p.p. blackened. Oth. II. 3; M. N’s Dr.

I. 1.

Colour, sb. pretence. L’s L’s L. iv. 3.

Colourable, adj. specious. Ibid.

Colt, v.t. to defraud, befool. 1 H. IV. II. 2.

Co-mart, sb. a joint bargain. Ham. 1. 1.

Combinate, p.p. betrothed. M. for M. III. 1.

Combine, v.t. to bind. M. for M. iv. 3.

Commodity, sb. interest, profit. M. of V. III. 3.

Commonty, sb. used ludicrously for comedy. In-

duction to Tam. of S.

CompaCt, p.p. compacted, composed. M. N’s Dr.

v. 1.

Comparative, adj. drawing comparisons. 1 H.
IV. 1. 2.

Comparative, sb. rival. 1 H. IV. in. 2.

Compare, sb. comparison. T. & Cr. ill. 2.

Compassionate, adj. moving comparison. R. II.

I. 3.

Competitor, sb. one who seeks the same thing,

an associate in any objeCt. Two GenL 11. 6.

Complement, sb. accomplishment. L’s L’s L. 1. 1.

Complexion, sb. passion. Ham. 1. 4.

Compose, v.i. to agree. A. & C. 11. 2.

Compostion, sb. composition. Tim. iv. 3.

Comptible, adj. traCtable. Tw. N. I. 5.

Con, v.t. to learn by heart. M. N’s Dr. 1. 2. To
acknowledge. All’s Well, iv. 3.

Conceit, sb. conception, opinion, fancy. Two Gent,

in. 2.

Concupy, sb. concubine. T. & Cr. v. 2.

Condition, sb. temper, quality. M. of V. 1. 2;

Lear, 1. 1.

Condolement, sb. grief. Ham. I. 2.

Condu<5t, sb. escort. John, 1. 1.

ConfeCt, v. to make up into sweetmeats. Much
Ado, iv. 1.

Confound, v.t. to consume, destroy. 1 H. IV. 1. 3

;

Cor. 1. 6 ; Cym. 1. 5.

ConjeCt, sb. conjecture. Oth. 111. 3.

Consign, v. to sign a common bond, to confede-

rate. 2 H. IV. iv. 1.

Consort, sb. company. Two Gent. iv. 1.

Consort, v.t. to accompany. L’s L’s L. 11. 1.

Constancy, sb. consistency. M. N’s Dr. v. 1.

Constant, adj. settled, determined. Temp. 11. 2

;

Lear, v. 1,

Constantly, adv. firmly. M. for M. iv. 1.

Conster, v.t. to construe. Tw. N. 1. 4.

Contemptible, adj. contemptuous. Much Ado,
n. 3.

Continent, sb. that which contains anything.

Lear, in. 2 ; M. N’s Dr. 11. 2. That which is

contained. 2 Hen. IV. 11. 4.

Continuate, adj. uninterrupted. Tim. 1. 1.

Contraction, sb the marriage contract. Ham.m. 4.

Contrary, v. t. to oppose. R. & J. 1. 5.

Contrive, v.i. to conspire. J. C. II. 3. V.t. to

wear away. Tam. of S. 1. 2.

Control, v.t. to confute. Temp. 1. 2.

Convent, v.t. To convene, summon. H. VIII.

v. 1. v.i. To be convenient. Tw. N. v. 1.

Convert, v.i. To change. Tim. iv. 1.

Convertite, sb. a convert. As you Like it, v. 4.

Convey, v.t. to manage. Lear, 1. 2. To filch.

Merry Wives, 1. 3.

Conveyance, sb. theft, fraud, t H. VI. 1. 3.

Convidt,/./. convicted. R. III. 1. 4.

ConviCted, /./. overpowered, vanquished. John,

hi. 4. A doubtful word.
Convince, v.t. to conquer, subdue. Cym. 1. 5.

Convive, v.i. to feast together. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Convoy, sb. escort. All’s Well, iv. 3.

Cony-catch, v.i. to cheat. Tam of S. v. 1.

Cony-catching, pr. p. poaching, pilfering. Merry
Wives, 1. 1.

Cooling card, sb. used metaphorically for an in-

surmountable obstacle. 1 H. VI. v. 3.
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Copatain hat, a high-crowned hat. Tam. of S.
v. i.

Cope, v. t. to reward, to give in return. M. of V.
IV. i.

Copped,/./, rising to a cop or head. Per. i. i.

Copy, sb. theme. Com. of E. v. i.

Coragio (Italian), int. courage ! Temp. v. x.

Coram, an ignorant mistake for Quorum. Merry
Wives, i. i.

Coranto, sb. a lively dance. H. V. ur. 5.
Corinth, sb. a cant term for a brothel. Tim. 11. 2.

Corinthian, sb. a wencher. 1 H. IV. 11. 4.
Corky, adj. dry like cork. Lear, in. 7.

Cornuto (Italian), sb. a cuckold. Merry Wives,
in. 5.

Corollary, sb. a surplus. Temp. iv. 1.

Corporal, adj. corporeal, bodily. M. for M. in. 1.

Corporal of the field, an aide-de-camp. L’s L’s L.
hi. 1.

Corrival, sb. rival. 1 H. IV. 1. 3.
Costard, sb. the head. R. III. 1. 4.
Coster-monger, adj. peddling, mercenary. 2 H.

IV. 1. 2.

Cot-quean, sb. an effeminate man, molly-coddle.

^
R. & J. iv. 4.

Cote, sb. a cottage. As you Like it, hi. 2.

Cote, v.t. to quote, instance. L’s L’s L. iv. 3.
Cote, v. t. to come alongside, overtake. Ham. 11. 2.

Couchings, sb. crouchings. J. C. in. 1.

Countervail, v.t. to counterpoise, outweigh. R. &
J. 11. 6.

Country, adj. belonging to one’s country. Oth.
in. 3; Cym. 1. 5..

Couplement, sb. union. L’s L’s L. v. 2 ; Son. 19.
Court jTply-water, sb. flattery. Lear, in. 2.

Covent, sb. a convent. M. for M. iv. 3.
Cover, v.t. to lay the table for dinner. M. of V.

in. 5 ; As you Like it, n. 5.

Count confedl, sb. a nobleman composed of af-
fedlation. Much Ado, iv. 1.

Countenance, sb. fair shew. M. for M. v. 1.

Counterfeit, sb. portrait. M. of V. in. 2. . A piece
of base cQin. 1 H. IV. n. 4.

Counterpoint, sb. a counterpane. Tam of S. n. 1.

County, sb. count, earl. R. & J. 1. 3.
Cowish, adj. cowardly. Lear, iv. 2.

Cowl-staff, sb. the staff on which a vessel is sup-
ported between two men. Merry Wives, in. 3.

Cox my passion, an oath, a euphemism for “ God’s
Passion.” All’s Well, v. 2.

Coy, v.t. to stroke, fondle. M. N’s Dr.iv. 1. v.i.

to condescend with difficulty. Cor. v. 1.

Coystril, sb. a kestrel, a cowardly kind of hawk.
Tw. N. 1. 3.

Cozen, v.t. to cheat. M. of V. n. 9.
Cozenage, sb. cheating. Merry Wives, iv. 5.,

Cozener, sb. a cheater. 1 H. IV. 1. 3.
Cozier, sb. a tailor. Tw. N. n. 3.

Crack, v.i. to boast. L’s L’s L. iv. 3.

Crack, sb. a loud noise, clap. Mac. iv. 1. A
forward boy. 2 H. IV. in. 2.

Cracker, sb. boaster. John, n. 1.

Crack-hemp, sb. a gallows-bird. Tam. of S.
v. 1.

Crank, sb. a winding passage. Cor. 1. 1.

Cranking, pr. /. winding. 1 H. IV. in. 1.

Crants, sb. garlands. Ham. v. 1. A doubtful
word.

Crare, sb. a ship of burden. Cym. iv. 2.

Craven, sb. a dunghill cock. Tam. of S. n. 1.

Create, /./. formed, compounded. H. V. n. 2.
Credent, ad.j. creditable. M. for M. iv. 4. Cre-

dible. Wint. Tale, 1. 2. Credulous, Ham. 1. 3.
Credit, sb. report. Tw. N. iv. 3.
Crescive, adj. increasing. H. V. 1. 1.

Crestless, adj. not entitled to bear arms, low-
born. 1 H. VI. n. 4.

Crisp, adj. curled, winding. Temp. iv. 1.
Cross, sb. apiece of money, so called because coin
was formerly stamped with a cross. As you
Like it, n. 4.

Crow-keeper, sb. one who scares crows. Lear,iv.6.
Crowner, sb. a coroner. Ham.v. 1.

Crovvnet, sb. a coronet. A. & C. v. 2.
Cry, sb. the yelping of hounds. M. N’s Dr. iv. r.A pack of hounds. Ibid. iv. 1. A company,
used contemptuously. Ham. nr. 2.

Cry aim, v.t. to encourage. John, n. 1.

Cue, sb. the last words of an adtor’s speech, which
is the signal for the next adtor to begin. Lear,
1. 2.

Cuisses, sb. pieces of armour to cover the thighs.
1 H. IV. iv. 1.

Cullion, sb. a base fellow. Tam. of S. iv. 2.
Cunning, sb. skill. Indutfion to Tam. of S.
Cunning, adj. skilful. Ibid.
Curb, v.t. to bend, truckle. Ham. nr. 4.
Currents, sb. occurrences. 1 H. IV. ir. 3.
Curst, adj. petulant, shrewish. Tam. of S. 1. 2.
Curstness, sb. shrewishness. A. & C. n. 2.
Curtail, sb. a cur. Com. of E. nr. 2.

Curtal, sb. a docked horse. All’s Well, rr. 3.
Curtal-axe, sb. a cutlass. As you Like it, 1. 3.
Custalorum, a ludicrous mistake for Custos Ro-

tulorum. Merry Wives, r. 1.

Custard-coffin, sb. the crust of a custard-pudding.
Tam. of S. iv. 3.

Customer, sb. a common woman. Oth. rv. 1.

Cut, sb. a cheat. Iw. N. rr. 3. ‘To draw cuts’ is
to draw lots. Com. of E. v. 1.

Cypress, sb. a kind of crape. Tw. N. nr. x.

Daff, v. t. to befool. Much Ado, iv. 1. To put off:
this seems to be a corruption of ‘doff.’ Ibid,
n. 3.

Damn, v.t. to condemn. J. C. iv. 1.

Danger, sb. reach, control, power. M. of V. iv. 1.

Dansker, sb. a Dane. Ham. n. x.

Dare, v.t. to challenge. 2 H. VI. nr. 2.

Darkling, adv. in the dark. M. N’s Dr. n. 2.
Darraign, v.t. to set in array. 3 Hen. VI. n. 2.
Daub, v.t. to disguise. Lear, iv. 1.

Daubery, sb. imposition. Merry Wives, iv. 2.
Day-woman, sb. a dairy-maid. L’s L’s L. 1. 2.
Dear, adj. dire. Tim.v. 1. That which has to do
with the affedtions. R. II. r. 1 ; R. & J. m. 3.
Piteous. T. A. in. 1. Important. Lear, iv. 3.

Dearn, adj. lonely. Per. in. (Gower).
Deboshed,/./. debauched, drunken. Temp. in. 2.
Deck, v.t. to bedew. This is probably a form of

the verb ‘to dag,’ now a provincial word.
Temp. 1. 2.

Deck, sb. a pack of cards. 3 Hen. VI. v. 1.

Decline, v.t. to enumerate, as in going through
the cases of a noun. T. & Cr. 11. 3.

Declined,/./, fallen. T. & Cr. in. 3.
Deem, sb. doom, judgement. T. & Cr. iv. 4.

67—
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Defeat, v.t. to undo, destroy. Oth. i. 3; iv. 2.

Defeat, sb. destruction. Much Ado, iv. 1.

Defeature, sb. disfigurement. Com. of E. II. 1.

Defence, sb. art of fencing. Tw. N. ill. 4.

Defend, v.t. to forbid. Much Ado, 11. 1.

Defensible, adj. having the power to defend.
2 Hen. IV. 11. 3.

Deftly, adv. dexterously. Mac. iv. 1.

Defy, v.t. renounce. 1 H. IV. 1. 3.

Degrees, sb. a step. J. C. 11. 1.

Delay, v.t. to let slip by delaying. Cor. 1. 6.

Demerit, sb. merit, desert. Oth. 1. 2.

Demurely, adv. solemnly. A. & C. iv. 9.

Denay, sb. denial. Tw. N. 11. 4.

Denier, sb. the 12th part of a French sol. R. III.

I. 2.

Denotement, sb. marking. Oth. 11. 3. Note or
manifestation. Ibid. 111. 3.

Deny, v.t. to refuse. Tim. 111. 2.

Depart, sb. departure. 2 H. VI, 1. 1.

Depart, v.t. to part. L’s L’s L. 11. 1.

Departing, sb. parting, separation. 3 H. VI. 11. 6.

Depend, v.i. to be in service. Lear, 1. 4.

Derived,/./, born, descended. Two Gent. v. 4.

Derogate,/./, degraded, Lear 1. 4.

Descant, sb. a variation upon a melody, hence,
metaphorically, a comment on a given theme.
Two Gent. 1. 2.

Design, v.t. to draw up articles. Ham. 1. 1.

Despatch, v.t. to deprive, bereave. Ham. 1. 5.

Desperate, adj. determined, bold. R. & J. in. 4.

DeteCl, v. t. to charge, blame. M. for M. 111. 2.

Determine, v.t. to conclude. Cor. in 3.

Dich, v.i. optative mood, perhaps contracted for

‘do it.’ Tim. 1. 2.

Diet, sb. food regulated by the rules of medicine.
Two Gent. 11. 1.

Diet, v.t. to have one’s food regulated by the

rules of medicine. All’s Well, iv. 3.

Diffused, /./. confused. Merry Wives, iv. 4.

Digressing, pr.fi. transgressing, going out of the

right way. R. II. v. 3.

Digression, sb. transgression. L’s L’s L. I. 2.

Dig-you-good-den, int. give you good evening.

L’s L’s L. iv. 1.

Dildo, sb. the chorus or burden of a song. Wint.
Tale, iv. 3.

Dint, sb. stroke, J. C. in. 2.

Direction, ^.judgement, skill. R. III. v. 3.

Disable, v.t. to disparage. As you Like it, iv. 1.

Disappointed, /./. unprepared. Ham. 1. 5.

Disease, v. r. to undress. Wint. Tale, iv. 3.

Discontent, sb. a malcontent. A. & C. 1. 4.

Discourse, sb. power of reasoning. Ham. iv. 4.

Disdained, /./. disdainful, 1 H. IV. 1. 3.

Dislimn, v.t. to disfigure, transform. A. & C. IV. 12.

Disme, sb. a tenth or tithe. T. & Cr. 11. 2.

Dispark, v.t. to destroy a park. R. II. m. 1.

Disponge, v.i. to squeeze out as from a sponge.

A. & C. iv. 9.

Dispose, sb. disposal. Two Gent. iv. 1.

Dispose, v.i. to conspire. A. & C. iv. 12.

Disposition, sb. maintenance. Oth. 1. 3.

Disputable, adj. disputatious. As you Like it, II. 5.

Dispute, v.t. to argue, examine. Oth. 1. 2.

Dissembly, sb. used ridiculously for assembly.
Much Ado, iv. 2.

Distaste, v. t. to corrupt. T. & Cr. 11. 2.

Distempered, adj. discontented. John, iv. 3.

Distradlion, sb. a detached troop or company of

soldiers. A. & C. 111. 7.

Distraught,/./, distradled, mad. R. III. in. 5.

Diverted, /./. turned from the natural course.

As you Like it, 11. 3.

Division, sb. a phrase or passage in a melody.
R. & J. hi. 5.

Divulged,/./, published, spoken of. Tw. N. 1. 5.

Doff, v.t. to do off, strip. Tam of S. in. 2. To
put off with an excuse. Oth. iv. 2.

Doit, sb. a small Dutch coin. Temp. 11. 2.

Dole, sb. portion dealt. Merry Wives, ill. 4;
2 H. IV. 1. 1. Grief, lamentation. M. N’s Dr.

v. 1.

Don, v.t. to do on, put on. T. A. 1. 2 ; Ham. iv. 5.

Done, /./. ‘done to death,’ put to death. 2 H.
VI. hi. 2.

Dotant, sb. one who dotes, a dotard. Cor. v. 2.

Dout, v. t. to do out, quench. Ham. 1. 4.

Dowlas, sb. a kind of coarse sacking. 1 H. IV.

hi. 3.

Dowle, sb. the swirl of a feather. Temp. in. 3.

Down-gyved, adj. hanging down like gyves or

fetters. Ham. 11. 1.

Drab, sb. a harlot. Wint. Tale, iv. 2.

Drabbing, /r./. whoring. Ham. 11. 1.

Draught, sb. a privy. T. A. v. 1.

Drawn,/./, having his sword drawn. Temp. II. 1.

Drawn,/./, drunk, having taken a good draught.
Ibid.

Dribbling, adj. weak. M. for M. 1. 4.

Drive, v.i. to rush impetuously. T. A. II. 3.

Drollery, sb. a puppet-show. Temp. in. 3.

Drumble, v.i. to dawdle. Merry Wives, III. 3.

Dry, adj. thirsty. Temp. I. 2.

Duc-dame
;
perhaps the Latin duc-ad-me, bring

him to me. As you Like it.

Dudgeon, sb. a dagger. Mac. 11. 1.

Dull, adj. soothing. 2 H. IV. iv. 4.

Dullard, sb. a dull person. Cym. v. 5.

Dump? sb. complaint. Two Gent. 111. 2.

Dup, v.t. to do up, lift up. Ham. iv. 5.

Eager, adj sour. Ham. I. 5. Harsh. 3 H. VI.

11. 6. Biting. Ham. 1. 4.

Eanling, sb. a yeanling, a lamb. M. of V. 1. 3.

Ear, v.t. to plough. All’s Well, 1. 3.

Eche, v.t. to eke out. Per. in. (Gower).
Ecstacy, sb. madness. Temp. ill. 3.

Eft, adj. ready, convenient. Much Ado, iv. 2.

Eisel, sb. vinegar. Ham. v. 1; Son. hi.
Eld, sb. old age. M. for M. in. 1.

Embossed, adj. swollen into protuberances. As
you Like it, 11. 7. Covered with foam. A.
& C. iv. n.

Embowelled, /./. disembowelled, emptied. All’s

Well, 1. 3.

Embrasure, sb. embrace. T. & Cr. iv. 4.

Eminence, sb. exalted station. Mac. ill. 2,

Empery, sb. empire. H. V. 1. 2.

Emulation, sb. jealousy, mutiny. T. & Cr. 11. 2.

Emulous, adj. jealous. T. & Cr. iv. 1.

Encave, v.r. to place oneself in a cave. Oth. iv. 1.

End, sb. ‘Still an end,’ continually for ever.

Two Gent. iv. 4.

Enfeoff, v.t. to place in possession in fee simple.

1 H. IV. hi. 2.

Engine, sb. a machine of war. T. & Cr. 11. 3.
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Englut, v.t. to swallow speedily. Tim. n. 2.
Engross, v.t. to make gross or fat. R. III. m. 7 .

Engrossment, sb. immoderate acquisition. 2 H
IV. iv. 4.

Enkindle, v. t. to make keen. Mac. 1. 3.
Enmew, v.t. to shut up, as a hawk is shut up in a
mew. M. for M. hi. 1.

Ensconce, v.t. to cover as with a fort. Merry
Wives, 11. 2.

Enseamed, /./. fat, rank. Ham. in. 4.
Enshield, /./. hidden. M. for M. 11. 4.
Entertain, v.t. encounter. H. V. 1. 2. Expe-

rience. A. & C. 11. 7.

Entertainment, sb. treatment. Temp. 1. 2. A dis-
position to entertain a proposal. Merry Wives,
1. 3. Service. All’s Well, iv. 1.

Entreatments, sb. interviews. Ham. 1. 3.
Ephesian, sb. a toper, a cant term. Merry Wives

IV
; 5 -

Equipage, sb. attendance. Merry Wives, 11. 2.
Erewhile, adv. a short time since. As you Like

it, 11. 4.

Escot, v.t. to pay a man’s reckoning, to maintain.
Ham. in 2.

Esperance, sb. hope, used as a war-cry. 1 H.
IV. v. 2 ; T. & Cr. v. 2.

Espial, sb. a scout or spy. 1 H. VI. iv. 3.
Estimation, sb. conjecture. 1 H. IV. 1. 3.
Estridge, sb. ostridge. 1 H. IV. iv. 1.

Eterne, adj. eternal. Mac. in. 2.

Even, adj. coequal. Ham. v. 1.

Even, v.t. to equal. All’s Well, 1. 3 ; Cym. hi. 4.
Examine, v.t. to question. All’s Well, in. 5.
Excrement, sb. that which grows outwardly from

the body and has no sensation, like the hair or
nails. L s L s L. v. 1 ; Ham. in. 4. Any out-
ward show. M. of V. hi. 2. ; Wint. Tale, iv. 3.

Executor, sb. an executioner. H. V. 1. 2.
Exempt, adj. excluded. 1 H. VI. n. 4.
Exercise, sb. a religious service. R. III. nr. 2 .

Exhale, v.t. to hale or draw out. R. III. 1. 2;
v.t. to draw the sword. H. V. n. 1.

Exhibition, sb. allowance, pension. Two Gent. 1. 3.
Exigent, sb. death, ending. 1 H. VI. n. 5.
Exion, sb. ridiculously used for ‘adtion.’ 2 H.

IV. 11. 1.

Expedt, sb. expectation. T. & Cr. 1. 3.
Expedience, sb. expedition, undertaking. A. & C.

I. 2.
.

Haste. R. II. 11. 1.

Expedient, adj. expeditious, swift. John, n. 1.

Expiate,/./, completed. R. III. m. 3.
Expostulate, v.t. to expound, discuss. Ham. 11. 2.
Exposture, sb. exposure. Cor. iv. 1.

Express, v.t. to reveal. Wint. Tale, hi. 2.

Expulse, v.t. to expel. 1 H. VI. in. 3.
Exsufficate, adj. that which has been hissed off,

contemptible. Tw. N. in. 3.
Extend, v.t. to seize. A. & C. 1. 2.

Extent, sb. a seizure. As you Like it, nr. 1.
Extern, adj. outward. Oth. 1. 1.

Extirp, v.t. to extirpate. M. for M. in. 2.

Extracting, adj. distraCting. Tv/. N. v. 1.

Extraught, part, extracted, descended. 3 H. VI.
II. 2.

Extravagant, adj. foreign, wandering. Oth. 1. 1.
Extremes, sb. extravagance of conduCt. Wint.

Tale, iv. 3. Extremities. R. & J. iv. 1.
Eyas, sb. a nestling hawk. Ham. n. 2.

Eyas-musket, sb. a nestling of the musket or

merlin, the smallest species of British hawk.
Merry Wives, in. 3.

Eye, sb. a glance, oeillad. Temp. 1. 2.
Eye, sb. a shade of colour, as in shot silk. Temp.

11. 1.

Eyne, sb.pl. eyes. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Facinorous, adj. wicked. All’s Well, 11. 3.
FaCt, sb. guilt. Wint. Tale, in. 2.
Factious, adj. instant, importunate. J. C. 1. 3.
Faculty, sb. essential virtue or power. H. V. 1. 1.
Fadge, v.i. to suit. Tw. N. n. 2.
Fading, sb. a kind of ending to a song. Wint.

Tale, iv. 3.

Fain, adj. glad. 2 H. VI. 11. 1.
Fain, adv. gladly. Lear, 1. 4.
Fair, sb. beauty. As you Like it, nr. 2.
Faitor, sb. a traitor. 2 H. IV. n. 4.
Fall, v.t. to let fall. Temp. n. 1.
Fallow, adj. fawn-coloured. Merry Wives, 1. 1.
.raise, sb. falsehood. M. for M. n. 4.
Falsing, adj. deceptive. Com. of E. Vi. 2.
Familiar, sb. a familiar spirit. 2 H. VI iv 7
Fancy, sb. All’s Well, v. 3.
Fancy-free, adj. untouched by love. M N’s Dr

11. 2.

Fang, v. t. to seize in the teeth. Tim. iv. 3.
Fantastic, sb. a fantastical person. R. & J. n. a.
Fap, adj. drunk. Merry Wives, 1. 1.
Far, adv. farther. Wint. Tale, iv. 4.
Farced,/./, stuffed. H. V. iv. 1.

Fardel, sb. a burden. Wint. Tale, iv. 4.
cidj. used ridiculously for “ virtuous ”

Merry Wives, 11. 2.

Fast, adv. assuredly, unalterably. M. for M 1

3 ; 2 H. VI. v. 2.

Fat, adj. dull. 1 H. IV. 1. 2.
Favour, sb. countenance. M. forM. iv. 2. Com-

plexion. T. & Cr. 1. 2. Quality. Lear, 1. 4.
Fear, sb. the object of fear. Ham. 111. 3
Fear, v.t. toaffright. A. & C. 11. 6.
Fearful, adj. subjeCt to fear, timorous. Temp.

F eat, adj. dexterous. Cym. v. 5.
Feater, adv. comp, degree

, more neatly. Temp.

feat, v.t. to make fine. Cym. 1. 1.
Featly, adv. nimbly, daintily. Temp 1 2
feature, sb. beauty. Cym. v. 5.
Federary, sb. confederate. Wint. Tale, 11. 1
fee-grief, sb. a grief held, as it were, in’ fee-

simple, or the peculiar property of him who
possesses it. Mac. iv. 3.

Feeder, sb. agent, servant. As you Like it, 11. 4.F eere, sb. a companion, husband. T. A. iv. 1.
f ehemently, adv. used ridiculously for “vehe-
mently.” Merry Wives, in. 1.

Fell, sb. the hide. As you Like it, hi. 2.
Fence, sb. art or skill in defence. 2 H. VI. 11. 1.
Feodary, sb. one who holds an estate by suit or

service to a superior lord ; hence one who adts
under the direction of another. Cym. 111. 2.

fester, v.t. to rankle, grow virulent. Cor. 1. qf estinately, adv. quickly. L’s L’s Lost, in. 1
Fet,/./. fetched. H. V. m. 1.
Fico, sb. a fig. Merry Wives, 1. 3.
Fielded, adj. in the field of battle. Cor. 1. 4fig, v.t. to insult. 2 Hen. IV v 3
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Fights, sb. clothes hung round a ship to conceal
the men from the enemy. Merry Wives, II. 2

File, sb. a list or catalogue. Mac. v. 2

File, v.t. to defile. Mac. ill. 1. To smooth or

polish. L’s L’s L. To make even. H. VIII.
hi. 2.

Fill-horse, sb. shaft-horse. M. of V. 11. 2.

Fills, sb. the shafts. T. & Cr„ ill. 2.

Filth, sb. a whore. Tim. iv. 1.

Fine, sb. end. Ham. v. 1.

Fine, v.t. to make fine or specious H. V. I. 2.

Fineless, adj. endless. Oth. in. 3.
Firago, sb. ridiculously used for ‘Virago.’
Tw. N. hi. 4.

Fire-drake, sb. Will o’ the Wisp. FI. VIII. v. 3.

Fire-new, adj. with the glitter of novelty on,

like newly-forged metal. R. III. 1. 3.

Firk, v.t. to chastise H. V. iv. 4.

Fit, sb. a canto or division of a song. T. & Cr.
in. 1. A trick or habit. H. VIII. 1. 3.

Fitchew, sb. a polecat Lear, iv. 6.

Fives, sb a disease incident to horses. Tam. of S.

Flap-dragon, sb. raisins in burning brandy. L’s
L’s L. v, 1.

Flap-jack, sb. a pan-cake. Per. 11. 1.

Flat, adj. certain. 1 H. IV. iv. 2.

Flatness, sb. lowness, depth. Wint. Tale, in. 2.

Flaw, sb. a gust of wind. 2 H. IV. iv. 4. Metaph.
sudden emotion, or the cause of it. Mac. 111. 4

;

A. & C. hi. 10.

Flaw, v.t. to make a flaw in, to break. H. VIII.
I. 1.

Flecked,/./, spotted, streaked. R. & J. 11. 3.

Fleet, v. i. to float. A. & C. in. 11. To pass
away. A. & C. 1. 3. v.t. to pass the time. As
you Like it, 1. 1.

Fleeting, pr. /. inconstant. R. III. 1. 4.

Fleshment, sb. the adt of fleshing the sword,
hence the first feat ofarms. Lear, 11. 2.

Fiewed, adj. furnished with hanging lips, as

hounds are. M. N’s Dr. iv. 1.

Flight, sb. a particular mode of practising arch-

ery. Much Ado, 1. 1.

!

Flirt-gill, sb. a light woman. R. & J. 11. 4.

!

Flourish, sb. an ornament. L’s L’s L. iv. 3.

|

Flourish, v.t. to ornament, disguise with orna-
ment. M. for M. iv. 1.

j

Flote, sb. wave, sea. Temp. 1. 2.

j

Flush, adj. fresh, full of vigour. A. & C. 1. 4.

j

Foil, sb. defeat, disadvantage. Temp. in. 1.

! Foin, v.i. to fence, fight. Merry Wives, n. 3.

I Foison, sb. plenty. Temp. n. 1.

j

Fond, adj. foolish, foolishly affectionate. Oth.

1
1. 3 ; iv. 1.

I

Foot-cloth, sb. a saddle-cloth hanging down to the

ground. 2 H. VI. iv. 7.

j

For, conj. for that, because, M. for M. 11. x.

Forbid,/./, accursed, outlawed. Mac. 1. 3.

Forbode, /./. forbidden. Lover’s Com. 164.

Force, v.t. to stuff, for ‘farce.’ T. & Cr. v. 5.

Forced,/./, falsely attributed. Wint. Tale, 11. 3.

Fordo, v. t. to kill, destroy. Lear, v. 3. To weary.
M. N’s Dr. v. 2.

Forfend, v.t. forbid. Wint. Tale, iv. 3.

Foreign, adj. obliged to live abroad. H. VIII.
II. 2.

Forepast, adj. former. All’s Well, v. 3.

Foreslow, v.i. to delay. 3 H. VI. 11. 3.

j

Forgetive, adj. inventive. 2 H. IV. iv. 3.

Forked, adj. horned. Wint. Tale, 1.2 ; Oth. ill. 3.

Formal, adj. regular, retaining its proper and es-

sential characteristic. Com. of E. v. 1 ; A. &
C. 11. 5.

Forspent, /./. exhausted, weary. 2 Hen. IV.
I. x.

Forspeak, v t. to speak against. A. & C. in. 7.

Forthright, sb. a straight path; forthrights and
meanders, straight paths and crooked ones.

Temp. hi. 3.

Forweary, v.t. to weary, exhaust. John, 11. x.

Fosset-seller, sb. one who sells the pipes inserted

into a vessel to give vent to the liquor, and
stopped by a spigot. Cor. 11. x.

Fox, sb. a sword; a cant word. LI. V. iv. 4.

Fox-ship, sb. the cunning of the fox. Cor. iv. 2.

Frampold, adj. peevish, unquiet. Merry Wives,
II. 2.

Frank, sb the feeding place of swine. 2 H. IV.
ii. 2.

Franked,/./, confined. R. III. 1. 3.

Franklin, sb a freeholder, a small squire. Cym.
III. 2.

Fraught,/./, freighted. M. ofV. 11. 8.

Fraughtage, sb. freight. Com. of E. iv. 1.

Fraughting, pr. p. of v. to fraught; loading or

constituting the cargo of a ship. Temp. 1. 2.

Fresh, sb. a spring of fresh water. Temp. ill. 2.

Fret, sb. the stop of a guitar. Tam. of S. 11. 1.

Fret, v.t. to wear away. R. II. ill. 3 ; Lear, 1. 4..

To variegate. J. C. 11. 1.

Friend, v.t. to befriend. H. VIII. I. 2.

Frippery, sb. an old-clothes shop. Temp. iv. 1.

From, prep, contrary to. Ham. 111. 2.

Front, v.t. to affront, oppose. A. & C. II. 2.

Frontier, sb. opposition. iH. IV. 1. 3.

Frontlet, sb. that which is worn on the forehead.

Lear, 1. 4.

Frush, v.t. to break or bruise. T. & Cr. v. 6»

Frustrate,/./, frustrated. A. & C. v. 1.

Fub off, v.t. to put off. 2 H. IV. 11. 1.

Fulfill, v.t. to fill full. Prol. to T. & C.
Full, adj. complete. Oth. 11. 1.

Fullam, sb. a loaded die. Merry Wives, 1. 3,

Fulsome, adj. lustful. M. of V. 1. 3.

Furnitor, sb. fumitory, an herb. Lear, iv. 4.

Furnished,/./, equipped. Wint Tale, iv. 3.

Gaberdine, sb. a loose outer coat, or smock frock.

Temp. 11. 2; M. ofV. 1. 3.

Gad, sb. a pointed instrument, a goad. T. A. iv.

1. Upon the gad, with impetuous haste, upon
the spur of the moment. Lear, 1. 2.

Gain-giving, sb. misgiving. Ham. v. 2.

Gait, sb. going, steps. Tw. N. 1. 4.

Galliard, sb. a kind of dance. Tw. N. I. 3.

Galliasse, sb. a kind of ship. Tam. of Sh. 11. 1.

Gallimaufry, sb. a ridiculous medley. Wint. Tale,

iv. 4.

Gallow, v.t. to scare. Lear, in. 2.

Gallowglass, sb. the irregular infantry of Ireland,

and the Highlands of Scotland. Mac. 1. 2.

Gamester, sb. a frolicsome person. H. VIII. 1. 4.

A loose woman. All’s Well, v. 3.

Garboil, sb. disorder, uproar. A. & C. I. 3.

Garish, adj. gaudy, staring. R. III. iv. 4.

Garner, v.t. to lay by, as corn in a barn. Oth.

iv. 2.
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Gast,/./. frightened. Lear, 11. 1.

Gaudy, adj. festive. A. & C. 111. 13.

Gaze, sb. an objedt of wonder. Mac. v. 7.

Gear, sb. matter of business of any kind. M. of
V. 11. 2.

Geek, sb. a fool. Cym. v. 4.

General, sb. the generality, common people. M.
for M. 11. 4.

Generations, sb. children. Wint. Tale, 11. 1.

Generosity, sb. noble birth. Cor. 1. 1.

Generous, adj. noble. M. for M. 1. 1.

Gentility, sb . good manners. L’s L’s L. 1. 1.

Gentle, sb. gentlefolk. L’s L’s L. iv. 1.

Gentle, adj. noble. Temp. 1. 2.

Gentle, v.t. to ennoble. Hen. V. iv. 31.

Gentry, sb. complaisance, conduct becoming gen-
tlefolk. Ham. 11. 2.

German, adj. akin. Wint. Tale, iv. 4. Appro-
priate. Ham. v 2.

Germen, sb. seed, embryo. Lear, in. 2.

Gest, sb. period. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Gib, sb. a he-cat. Ham. ill. 4.

Gifts, sb. talents, endowment. Merry Wives, I. 1.

Giglot, sb. a wanton girl. M. for M. v. 1.

Gilder, sb. a coin of the value of is. 6d. or 2s.

Com. of E. iv. 1.

Gilt, sb. money. H. V. 11. Ch. State of wealth.
Tim. iv. 3.

Gimmal, adj. double, H. V. iv. 2.

Gimmor, sb. contrivance. 1 H. VI. 1. 2.

Ging, sb. gang. Merry Wives, iv. 2.

Gird, v.t. to gibe. 2 H. IV. 1. 2 ; Cor. 1. 1.

Gird, sb. a sarcasm or gibe. Tam. of S. v. 2.

Gleek, v.t. to scoff. M. N’s Dr. 111. 1.

Gleek, sb. a scoff. 1 H. VI. 111. 2.

Glose, v.t. to comment; hence, to be garrulous.
R. II. 11. 1.

Glut, v. to swallow. Temp. 1. 1.

Gnarl, v.i. to snarl. R. II. 1. 3 ; 2 H. VI. 111. 1.

Good-deed, adv. indeed. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Good-den, int. good-evening, contracted from
‘Good-even.’ John, 1. 1.

Good-year or Good-jer, sb. a corruption of the
French gouj ere ;

the venereal disease. Merry
Wives, 1. 4.

Gorbellied, adj. corpulent, x H. IV. 11. 2.

Government, sb. discretion. 3 H. VI. 1. 4.

Gourd, sb. a species of game of chance. Merry
Wives, 1. 3.

Gout, sb. a drop. Mac. 11. x.

Gracious, adj. abounding in grace Divine. Ham.
I. 1.

Grained, adj. engrained. Ham. in. 4.

Gramercy, int. grand mercy, much thanks. M.
of V. 11. 2.

Grange, sb. the farmstead attached to a monas-
tery, a solitary farm-house. Oth. 1. 1.

Gratillity, sb. used ridiculously for ‘gratuity.’

Tw. N. 11. 3.

Gratulate, v.t. to congratulate. T. A. 1. 2.

Grave, v.t. to bury. Tim. iv. 3.

Greasily, adv. grossly. L’s L’s L. iv. 4.

Greek, sb. a bawd. Tw. N. iv. 1.

Green, adj. immature, fresh, unused. R. III.

II. 2 ; Tam. of S. in. 2.

Greenly, adv. foolishly. Ham. iv. 5.

Greet, v.i. to weep. T. A. 1. 2.

Grize, sb. a step. Tw. N. in. 1.

Grossly, adv. palpably. H. V. 11. 2.

Groundling, sb. one who sits in the pit of a thea-
tre. Ham. hi. 2.

Growing, pr.p. accruing. Com. of E. iv. 1.

Guard, sb. decoration. M. for M. in. 1.

Guard, v.t. to decorate. M. of V. 11. 2.

Guardage, sb. guardianship. Oth. I. 2.

Guinea-hen, sb. the pintado, a cant term. Oth.
! 3*

Gules, adj. red, a term in heraldry. Tim. iv. 3.

Gulf, sb. the throat. Mac. iv. 1.

Gun-stone, sb. a cannon ball.

Gust, sb. taste, relish. Tw. N. 1. 3.

Gyve, v.t. to fetter. Oth. 11. 1.

Hack, v.i. to become common. Merry Wives,
11. 1.

Haggard, sb. a wild or unreclaimed hawk. Tam.
of S. iv. 1.

Hag-seed, sb. seed or offspring of a hag. Temp.
I. 2.

Hair, sb. course, order, grain. MerryWives, 11. 3.

Halidom, sb. holiness, sanctification, Christian
fellowship ; used as an oath, and analogous to
‘ By my faith.’ Two Gent. iv. 2.

Hall, sb. an open space to dance in. R. & J. 1. 5.

Hallowmas, sb. All Hallows’ Day. Two Gent. 11. 1.

Hap, sb. chance, fortune. Com. of E. 1. 1.

Happily, adv. accidentally. Tam. of S. iv. 4.

Handsaw, sb. perhaps a corruption of Heron-
shaw ; a hern. Ham. 11. 2.

Hardiment, sb. defiance,, brave deeds. 1 H. IV.
3-

Harlock, sb. charlock, wild mustard. Lear, iv. 4.

Harry, v.t. to annoy, harass. A. & C. ill. 3.

Having, sb. property, fortune. Tw. N. in. 4.

Haviour, sb. behaviour. Merry Wives, 1. 3.
Haught, adj. haughty, 3 Hen. VI. 11. 1.

Haunt, sb. company. Ham. iv. 1.

Hay, sb. a term in fencing. R. & J. 11. 4.

Heady, adj. violent, headlong. Com. of E. v. x.

Heat, /./. of v. t. “to heat,” heated. M.ofV. 1. 1.

Hebenon, sb. henbane. Ham. 1. 5.

Heft, sb. a heaving. Wint. Tale, 11. 1.

Heft,/./, furnished with a handle: hence, meta-
phorically, finished off, delicately formed.
Lear, 11. 4.

Helm, v.t. to steer, manage. M. for M. 111. 2.

Hence, adv. henceforward. 2 FI. IV. v. 5.

Henchman, sb. a page or attendant. M. N’s Dr.
II. 2.

Flent, 'v.t. to seize, take. M. for M. iv. 6; Wint.
Tale, iv. 2.

Hermit, sb. a beadsman, one bound to pray for
another. Mac. 1. 6.

Hest, sb. command. Temp. nr. 1.

High, adv. used in composition with adjedlives
to heighten or emphasize their signification, as,
high-fantastical. Tw. N. 1. 1.

Hight, p.p. called. L’s L’s L. 1. 1.

Hild, p.p. held. Lucr. 1257.
Hilding, sb. a paltry fellow. Cym. 11. 3.
Hint, sb. suggestion. Temp. 1. 2.

Hiren, sb. Qy. a prostitute, with a pun on the
word “iron.” 2 Hen. IV. 11. 4.

Hit, v.i. to agree. Lear, 1. 1.

Hoise, v.t. to hoist, heave up on high. 2 H. VI.
1. 1.

Hoist
, p.p. hoisted. Ham. 111. 4.

Holp, p.p. of the v. to help; helped. John, t. 1.
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Home, adv. to the utmost. Cor. II. 2 ; Cym. in.

5 ; Lear, in. 3.

Honest, adj. chaste. Oth. iv. 2.

Honesty, sb. chastity. As you Like it, in. 3.

Honey-stalks, sb. the red -clover. T. A. iv. 4.

Hoodman-blind, sb. the game now called blind-

man’s-buff. Ham. in. 4.

Horn-mad, adj. probably, < ham-mad,’ that is,

brain-mad. Merry Wives, 1. 4.

Horologe, sb. a clock. Oth. 11. 3.

Hot-house, sb. a brethel. M. for M. n. 1.

Hox, v.t. to hamstring. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Hugger-mugger, sb. secresy. Ham. iv. 5.

Hull, v.i. to drifton the sea like a wrecked ship.

H. VIII. 11. 4.

Humourous, adj. fitful, or, perhaps, hurried. R.
6 J. 11. 1.

Hunt-counter, v.i. to follow the scent the wrong
way. 2 H. IV. 1. 2.

Hunts-up, sb. a holla used in hunting when the
game was on foot. R. & J. in. 5.

Hurly, sb. noise, confusion. Tam. of S. iv. 1.

Hurtle, v.i. to clash. J. C. n. 2.

Hurtling, sb. noise, confusion. As you Like it.

iv. 3.

Husbandry, sb. frugality. Mac. 11. 1. Manage-
ment. M. ofV. hi. 4.

Huswife, sb. a jilt. Cor. 1. 3.

Ice-brook, sb. an icy-cold brook. Oth. v. 2.

I’fecks, int. in faith, a euphemism. Wint. Tale,
I. 2.

Ignomy, sb. ignominy. 1 H. IV. v. 4.

Image, sb. representation. Ham. hi. 2.

Imbare, v.t. to bare, lay open. H. V. 1. 2.

Immediacy, sb. close connexion. Lear, v. 3.

Immoment, adj. unimportant. A. & C. v. 2.

Imp, v.t. to graft, to splice a falcon’s broken fea-

thers. R. II. 11. 1.

Imp, sb. a scion, a child. 2H. IV. v. 5.

Impawn, v.t. to stake, Ibompromise. H. V. 1. 2.

Impeach, v.t to bring into question. M. N’sDr.
11 2.

Impeach, sb. impeachment. C. of E. v. 1.

Impeachment, sb. cause of censure, hindrance.
Two Gent. 1. 3.

Imperceiverant, adj. dull of perception. Cym.
iv. 1.

Impeticos, v.t. to pocket. Tw. N. n. 3.

Importance, sb. importunity. Tw. N. v. 1.

Important, adj. importunate. C. of E. v. 1;
Lear, jv. 4.

Importing, adj. significant. All’s Well, v. 3.

Impose, sb. imposition, meaning command or task
imposed upon any one. Two Gent. iv. 3.

Imposition, sb. command. M. of V. 1. 2.

Imprese, sb. a device with a motto. R. II.

hi. 1.

Impress, v.t. to compel to serve. Mac. iv. 1.

Incapable, adj. unconscious. Ham. iv. 7.

Incarnardine, v.t. to dye red. Mac. 11. 2.

Incensed, p.j>. incited, egged on. R. III. in. 1.

Inch-meal, sb. by inch-meal, byportions of inches.

Temp. 11. 2.

Inclining, adj. compliant. Oth. II. 3.

Inclining, sb. inclination. Ham. II. 2.

Inclip, v.t. to embrace. A. & C. 11. 7.

Include, v.t. conclude. Two Gent. v. 4.

Incony, adj. fine, delicate. L’s L’s L. 111. 1.

Incorredt, adj. ill-regulated. Ham. 1. 2.

Ind, sb. India. Temp. 11. 2.

Indent, v.i. to compound or bargain. 1 H. IV.
i- 3-

Index, sb. a preface. R. III. iv. 4 ; Ham. ill. 4.

Indifferent, adj. ordinary. Ham. 11. 2.

Indigest, adj. disordered. Son. 114.

Indite, v.t. to invite. R. & J. 11. 4. To convidt.
Ham. 11. 2.

Indudlion, sb. introdudlion, beginning. 1 H. IV.
hi. I.

Indurance, sb. delay. H. VIII. v. 1.

Infinite, sb. infinite power. Much Ado, 11. 3.

Ingraft, j>art. of v. to engraff, engrafted. Oth.
11. 3

:

Inhabitable, adj. uninhabitable. R. II. 1. 1.

Inherit, v.t. to possess. Two Gent. in. 2.

Inhooped, fi.p. penned up in hoops. A. & C. 11. 3.

Inkhorn-mate, sb. a contemptuous term for an
ecclesiastic, or man of learning. 1 H. VI. in. 1.

Inkle, sb. a kind of narrow fillet or tape. Wint.
Tale, iv. 3.

Inland, adj. civilized, well-educated. As you
Like it, ill. 2.

Inly, adj. inward. Two Gent. 11. 7.

Inly, adv. inwardly. Temp. v. 1.

Inquisition, sb. enquiry. Temp. 1. 2.

Insane, adj. that which causes insanity. Mac.
!. 3.

Insconce, v.t. to arm, fortify. Com. of E. 11. 2.

Instance, sb. example. Tw. N. iv. 3. Informa-
tion. 2 H. IV. hi. 1. Reason, proof. H. V.
11. 2 ; Merry Wives, 11. 2.

Intend, v. i. to pretend. Tam. of S. iv. 1.

Intending, fir.j>. regarding. Tim. 11. 2.

Intendment, sb. intention. Oth. iv. 2.

Intentively, adv. attentively. Oth. 1. 3.

Interessed, allied. Lear, 1. 1.

Intermission, sb. pause, delay, Mac. iv. 3.

Intrenchment, adj. not capable of being cut.

Mac. v. 7.

Intrinse, adj. intricate. Lear, 11. 2.

Intrinsicate, adj. intricate. A. & C. v. 2.

Invention, sb. imagination. Mac. in. 1.

Inward, sb. an intimate friend. M. for M. in. 2.

adj. intimate. R. III. in. 4.

Inwardness, sb. intimacy. Much Ado, iv. 1.

Irregulous, adj. lawless, licentious. Cym. iv. 2.

Iteration, sb. reiteration. 1 H.'IV. 1. 2.

Jack, sb. a mean fellow. R. III. 1. 3.

Jack-a-lent, sb. a puppet thrown at in Lent.
Merry Wives, v. 5.

Jack guardant, sb. a jack in office. Cor. v. 2.

Jade, v.t. to whip, to treat with contempt. H.
VIII. hi. 2 ; -A. & C. in. I.

Jar, sb. the ticking of a clock. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Jar, v.i. to tick as a clock. R. II. v. 5.

Jaunce, v.i. to prance. R. II. v. 5.

Jess, sb. a strap of leather attached to the

talons of a hawk, by which it is held on the

fist. Oth. hi. 3.

Jest, v.i. to tilt in a tournament. R. II. 1. 3.

Jet, v.i. to strut. Tw. N. 11. 5.

Jovial, adj. appertaining to Jove. Cym. V. 4.

Journal, adj. daily. Cym. iv. 2.

Judicious, adj. critical. Merry Wives, 1. 3.

Jump, v.i. to agree. 1 H. IV. 1. 2. v.t. to ha-

zard. Cym. v. 4.
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Jump, sb. hazard. A. & C. ill. 8.

Jump, adv. exadtly, nicely. Oth. 11. 3.
Justicer, sb. a judge, magistrate. Lear, hi. 6.
Jut, v.i. to encroach. R. III. n. 4.
Jutty, sb.a projedtion. Mac. 1. 6.

Jutty, v.d. to jut out beyond. H. V. in. 1.

Juvenal, sb. youth, young man. L’s L’s L. 1. 2.

Kam, adj. crooked. Cor. in. 1.

Kecks}’-, sb. hemlock. H. V. v. 2.

Keech, sb. a lump of tallow. H. VIII. 1. 1.
Keel, v.t. to skim. L’s L’s L. v. 2.
Keep, v.r. to restrain. Two*Gent. iv. 4.
Keep, sb. keeping, custody. Tam. of S.'i. 2.
Keisar, sb. Caesar, Emperor. Merry Wives, 1. 3.
Kern, sb. the rude foot soldiers of the Irish
Mac. 1. 2.

1 Kibe, sb. a chilblain.. Temp. n. 1.

Kickshaw, sb. a made dish. 2 H. IV. v. 1.

Kicksy wicksy, sb. a wife, used in disdain". All’s
Well, 11. 3.

Kiln-hole, sb. the ash-hole under a kiln. Merry
Wives, iv. 2.

Kind, sb. nature. A. & C. v. 2 ; T. A. n. 1.
Kindle, v.i. to bring forth young; used only of

peasts. As you Like it, hi. 2.

Kindless, adj. unnatural. Ham. n. 2.
Kindly, adj. natural. Much Ado, iv. 1.
Kirtle, sb. a gown. ,2 H. IV. n. 4.

w £ b°y- J* C- lv
- 3 - A serving-man.

All s Well, 11. 4.
Knap, v.t. to snap, crack. M. of V. m. x.
Knot, sb. a figure in garden beds. R. II. in. 4.

|

Know, v.t. to acknowledge. Mac. n. 2.

Labras, sb. lips. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Laced-mutton, sb. a courtezan, Two Gent. 1. 1.
Lag, sb. the lowest of the people. T. A. in. 6.

'

Lag, adv. late, behindhand. R. III. n. x - Lear
1. 2.

Lakin, n. ladykin, little lady, an endearing term
applied to the Virgin Mary in the oath, “By
our lakin.” Temp. in. 3.

Land-damn, v.t. perhaps £o extirpate; Hanmer
thinks it means to kill by stopping the urine
Wint. Tale, n. 1.

Lapsed,/./, taken, apprehended. Tw. N. in. 3.
Large, adj. licentious, free. Much Ado, iv.

1*

Largess, sb. a present. Tam. of S. 1. 2.

Lass-lorn, adj. deserted by a mistress. Temp. iv. 1.
Latch, v. t. to smear. M. N’s Dr. in. 2. To catch*
Mac. iv. 3.

Lated, /./. belated. A. & C. in.-'g.

Latten, adj. made of brass. Merry Wives, 1. 1.
Laund, sb. lawn. 3 H. VI. in. 1.

Lavolta, sb. a dance. H. V. nr. 5.
Lay, sb. wager. Oth. n. 3.

League, sb. besieging army. All’s Well, nr. 6.
Leasing, sb. lying. Tw> N. 1. 5.
Leather-coats, sb. a kind of apple. 2 H. IV. v. 3.
Leech, sb. a physician. T. A. v. 4.
Leer, sb. countenance, complexion. As you Like

it, iv. 1 ; T. A. iv. 2.

Leet, sb. a manor court. Oth. in. 3.
Legerity, sb. lightness. H. V. iv. 1.

Lege, v.t. to allege. Tam. of S. 1. 2.

Leiger, sb. an ambassador resident abroad.
M. for M. in. x ; Cymb. 1. 6.

Leman, sb. a lover or mistress. 2 H. IV. v. 3.

Lenten, adj. meagre. Ham. n. 1. That which
may be eaten in Lent. R. & J. n. 4.

L’envpy, sb. the farewell or moral at the end of a
tale or poem. L’s L’s L. in. 1.

Let, vj. to hinder. Tw. N. v. 1. v.t. to hinder.
Ham, 1. 2.

Let, sb. hindrance. H. V. v. 2.
Lethe, sb. death. J. C. in. x.

Level, v i to aim. M. of V. 1. 2 ; R. III. iv. 4.
Level, sb. that which is aimed at. H. VIII. i. 2.
Lewd, adj. ignorant, foolish. R. III. 1. 3.
Lewdly, adv. wickedly. 2 H VI. 11. 1.

Lewdster, sb. a lewd person. Merry Wives, v. 3.
Libbard, sb. a leopard. L’s L’s L. v. 2.
Liberal, adj. licentious. Two Gent, in 1 • Oth

n. 1.

Liberty, sb. libertinism. T. A. iv. 1.
License, sb. licentiousness. M, for M. hi. 2.
Lief, adj. dear. 2 H VI. in. 1.

Lifter, sb. a thief T. & Cr. 1. 2.
Light o’ love, sb a tune so called. Two Gent 1 2
Lightly, adv. easily, generally. Com. of E. iv. 4

•

R. III. in. 1.

Like, v.t. to please. R. III. m. 4; Lear, 11. 2.
Like, v.t. to liken, compare. 1 H. VI. iv. 6.
Like, adj. likely. M. for M. v. 1.

Likelihood, sb. promise, appearance. R. 1 1 1. in. 4.
Liking, sb. condition. 1 H. IV. in. 3.
Limbeck, sb. an alembick, a still. Mac. 1. 7.
Limbo, or Limljo patrum, sb. the place where
- Sood men under the Old Test, were believed to
be imprisoned till released by Christ after his
crucifixion. All’s Well, v. 3 ; H. VIII. v. 3.

Lime, sb. bird-lime. Temp. iv. 1.

Lime, v.t. to entangle as with bird-lime. Tw. N
m. 4. To smear with bird-lime. 2 H. VI. 1. 3! j

To mix lime with beer or other liquor. Merry
Wives, 4. 3.

Limn, v.t. to draw. As you Like it, n. 7.
Line, v.t. *to cover on the inside. Cymb. n. 3.To strengthen by inner works. 1 H. IV. n o"

2 H. IV. 1. 3..
J ’

Linstock, sb. a staff with a match at the end of
it, used by gunners in firing cannon. H. V.
in. Chorus.

List, sb. a margin, hence a bound or enclosure.
Tw. N. hi. 1 ; 1 H. IV. iv. 1.

Lither, adj. lazy. 1 H. VI. IV. 7.
Little, sb. miniature. Ham. 11. 2.
Livelihood, sb. appearance of life. All’s Well, 1. 1.
Livery, sb. a law phrase, signifying the adt of

delivering a freehold into the possession of the
heir or purchaser. R. II. n. 3.

Living, adj. lively, convincing. Oth. 111 3
Loach, sb. a fish so called. 1 H. IV. 11. x.
Lob, sb. a looby. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1.

Lockram, sb. a sort of coarse linen. Cor. 11. 1.
Lode-star, sb. the leading-star, pole-star M N’s
Dr. 1. 1.

Loffe, v.i. to laugh. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1.

Loggats, sb. the game called nine-pins. Ham. v. 1.
Longly, adv. longingly. Tam of S. 1. 1.
Loof, v. t. to luff, bring a vessel up to the wind
A. & C. hi. 8 .

Loon, sb. a low contemptible fellow. Mac. v. 3.
Lot, sb. a prize in a lottery. Cor. v. 2.
Lottery, sb. that which falls to a man bv lot
A. & C. 11. 2.

Lowt, sb. a clown. Cor. 111. 2.
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Lowt, v. t. to treat one as a lowt, with contempt.

i H. VI. iv. 3.
. .

Lozel, sb. a spendthrift. Wint. Tale, II. 3.

Lubber, sb. a leopard. 2 H. IV. 11. 1.

Luce, n. the pike or jack, a fresh-water fish.

Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Lumpish, adj. dull, deje<5led. Two Gent. in. 2.

Lunes, sb. fits of lunacy. Wint. Tale, m 2

Lurch, v.t. to defeat, to win. Cor. 11. 2.

Lurch, v.i. to shift, to play tricks. Merry Wives,

11. 2.

Lure, sb. a thing stuffed to resemble a bird with

which the falconer allures a hawk. Tam of S

iv. 1.

Lush, adj. juicy, luxuriant. Tem. 11. 1.

Lustig, adj. lusty, cheerful. All’s Well, 11. 3

Luxurious, adj. lascivious. Much Ado, iv. 1.

Luxury, sb. lust. Lear, iv. 6.

Lym, sb. a limer or^slow hound. Lear, ill. 6.

Made,/./, having his fortune made. Tw. N. III. 4
Magnifico, sb. the chief magistrate at Venice.

Oth. 1. 2.

Magot-pie, sb. a magpie, a pie which feeds on

magots. Mac. III. 4.

Mailed, /./. covered as with a coat of mail.

2H. VI. 11. 4-

Main-course, sb. a sea-term. Temp. I. x.

Make, v.t. to do up, bar. Com. of E. ill. 1. To
do. L’s L’s L. iv. 3 ; R. III. 1. 3.

Malkin, sb. a familiar name for Mary;. hence a

servant wench. Cor. 11. 1.

Mallecho, sb. mischief. Ham. in. 2.

Mammering, pr. /. hesitating. Oth. in. 3.

Mammets, sb. a woman’s breasts. TH. IV. 11.3.

A doll. R. & J. in. 5-

Mammock, v.t. to break, tear. Cor. 1. 3.

Man, v.t. to tame a hawk. Tam. of S. iv. 1.

Manage, sb.

Mandragora,
Mandrake,

Mankind, a

Tale, 11. 3.

Marches, sb. frontiers, borders. H. V. 1. 2.

Marchpane, sb. a kind of sweet biscuit. R. & J.

1. 5.

Margent, sb margin. L’s L’s L. 11. 1.

Marry trap, bit. an oath. Merry Wives, 1 x.

Martlemas, sb. the Feast of St Martin, which oc-

curs on the nth of Nov. when the fine weather

generally ends ;
hence applied to an old man.

2 H. IV. 11. 2.

Match, sb. an appointment. 1 H. TV. 1 2.

Mate, v.t. to confound, dismay. Mac. v. 1.

Meacock, adj. tame, cowardly. Tam. of S. 11. 1.

Mealed,/./, mingled. M. for M. iv. 2.

Mean, sb. instrument used to promote an end.

Two Gent. iv. 4.

Mean, sb. the tenor part in a harmony. Two
Gent. 1. 2.

Mean, sb. opportunity, power. H. VIII. v. 2.

Measure, sb. reach. Two Gent. v. 4. A stately

dance Much Ado, 11. 1.

Meazel, sb. a leper, spoken in contempt ofa mean
person. Cor. 111. 2.

Medal, sb. a portrait in a locket. Wint. Tale,

1. 2.

Medicine, sb. a physician. All’s Well, 11. 1.

Meed, sb. reward, hire. Two Gent. 11. 4. Merit,

3 H. VI. 11. 1.

Mehercle, int. by Hercules. L’s L’s L. iv. 2.

Meiny, sb. retinue. Lear, 11. 4.

Mell, v.i. to mix, to meddle. All’s Well, iv. 3.

Memorize, v.t. to cause to be remembered. Mac.
1. 2.

Mephistophilus, sb. the name of a familiar spirit.

Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Mercatante, sb. (Italian), a foreign trader. Tam.
of S. iv. 2.

Merely, adv. simply, absolutely. Temp. 1. 1.

Mess, sb. a company of four. L’s L’s L. iv. 3;

v. 2.

Metaphysical, adj. supernatural. Mac. 1. 5.

Mete-yard, sb. measuring-wand. Tam. ofS. IV. 3.

Mew up, v.t. to confine. R. III. 1. 1.

Micher. sb. a truant. 1 H. IV. 11. 4.

Mickle," adj. much. Com. of E. in. x.

Mill-sixpence, sb. a milled sixpence. Merry
Wives, 1. 1.

Mince, v.t. to do any thing affe<5ledly. H. V. v. 2.

Mincing, adj. affedted. 1 H. IV. in. 1.

Miscreate,/./. illegitimate. H. V. 1. 2.

Misdoubt, v.t. to suspedl. 3 H. VI. v. 6.

Misery, sb. avarice. Cor. 11. 2.

Misprise, v.t to despise. As you Like it, I. x.

to mistake M. N’s Dr. in. 2.

Misprision, sb. mistake. Much Ado, iv. 1.

Missive, sb. messenger. A. & C. 11. 2.

Mistempered, adj. angry. John, v. 1.

Misthink, v.t. to think ill of. 3 H. VI. 5.

Mistress sb. the jack in bowling. T. & Cr. III. 2.

Mobled, /./. muffled. Ham n. 2.

Modern, adj. commonplace. John, in. 4.

Module, sb. a model, image. John, v. 7.

Moe, adj. and adv. more. Of frequent occur-

rence.

Moiety, sb. a portion. Lear, 1. 1.

Mome, sb. a stupid person. Com. of E. in. x.

Momentany, adj. momentary. M. N’s Dr. 1. 1.

Months-mind, sb. a monthly commemoration of

the dead, but used ludicrously to mean a great

mind or strong desire. Two Gent. 1. 2.

Mood, sb. anger. Two Gent. iv. 1.

Moon-calf, sb. a nick-name applied to Caliban.

Temp. 11. 2 ;
in. 2.

Moonish, adj. inconstant. As you Like it, hi. 2.

Mop, sb. nod. Temp. in. 3.

Morisco, sb. a Moor. 2 H. VI. in. 1.

Morris-pike, sb. Moorish-pike. Com. of E. iv. 3.

Mort, sb. death, applied to animals of the chase.

Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Mort-au-vinaigre, int. (French), aridiculous oath.

All’s Well, 11. 3.

Mortal, adj. fatal, deadly. Oth. v. 2. Murder-

ous. Mac. 1. 5.

Mortified,/./, ascetic. Mac. v. 2.

Mose, v.i. a doubtful word, applied to some
disease in a horse. Tam. of S. in. 2.

Motion, sb. solicitation. Com. of E. 1. 1. Emo-
tion. Oth. 1. 2.

Motion, sb. a puppet. Two Gent. it. 1.

Motive, sb. one who moves. All’s Well, IV. 4.

That which moves. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Motley, adj. used as sb. the many-coloured coat

of a fool. As you Like it, n. 7. A fool. Ibid,

m. 3.

Motley-minded, adj. foolish. As you Like it,v. 4.

management, lemp. 1. 2.

. I a plant of soporiferous quality,

* > supposed to resemble a man.

J Oth. in. 3; 2H. IV. 1. 2.

j. having a masculine nature. Wint.
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Mouse-hunt, sb. a weasel. R. & J. IV. 4.

Mow, v.i. to make grimaces. Temp. 11. 2.

Moy, sb. a coin, probably a moidore. H. V. iv. 4.

Much, int. significant of contempt. 2 H. IV. 11. 4.

Much, used ironically. As you Like it, iv. 3.

Mure, sb. a wall. 2 H. IY. iv. 4.

Must, sb. a scramble. A. & C. in. 11.

Mutine, v.i. to mutiny. Ham. in. 4.

Mutine, sb. a mutineer. Ham. v. 2.

Napkin, sb. a handkerchief. As you Like it, IV. 3.

Natural, sb. an idiot. Temp. hi. 2

Nayward, adv. towards denial. Wint. Tale, n. x.

Nayword, sb. a catch-word, by-word. Merry
Wives, 11. 2.

Neb, sb. the beak. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Neeld, sb. a needle. M. N’s Dr. in. 2.

Neif, sb. hand. M. N’s Dr. iv, 1.

Nephew, sb a grandson. Oth. 1. 1.

Nether-stocks, sb. stockings. Lear, n. 4.

Next, adj. nearest 1 Hen. IV. in. 1.

Nice, adj. foolish. Tam. of S. in.. 1.

Nick, sb. score or reckoning. Two Gent. iv. 2.

Nick, v.t , to brand with folly. A, & C. in. 11.

Nighted, /./. black as night. Ham. 1 2.

Night-rule, sb. nightly solemnity. M. N’s Dr.
hi. 2.

Nine men’s morris, sb. a place set apart for a
Moorish dance by nine men. M. N’s Dr. n. 2.

Ninny, sb. a fool, jester Temp. in. 2.

Nobility, sb„ nobleness. Ham. 1. 2.

Noble, sb. a coin, worth 6j. 8d. R. II. i. x.

Noddy, sb. a dolt. Two Gent. 1. x.

Nonce, sb. for the nonce, corrupted from * for then
once,’ for the occasion. 1 H. IV. 1. 2.

Nook-shotten, adj. indented with bays and
creeks. H. V. hi. 5.

Nourish, sb. a nurse. 1 H. VI. 1. 1.

Novum, sb. a game at dice. L’s L’s L. V. 2.

Nowl, sb. head, M. N’s Di. in. 2.

Nuthook, sb. a hook for pulling down nuts, hence
a thief. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

O, sb. a circle. M. N’s Dr. in. 2.

Oar, v.t. to row as with oars. Temp. n. 1.

Obsequious, adj. behaving as becomes one who
attends funeral obsequies. Ham. 1. 2.

Obsequiously, adv. funereally. R. III. 1. 2.

Obstacle, adj. ridiculously used for ‘obstinate.’

1 H. VI. v. 4.

Occupation, sb. persons occupied in business.
Cor. iv. 6.

Occurent, sb. an incident. Ham. v. 2.

Od’s body, interj. 1 H. IV. 11. 1. ^ •
,

Od’s heartlings. Merry Wives, 3' m
.

th
f:
se

m J
’I and all similar

Od’s pittikins. Cym. iv. 2. }
exclamations is

Od’splessed will. MerryWives,
j

fg^emismfor

Oeilliad, sb. an amorous glance. Merry Wives,
1. 3 -

O’erparted, j>.j>. having too important a part to

abt. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

O’er-raught, j>.j>. overreached. Com. of E. 1. 2.

Overtasked. Ham. in. 1.

Offering,/./. challenging. 1 H. IV. iv. 1.

Office, sb. benefit, kindness. All’s Well, IV. 4;
use, function. H. V. n. 2.

Old, adj. a cant term for great, as we say fine,

or pretty. Merry Wives, 1. 4 ; Mac. n. 3.

Once, adv. some time. Merry Wives, hi. 4.
Oneyer, sb. a banker, x H. IV. n. 1. A doubtful

word.
Ope, adv. open. Com. of E. in. 1.

Ope, v.i. to open. 3 H. VI. n. 3. v.t. to open.
M. of V. 1. 1.

Open, adj. plain. M. for M. n. 1. Public. H.
VIII. n. 1.

Open, v.i. to give tongue as a hound. Merry
Wives, iv. 2,

Operant, adj. adtive. Tim. iv. 3.

Opinioned, /./. used ridiculously for pinioned.
'

Much Ado, iv. 2.

Opposite, sb. adversary. Tw. N. in. 4.
Opposition, sb. combat. Cym. iv. 1.

Or, adv. before. Mac. iv. 3.

Order, sb. measures. Com. of E. v. 1 ; PI. V.
iv- 5.

Ordinance, sb. rank, order. Cor. in. 2.

Orgulous, adj. proud. Prol. to T. & Cr.
Ort, sb. leaving, refuse. Tim. iv. 3.

Ostent, sb. show, appearance. M. of V. n. 2.

Ostentation, sb. show, appearance. Much Ado,
iv. 1 ; Cor. 1. 6.

Ounce, sb. a beast of prey of the tiger kind. M.
N’s Dr. 11. 3.

Ouphe, sb. a fairy. Merry Wives, iv. 4.

Ousel-cock, sb. the blackbird. M. N’s Dr. in. 1.

Out, adv. all out, fully. Temp. 1. 2.

Out-look, v.t. to face down. John, v. 2.

Outward, adj. not in the secret of affairs. All’s
Well, hi. 1.

Outward, sb. outside. Cym. 1. 1.

Owe, v.t. to own. Temp. 1. 1.

Pack, v.t. to practise unlawful confederacy.
Much Ado, v. 1 ; Tam. of S. v. 1.

Pack, sb. a number of people confederated. R. !

III. hi. 3. 1

Paddock, sb. a toad. Mac. 1. 1.

Paid,/./, punished. Cym. v. 4.
Palabras, sb. words, a cant term, from the Spanish.
Much Ado, in. 5.

Pale, v.t. to enclose. A. & C. n. 7; H. V. v. Ch.
Pall, v. t. to wrap as with a pall. Mac. 1. 5.

Palled, /./. impaired. A. & C. n. 7.

Palmer, sb. one who bears a palm-branch, in token
of having made a pilgrimage to Palestine.
R. & J. 1. 5.

Palmy, adj. victorious. Ham. 1. 1.

Parcelled,/./, belonging to individuals. R. III.
11. 2.

Pard, sb. the leopard. Temp. iv. 1.

Paritor, sb. an apparitor. L’s L’s L. in. 1.

Parle, sb. talk. Two Gent. 1. 2.

Parlous, adj. perilous. As you Like it, in. 2;
keen, shrewd. Rich. III. in. 1.

Parted, /./. endowed, gifted . T. & Cr. in. 3.
Partizan, sb. a pike. R. & J. 1. 1.

Pash, sb. the face. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Pash, v.t. to strike violently, to bruise, crush.
T. & Cr. 11. 3.

Pass, v.i. to pra<5tise. Tw. N. in. 1 : Lear, hi. 7.
To surpass expectation. Merry Wives, iv. 2.

Passant, pr.p. a term of heraldry, applied to
animals represented on the shield as passing by
at a trot. Merry Wives, 1. 1.
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Passing, adv. surpassingly, exceedingly. M. N’s
Dr. ii. i.

Passion, v.i. to have feelings. Temp. v. i.

Passionate, v.t. to suffer. T. A. in. 2.

Passy-measure, sb. a kind of dance. Tw. N. v. 1.

Pastry, sb. the room where pastry was made.
R. & J. iv. 4.

Patch, sb. a mean fellow. Temp. 111. 2.

Patched, /./. dressed in motley. M. N’s Dr. iv. 1.

Patchery, sb. trickery. T. & Cr. 11. 3.

Path, v.i. to walk. J. C. 11. 1.

Pathetical, adj. affedted, hypocritical. As you
Like it. iv. 1.

Patient, v.r. to make patient, to compose. T. A.
1. 2.

Patine, sb. the metal disc on which the bread is

placed in the administration of the Eucharist.
M. of V. v. 1.

_

Pattern, v.t. to give an example of. Wint. Tale,
ill. 2. Afford a pattern for. M. for M. 11. 1.

Pauca verba, few words. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Paucas, adj. few, a cant word. Ind. to Tam. of S.

I Pavin, sb. a dance. Tw. N. v. 1.

Pax, sb. a small image of Christ. H. V. in. 6.

Pay, v.t. to despatch. 1 H. IV. 11. 4.*

Peat, sb. a term of endearment for a child. Tam.
of S. 1. 1.

Pedascule, sb. a pedant, schoolmaster. Tam. ofS.
hi. 1.

Peer, v.i. to peep out. R. & J. 1. 1.

Peize, v.t. to balance, weigh down. John, 11. 2;
R. III. v. 3.

Pelting, adj. paltry. M. for M. 11. 2.

Perdu, adj. lost. Lear, iv. 7.

Perdurable, adj. durable. H. V. iv. 5.

Perdy, int. a euphemism for Par Dieu. Com. of E.
IV. 4-

Perfedl, adj. certain. Wint. Tale, 111. 3.

Perfect, v.t. to inform perfectly. M. for M. iv. 3.

Periapts, sb. charms worn round the neck. 1 H.
VI. v. 3.

Perjure, sb. a perjured person. L’s L’s L. iv. 3.

Persever, v. to persevere. Two Gent. 111. 2.

Perspective, sb. a telescope, or some sort of

optical glass. Tw. N. v. 1.

Pew-fellow, sb. a comrade. R. III. iv. 4.

Pheeze, v.t. to comb, fleece, curry. Ind. to Tam.
of S. ; T. & Cr. 11. 3.

Pia-mater, sb. the membrane covering the brain,

the brain itself. Tw. N. 1. 5.

Pick, v.t. to pitch, throw. H. VIII. v. 3.

Picked, adj. chosen, selected. John, 1. 1.

Pickers (and stealers), sb. the fingers, used ridicu-

lously. Ham. hi. 2.

Picking, adj. insignificant. 2 H. IV. 1. 1.

Pickt-hatch, sb. a place noted for brothels. Merry
Wives, 11. 2.

Pied, adj. motley-coated, wearing the motley coat

of a jester. Temp. 111. 2.

Pieled, p.p. shaven. 1 H. VI. 1. 3.

Pight, p.p. pitched. T. & Cr. v. 11.

Pilcher, sb a scabbard. R. & J. m. 1.

Pill, v.i. to pillage. Tim. iv. 1.

Pin, sb. a malady of the eye. Lear, iit. 4. The
centre of a target. L’s L’s L. iv. 1 ; R. & J. 11.4.

Pinfold, sb. a pound, a place to confine lost cattle.

Two Gent. 1. 1.

Pioned, p.p. digged. Temp. 111. 3.

Placket, sb. a petticoat-front. Wint. Tale, iv. 3.

Plain song, sb. a simple air. H. V. in. 2.

Plaited,/./, intricate. Lear, 1. 1.

Planched, adj. made of boards. M. for M. iv. x.

Plantation, sb. colonizing, planting a colony.
Temp. 11. 1.

Plausive, adj. plausible. All’s Well, 1. 2.

Pleached, adj. interwoven. Much Ado, 1. 2.

Point, sb. a lace furnished with a tag by which
the breeches were held up. 1 H. IV. 11. 4.

Point-de-vice, adj derived from the French, fault-

less. Tw. N. 11. 5.
Poise, sb. balance. M. for M. 11. 4. Doubt.

Lear, 11. 1.

Polled, p.p. bare. Cor. iv. 5.

Pomander, sb. a perfumed ball. Wint. Tale, iv. 4.

Pomewater, sb. a kind of apple. L’s L’s L. iv. 2.

Poor-john, sb. a herring. Temp. 11. 2.

Popinjay, sb. a parrot. 1 H. IV. 1. 3.

Port, sb. pomp, state. Tam. of S. 1. 1.

Port, sb. a gate. 2 H. IV. iv. 4.

Portable, adj. bearable. Mac. iv. 3.

Portance, sb. conaudl, behaviour. Cor. 11. 3.
Possess, v. t. to inform. Tw. N. 11. 3.

Potch, v. i. to push violently. Cor. 1. 10.

Potent, sb. a potentate. John, 11. 2.

Pouncet-box, sb. a box for holding perfumes. 1 H.
IV. 1. 3.

Power, sb. forces, army. 2 H. IV. 1. x.

Pradtice, sb. wicked stratagem. Tw. N. v. 1.

Praclisant, sb. a confederate. 1 H. VI. ill. 2.

Prank, v. t. to dress up. Wint. Tale, iv. 3 ; Cor.
in. x.

Precept, sb. a justice’s summons. 2 H. IV. v. 1.

Preciously, adv. in business of great importance.
.

^

Temp. 1. 2.

Pregnancy, sb. fertility of invention. 2 H. IV. 1. 2.

Pregnant, adj. fertile of invention. M. for M.
I. 1. Ready. Ham. in. 2. Obvious. M. for

M. 11. 1.

Prenominate, v. t. to name beforehand, to pro-
phesy. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Pre-ordinance, sb. old-established law. J. C. in. 1.

Presence, sb. the presence-chamber. H. VIII. i

in. 1. High bearing. M. of V. in. 2.

Prest, adj. ready. M. of V. 1. 1.

Pretence, sb. design. Wint. Tale, m. 2.

Pretend, v. t. to portend. 1 H. Vi. iv. 1. To
intend. Mac. 11. 4.

Prevent, v. t. to anticipate. J. C. v. 1.

Prick, sb. the mark denoting the hour on a dial.

R. & J. 11. 4.

Prick, v. t. to incite. Tam. of S. in. 2. To choose j
by pricking a hole with a pin opposite the name.

J. C. hi. 1.

Prick-song, sb. music sung in parts by note. R.

& J. 11. 4.

Pricket, sb. a stag of two years. L’s L’s L. IV. 2. ;

Pride, sb. heat. Oth. hi. 3.

Prig, v. t. to steal. Wint. Tale, iv. 2.

Prime, adj. rank, lecherous. Oth. hi. 3.

Primer, adj. more-important. H. VIII. 1. 2.
j

Primero, sb. a game at cards. H. VIII. v. 1.

Principality, sb. that which holds the highest 1

place. Two Gent. 11. 4.

Princox, sb. a coxcomb. R. & J. 1. 5.

Priser, sb. a prize-fighter. As you Like it, n. 3.

Procure, v. t. to bring. R. & J. in. 5.

Proface, interj. much good may it do you. 2 H.
IV. v. 3.



Profane, adj. outspoken. Oth. u. i.

Progress, sb. a royal ceremonial journey. Ham.

Projedl, v. t. to shape or contrive. A. & C. V. 2.

Prompture, suggestion. M. for M. 11. 4.
Prone, adj. ready, willing. Cym. v. 4 ; M. for
M. 1. 3.

Proof, sb. strength of manhood. Much Ado, iv. 1.

Propagate, v. t. to advance, to forward. Tim. 1. 1.

Propagation, sb. obtaining. M. for M. 1. 3.
Proper-false, sb. natural falsehood. Tw. N. ir. 2.

Propertied, /. /. endowed with the properties of.
A. & C. v. 2,

Properties, sb. scenes, dresses, &c. used in a
theatre. Merry Wives, iv. 4.

Property, v. t. to take possession of. John, v. 2.

Propose, v. t. to suppose, for the sake of argu-
ment. 2 H. IV. v. 2. To converse. Much
Ado, nr. 1.

Propose, sb. conversation. Much Ado, hi. i*

Prorogue, v. t. to defer. R. & J. n. 2.

Provand, sb. provender. Cor. 11. 1.

Provision, sb. forecast. Temp. 1. 2.

Pucelle, sb. a virgin, the name given to Toan of
Arc. 1 H. VI. v. 4.

Pudency, sb. modesty. Cym. 11. 5.
Pugging, adj. thieving. Wint. Tale, iv. 2.
Pun, v. t. to pound. T. & Cr. n. 1.

Purchase, v t to acquire, win. As you Like it,

hi. 2.

Purchase, sb. gain, winnings. 1 H. IV. n. 1.
Put, v.t. to compel. M. for M. 1. 1.

Putter-on, sb. an instigator. H. VIII. 1. 2.

Putter-out, sb. one who lends money at interest.
Temp. in. 3.

Putting-on, sb. instigation. M. for M. iv. 2.
Puttock, sb. a kite. Cym. 1. 2.

Quail, v.i. to faint, be languid, be afraid. As you
Like it, 11. 2. v.t. to cause to quail. A. & C.
v. 2.

Quaint, adj. curiously beautiful. Temp. 1. 2.
Quake, v.t. to cause to quake or tremble. Cor.

I. 9.

Qualify, v.t. to moderate. Much Ado, v. 4.
Quality, sb. those of the same nature. Temp. 1. 2.

Rank or condition. M. for M. 11. 1 ; 2 H. IV.
v. 2.

Quarrel, sb. a suit, cause. 2 H. VI. in. 2.

Quarry, sb. game, a heap of game. Ham. V. 2

;

Cor. 1. 1.

Quart d’ecu, sb. a quarter crown. All’s Well, iv. 3.
Quarter, sb. the post allotted to a soldier. Tim.

v. 5-

Quat, sb. a pimple ; used in contempt of a person.
Oth. v. 1.

Queasy, adj. squeamish, unsettled. Much Ado,
II. 1 ; Lear, 11. 1.

Quell, sb. murder. Mac. 1. 7.

Quench, v.i. to grow cool. Cym. 1. 6.

Quern, sb. a hand-mill. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1.

Quest, sb. enquiry, search, inquest, jury. M. for
M. IV. 1 ; R. III. 1. 4 ; Ham. v. 1.

Questrist, sb. one who goes in search of another.
Lear, in. 7.

Quick, adj. so far gone in pregnancy that the
child is alive. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Quicken, v.i. to come to life. Lear, ill. 7.

Quiddit, ) sb. a subtle question. Ham. v. 1 :

Quiddity, f 1 H. IV. 1. 2.

Quillet, sb. quidlibet, a subtle case in law. L’s
L’s L. iv. 3.

Quintain, sb. a post for tilting at. As you Like
it, 1. 2.

Quip, sb. sharp jest, a taunt. Much Ado, II. 3.
Quire, v.i. to sing in concert. M. of V. v. 1.

Quit, v.i. to requite, respond. Lear, in. 7; Ham.
v. 2.

Quit, v.t. past tense of the verb to quit, quitted.
Cym. 1. 1.

Quitance, sb. requital. H. V. 11. 2.

Quiver, adj. adtive. 2 H. IV. in. 2.
Quote, v.t. to note. R. & J. 1. 4.

Rabato, sb. a ruff. Much Ado, nr. 4.
Rabbit-sucker, sb. a weasel. 1 H. IV. 11. 4.
Race, sb. breed

; inherited nature. Temp. 1. 2.
Rack, sb. wreck. Temp. iv. 1.

Rack, v.t. to enhance the price of anything.
Much Ado, iv. 1 ; Cor. v. 1. v.i. to drive as
clouds. 3 H. VI. 11. 1.

Rag, sb. a term of contempt applied to persons.
Tim. iv. 3.

Rake, v. t. to cover. Lear, iv. 6.

Rapt, /./. transported with emotion. Mac. 1. 3.
Rapture, sb. a fit. Cor. n. r.

Rascal, sb. a lean deer. J. C. iv. 3.
Rash, adj. quick, violent. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.
Rate, sb. opinion, judgement. Temp. 11. 1.

Rate, v.t. to assign, to value. A. & C. in. 6:
Cym. 1. 5. To scold. M. of V. 1. 3.

Ratolorum, a ludicrous mistake for Rotulorum.
Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Ravin, adj. ravenous. All’s Well, in. 2.
Ravin, v.t. to devour. Mac. n. 4.
Raught, past tense of v. to reach. H. V. iv. 6.
Rawly, adv. inadequately. H. V. iv. 1.

Rawness, sb. unprovided state. Mac. iv. 3.
Rayed, p.p. arrayed, served. Tam. of S. iv. 1.
Razed, /./, slashed. Ham. in. 2.

Rear-mouse, sb. the bat. M. N’s Dr. 11. 3.
Rebate, v.t. to deprive of keenness. M. for M

i- 5 -

Rebeck, sb. a three-stringed fiddle. R. & J. iv. 5.
Receipt, sb. money received. R. II. 1. 1.
Receiving, sb. capacity. Tw. N. m. t.

Recheat, sb. a point of the chase to call back the
hounds. Much Ado, 1. 1.

Record, v.t. to sing. Two Gent. v. 4.
Recorder, sb. a flute. Ham. in. 2.

Recure, v.t. to cure, recover. R. III. m. 7.
Red-lattice, adj. suitable to an ale-house, because

ale-houses had commonly red lattices. Merry
Wives, 11. 2.

Red-plague, sb. erysipelas. Temp. 1. 2.
Reduce, v.t. to bring back. R. III. v. 4.
Reechy, adj. smoky, dirty. Cor. 11. 1.
Refell, v.t. to refute. M. for M. v. 1.
Refer, v.r. to reserve to. M. for M. in. 1.
Regiment, sb. government. A. & C. in! 6.

Regreet, sb. a salutation. M. of V. 11. 9.
Regreet, v.t. to salute. R. II. 1. 3.
Reguerdon, sb. requital. 1 H. VI. m. 1.
Relative, adj. applicable. Ham. 11. 2.
Remember, v.t. to remind. Wint. Tale, in 2*
M. for M. 11. 1.

Remorse, sb. pity. M. for M. v. 1.
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Remorseful, adj. full of pity, compassionate.

Two Gent. iv. 3.

Remotion, sb. removal. Tim. IV. 3.

Removed, adj. sequestered, remote. M. for M.
1. 4 ; As you Like it, in. 2.

Render, v.t. to describe you. As you Like it, iv. 3.

Render, sb. account. Cym. iv. 4.

Renege, v.t. to renounce, to deny. A. & C. 1.

1 ;
Lear, 11. 2. ,

Repair, v.t. to renovate, comfort. All’s Well, 1. 2.

Repeal, v.t. to reverse the sentence of exile. Two
Gent. v. 4.

Reproof, sb. confutation. 1 H. IV. 1. 2.

Repugn, v.t. to resist. 1 H. VI. iv. 1.

Requiem, sb. mass for the dead, so called because

it begins with the words, Requiem eternam
dona eis, Domine. Ham. v. 1.

Resolve, v.t. to satisfy. 3 H. VI. hi. 2. To dis-

solve. Ham. 1. 2.

Respect, sb. consideration. Much Ado, n. 3.

Respective, adj. respectful, thoughtful. M. of V.

v. r.

Respective, adj. corresponding. Two Gent.iv. 4.

Respectively, adv. respectfully. Tim. hi. 1.

Retailed, p.p. handed down. R. III. in. 1.

Retire, sb. retreat. 1 H. IV. it. 3.

Retire, v.t. to draw back. R. II. n. 2.

Reverb, v.t. to echo. Lear, 1. 1.

Revolt, sb. a rebel. John, v. 4.

Rib, v.t. to enclose as within ribs. M. ofV. n. 7.

Rid, v.t. to destroy. Temp. 1. 2.

Rift, v.i. to split. Wint. Tale, v. 1. v.t. to split.

Temp. v. 1.

Rift, sb. a split. Temp. 1. 2.

Riggish, adj. wanton. A. & C. II. 2.

Rigol, sb. a circle. 2 H. IV. iv. 4.

Ripe, adj. drunk. Temp. v. 1.

Rivage, sb. the shore. H. V. in. Chorus,

Rival, sb. a partner. * Ham. 1. 1.

Rivality, sb. equal rank. A. & C. ill. 5.

Rive, v.t. to fire. 1 H. VI. iv. 2.

Road, sb. the high road, applied to a common
woman (traviata). 2 H. IV. 11. 2.

Roisting, adj. roistering, violent. T. & Cr. II. 2.

Romage, sb. unusual stir. Ham. I. 1.

Ronyon, sb. a term of contempt applied to a

woman. Mac. 1. 3.

Rood, sb. the crucifix. R. & J. 1. 3.-

Rook, sb. a cheater. Merry Wives, 1. 3.

Ropery, sb. roguery. R. & J. 11. 4.

Rope-tricks, sb. tricks such as are played by a

rope-dancer. Tam. of S. 1. 2.

Round, v.i. to whisper. Oth. 1. 3. To become
great with child. Wint. Tale, II. 1. v.t. to

finish off. Temp. iv. 1.

Round, sb. a diadem. Mac. 1. 5.

Round, adj. unceremonious. Mac. I. 5.

Roundel, sb. a dance or song. M. N’s Dr. II. 3.

Roundure, sb. an enclosure. John, 11. 1.

Rouse, sb. carousal. Ham. I. 4.

Roynish, adj. mangy. As you Like it, II. 2.

Rubious, adj. ruddy. Tw. N. 1. 4.

Ruddock, sb. the redbreast. Cym. iv. 1.

Rush, v.t. to push. R. & J. ill. 3.

Rushling, adj. rustling. Merry Wives, 11. 2.

Sacrificial, adj. reverent, as words used in reli-

gious worship. Tim. 1. 1.

Sacring-bell, sb. the little bell rung at mass to

give notice that the elements are consecrated.

H. VIII. in. 2.

Sad, adj. serious. Two Gent. 1. 2.

Sadly, adv. seriously. Much Ado, 11. 3.

Sadness, sb. seriousness. R. & J. 1. 1.

Safe, v. t. to make safe. A. & C. iv. 6.

Sag, v.i. to hang down. Mac. v. 3.

Salt, adj. lascivious. Oth. 11. 1 ; ill. 3.

Salt, sb. taste. Merry Wives, 11. 3.

Sanded, adj. marked with yellow spots. M. N’s

Dr. iv. 1.

Sans, prep, without. Temp. 1. 2.

Saucy, adj. lascivious. All’s Well, iv. 4.

Saw, sb. a moral saying. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Say, adj. silken. 2 H. VI. iv. 7.

Say, sb. assay, taste, relish. Lear, v. 3.

Scaffoldage, sb. the gallery of a theatre. T. & Cr.

I. 3.

Scald, adj. scurvy, scabby. Merry Wives, in. 1.

Scale, v.t. to weigh in scales. Cor. 11. 3.

Scall, sb. a scab, a word of reproach. Merry
Wives, in. 1.

Scamble, v.i. to scramble. H. V.i. 1.

Scamel, sb. probably a misprint for sea-mel, sea-

mew. Temp. 11. 2.

Scan, v.t. to examine subtly. Oth. III. 3.

Scant, v.t. to cut short, to spare. M. of V. in. 2.

Scant, adj. scanty, short. Ham. v. 2. adv. scarce-

ly. R. & J. 1. 2.

Scantling, sb. a small portion. T. & Cr. 1. 3.

Scape, v. t. to escape. Much Ado, 1. 1.

Scape, sb. a sally. M. for M. 1. 1.

Scathe, sb. injury. 2 H. VI. 11. 4.

Scathe, v.t. to injure. R. & J. 1. 5.

Scathful, adj. destructive. Tw. N. v. 1.

Sconce, sb. the head. Ham. v. 1.

Scotch, v. t. to bruise or cut slightly. Mac. in. 2.

Scrimer, sb. a fencer. Ham. iv. 7.

Scroyle, sb. a scabby fellow. John, 11. 3.

Scull, sb. a shoal of fish. T. & Cr. v. 5.

Scurvy, adj. scabby; metaph. mean. Temp. 11. 2.

Seal, v.t. to set one’s seal to a deed; hence, to

confirm. Cor. 11. 3.

Seam, sb. fat. T. & Cr. II. 3.

Seamy, adj. showing the seam or sewing. Oth.

iv. 2.

Sear, adj. scorched, withered. Mac. v. 3.

Sear, v.t. to stigmatise. All’s Well, 11. 1.

Search, v.t. to probe; hence, to apply a healing

remedy. Two Gent. 1. 2.

Seated, adj. fixed, confirmed. Mac. 1. 3.

Sect, sb. a slip or scion. Oth. 1. 3. A political

party. Lear, v. 3.

Securely, adv. inconsiderately. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Seel, v.t. to close. Oth. in. 3.

Seeling, pr.p. closing, blinding. Mac. III. 2.

Seeming, adv. seemly, becomingly. As you Like

it, v. 4.

Seeming, sb. outward manner and appearance,
j

Wint. Tale, iv. 4.

Seen, adj. versed, instructed. Tam. of S. 1. 2.

Seld, adv. seldom. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Self-bounty, sb. native goodness. Oth. in. 3-

Semblably, adv. alike. 1 H. IV. v. 3.

Seniory, sb. seniority. R. III. iv. 4.

Sennet, sb. a flourish of trumpets.

Sepulchre, v.t. to bury. Two Gent. IV. 2.

Sequestration, sb. separation. Oth. 1. 3.

Sere, adj. dry. Com. of E. iv. 2.
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Serjeant, sb. a bailiff. Ham. v. 2.

Serpigo, sb. a cutaneous disease. M. for M. ill. t.

Serviceable, adj. ‘serviceable vows,’ vows that
you will do her service, or be her servant. Two
Gent. in. 2.

Setebos, sb. the name of a fiend. Temp. 1. 2.

Setter, sb. one who watches travellers to give in-

formation to thieves. 1 H. IV. 11. 2.

Several, sb. land which is not common but appro-
priated. L’s L’s L. 11. r.

Shame, v.i. to be ashamed. Cor. 11. 2.

Shame, sb. modesty. Com. of E. ill. 2.

Shards, sb. shreds, broken fragments of pottery.
Ham. v. 1.

Shards, sb. the wing cases of beetles ; hence
‘sharded.’ Cym. in. 3; and ‘shard-borne.’ Mac.
hi. 2.

Sharked, /./. snatched up, as a shark does his
prey. Ham. 1. 1.

Sheen, sb. brilliancy. M. N’s Dr. 11. 1.

Sheer, adj. pure. R. II. v. 3. Unmixed. Ind. to

Tam. of S. 2.

Shent, /./. rebuked, blamed. Cor. v. 2. Hurt.
Ham. hi. 3.

Sheriff’s-post, sb. a post at the door of a sheriff,

to which royal proclamations were fixed. Tw. N.

\ 5 -

Shive, sb. slice. T. A. 11. 1.

Shot, sb. the reckoning at an ale-house. Two
Gent. 11. 5.

Shoughs, sb. shaggy dogs. Mac. 111. 1.

Shouldered,/./. R. III. 111, 7. A doubtful word.
Shovel-board, sb. game played by sliding metal

pieces along a board at a mark. Merry Wives,
I. 1.

Shrewd, adj. mischievous. All’s Well, ill. 5.

Shrift, sb. confession R. III. ill. 4. Absolution.
M. for M iv. 2.

Shrive, v. t. to confess M of V. 1. 2.

Shriving-time, sb. time for confession. Ham. v. 2.

Shroud, v.r. to enshroud oneself, cover oneself
up. Temp, 11. 2.

Side-sleeves, sb. loose hanging sleeves. Much
Ado, hi. 4.

Siege, sb. seat. M. for M. iv. 2. Stool. Temp.
II. 2. Rank. Ham. iv. 7.

Sight, sb. an aperture in a helmet. 2 H. IV. iv. r.

!
Sightless, adj. invisible. Mac. 1. 5. Unsightly.

John, in. 1.

Sign, v.i. to give an omen. A. Sc C. iv. 3.

Silly, adj. simple, rustic. Cym. v. 3.

Simular, adj. counterfeit, feigned. Cym. v. 5.

Single, adj. feeble. Mac. 1. 3.

Sir, sb. a title applied to a bachelor of arts at the
Universities. Tw. N. iv. 2.

Sith, conj. since. Two Gent. 1. 2.

Sithence, conj. since. Cor. in. 1.

Sizes, sb. allowances. Lear, 11. 4.

Skains-mates, sb. scapegraces. R. & J. ir. 4.

Skill, v.i. to be of importance. Tam. of S. ill. 2.

Skilless, adj. ignorant. Temp. hi. 1.

Skimble-skamble, adj. rambling, disjointed.

1 H. IV. hi. 1.

Skinker, sb. a drawer of liquor. 1 H. IV. 11. 4.

Skirr, v.i. to scour. Mac. v. 3.

Slack, v.t. slacken. Oth. iv. 3.

Slave, v. t. to turn to slavish uses. Lear, iv. 1.

Sleave, sb. floss-silk. Mac. II. 2.

Sledded, /./. sledged. Ham. 1. 1.

Sleided, /./. untwisted, raw, applied to silk.

Per. iv. (Gower).
Sleights, sb. artifices. Mac. in. 5.

Slice, int. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Slipper, adj. slippery. Oth. n. x.

Slips, sb. a kind of noose, or leash. H. V. in. 1.

A piece of base money. R. & J. n. 4.

Sliver, v.t. to slice. Lear, iv. 2.

Sliver, sb. a slice. Ham. iv. 7.

Slops, sb. loose breeches. Much Ado, in. 2.

Slubber, v.t. to slur over. M. ofV. n. 8.

Smirched,/./, smeared, soiled. Much Ado, iv. 1.

Smooth, v.t. to flatter. Per. 1. 2.

Smoothed,/./, flattered, fawned upon. Tim. iv. 3.

Sneap, sb. taunt, sarcasm. 2 H. IV. n. 1.

Sneaped,/./. pinched. Lucr. 333.
Sneaping, adj. nipping. L’s L’s L. 1. 1.

Sneck-up, int. go hang ! Tw. N. n. 3.

Snuff, sb. anger. L’s L’s L. ‘To take in snuff

’

is to take offence.
Softly, adv. gently. Wint. Tale, iv. 2; Ham.

iv. 4.

Soil, sb. spot, taint. Ham. 1. 3.

Solicit, sb. solicitation. Cym. n. 3.

Solidare, sb. a small coin. Tim. in. 1.

Solve, sb. solution. Son. 69.
Sometimes, adv. formerly. M. of V. 1. 1.

Sooth, sb. truth. Wint. Tale, iv. 3. Conciliation.
R. II. hi. 3.

Sooth, adj. true. Mac. v. 5.

Sorel, sb. a buck of the third year. L’s L’s L. iv. 2.

Sorriest, adj. most sorrowful. Mac. in. 2.

Sorry, adj. sorrowful, dismal. Com. of E. v. 1.

Sort, sb. a company. M. N’s Dr. hi. 2. Rank,
condition. R. II. iv. 1. Lot. T. & Cr. 1. 3.
‘In a sort,’ in a manner. Temp. n. 1.

Sort, v.t. to choose. Two Gent. in. 2. v.i. to
suit. Much Ado, v. 2. To consort. 2 H. IV.
11. 4.

Sot, sb. fool. Cym. v. 5.

Soul-fearing, adj. soul-terrifying. John, n. 2.
Sowl, v.t. to lug, drag. Cor. iv. 5.

Sowter, sb. name of a dog. Tw. N. n. 5.

Specialty, sb. a special contract. Tam. of S. n. 1.

Sped,/./, settled, done for. R. & J. in. x.

Speed, sb. fortune. Wint. Tale, in. 2.

Sperr, v.t. to bolt, fasten. T. & C. prol,
Spial, sb. a spy. 1 H. VI. 1. 4.

Spill, v.t. to destroy. Lear, in. 2.

Spilth, sb. spilling. Tim. n. 2.

Spleen, sb. violent haste. John, n. 2 ; v. 7.
Used of the lightning flash. M. N’s Dr. 1. 1.

Sprag, adj. quick. Merry Wives, iv. 1.

Spring, sb. shoot, bud. V. & A. 656. Begin-
ning. M. N’s Dr. n. 2 ; 2 H. IV. iv. 4.

Springhalt, sb. stringhalt, a disease of horses.
H. VIII. 1. 3.

Sprited, /./. haunted. Cym. n. 3.
Spurs, sb. roots of trees. Temp. v. 1 ; Cym. iv. 2.

Squandered,/./, scattered. M. ofV. 1. 3.
Square, v.t. to quarrel. M. N’s Dr. n. 1.

Square, sb. the front part of a woman’s dress,
stomacher. Wint. Tale, iv. 3.

Square, adj. equitable. Tim. v. 1.

Squarer, sb. quarreller. Much Ado, 1. 1.

Squash, sb. an unripe peascod. Tw. N. 1. 5.
Squier, sb. a square or rule. L’s L’s L. v. 2.
Squiny, v.i. to squint. Lear, iv. 6.

Staggers, sb. a disease in horses, attended with
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giddiness: hence any bewildering distress.

Cym. v. 5.

Stain, v.t. to disfigure. Temp. I. 2.

Stale, sb. a decoy. Temp. iv. 1. A gull. Tam.
of S. 1. 1. A prostitute. Much Ado, 11. 2.

Stale, v.t. to make stale, deprive anything of its

freshness. T. & Cr. 11. 3.

Stand upon, to be incumbent on. R. II. iv. 2.

Staniel, sb. an inferior kind of hawk. Tw. N.

11. 5.

Stark, adv. stiff. Cym. iv. 2.

Starkly, adv. stiffly. M. for M. iv. 2.

State, sb. a canopied chair. Tw. N. 11. 5.

Station, sb. attitude. Ham. ill. 4. Adt of stand-

ing. A. & C. hi. 3.

Statist, sb. a statesman. Cym. 11. 4.

Statua, sb. a statue. R. III. 111. 7.

Statue, sb. image, pidture. Two Gent. iv. 4.

Statute, sb. security, obligation. Son. 134.

Statute-caps, sb. woollen caps worn by citizens.

L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Stay, sb. a check. John, 11. 2.

Stead, v.t. to profit. Temp. 1. 2.

Stelled, /./. (a doubtful word) set or fixed.

Lucr. 1444. Son. 24.

Sternage, sb. steerage, course. H.V. in. Chorus.

Stickler, sb. an arbitrator in combats. T. &. Cr.

V. q.

Stigmatic, sb. a deformed person. 2 H. VI. v. 1.

Stigmajical, adj. deformed. Com. of E. IV. 2.

Still, adj. constant. T. A. in. 2.

Still, adv. constantly. Temp. 1. 2.

Stilly, adv. softly. H. V. iv. Chorus.
Stint, v.t. to stop. H. VIII. 1. 2. v.i. To stop.

R. & J. 1. 3.

Stithy, sb. a smith’s forge. Ham. in. 2.

Stithy, v.t. to forge. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Stoccado, sb. a stoccata, or thrust in fencing.

Merry Wives, 11. 1.

Stock, sb. a stocking. Tam of S. III. 3.

Stomach, sb. courage, stubbornness. Temp. I. 2.

Appetite, inclination. Temp. 11. x.

Stone-bow, sb. a cross-bow for throwing stones.

Tw. N. 11. 5.

Stoup, sb. a cup. Tw. N. 11. 3.

Stout, adj. strong, healthy. Tim. iv. 3.

Stover, sb. fodder. Temp. in. 8.

Strachy, sb. A word of doubtful meaning. Tw.
N

;
11. 5.

Straight, adv. immediately. Ham. v. x.

Strain, sb. lineage. Much Ado, II. x. Dispo-
sition. Merry Wives, 11. 1.

Straited, /./. straitened. Wint. Tale, iv. 4.

Strange, adj. foreign. L’s L’s L. iv. 2. Coy,
reserved. R. &J. 11. 2. Marvellous. Oth. v. 2.

Strangeness, sb. coyness, reserve. T. & Cr.

hi. 3.

Stranger, sb. foreigner. H. VIII. 11. 3.

Strappado, sb. a kind of punishment. 1 H. IV.
11. 4.

Stridlure, sb. stridlness. M. for M. 1. 4.

Strossers, sb. trowsers. H. V. ill. 7.

Stuck, sb. a thrust of a sword. Ham. iv. 7.

Stuck in, sb. corruption of stoccata. Tw. N.
hi. 4.

Stuff, sb. baggage. Com. of E. iv. 4. Material,

substance. Oth. 1. 1.

Stuffed, p.p. filled, stored. Much Ado, 1. 1.

Sty, v.t. to lodge as in a sty. Temp. 1. 2.

Subscribe, v.t. to yield. Lear, 1. 2. v.i. to suc-

cumb. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Success, sb. issue, consequence. Much Ado, 1. 3.

Succession. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Successive, adj. succeeding. 2 H. VI. iit. 1.

Successively, adv. in succession. 2 H. IV. iv. 4.

Sudden, adj. hasty, rash. As you Like it, n. 7.

Suddenly, adv. hastily. R. III. iv. 1.

Sufferance, sb. suffering. M. for M. in. 1.

Suggest, v.t. to tempt, entice. All’s Well. iv. 5.

Suggestion, sb. temptation, enticement. Mac. 1. 3.

Suited,/./, dressed. All’s Well, 1. 1.

Sullen, adj. doleful, melancholy. John, 1. 1.

Sumpter, sb. a horse that carries provisions on a

journey. Lear, 11. 4.

Suppose, sb. a trick, imposition. Tam. of S. v. 1.

Supposed,/./, counterfeit. Tam. of S. 11. 1.

Surcease, v.i. to cease. Cor. in. 2.

Surcease, sb. cessation, end. Mac. 1. 7.

Surprise, v.t. to capture by surprise. 3 H. VI.

iv. 2.

Sur-reined, /./. over-worked. H. V. in. 5.

Suspedt, sb. suspicion. R. III. 1. 3.

Suspire, v.i. to breathe. 2 H. IV. iv. 4.

Swabber, sb. a sweeper of the deck of a ship.

Temp. 11. 2.

Swart, adj. black. John, in. 1.

Swarth, adj. black. T. A. n. 3.

Swarth, sb. quantity of grass cut down by one
sweep of the scythe. Tw. N. n. 3.

Swasher, sb. swaggerer. H. V. hi. 2.

Swashing, pr. p. dashing, smashing. R. & J. 1. 1.

Swath, sb. The same as ‘ swarth.’ T. & Cr. v. 5.

Swathling, adj. swaddling. 1 H. IV. in. 2.

Sway, v.i. to move on. 2 H. IV. iv. x.

Swear, v.t. to adjure. Lear, 1. 1.

Swear over, v.t. to out-swear. Wint. Tale. 1. 2.

Swift, adj. ready, quick. Much Ado, hi. 1.

Swinge-buckler, sb. a bully. 2 H. IV. hi. 2.

Table, sb. a tablet, note book. Ham. 1. 2.

Table-book, sb. note-book. Wint. Tale, iv. 3.

Tables, sb. the game of backgammon. L’s L’s L.

v. 2. A note-book. Ham. 1. 5.

Tabor, sb. a small side-drum. Temp. iv. 1.

Taborer, sb. a player on the tabor. Temp. in. 2.

Tabourine, sb. tambourine, drum. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Tag, sb. the rabble. Cor. hi. 1.

Taint,/./, tainted, x H. VI. v. 3.

Tainture, sb. defilement. 2 H. VI. it. i.

Take, v. t. to infedl, blast, bewitch. Merry Wives,
iv. 4; Ham. 1. 1.

Take in, v. t. to conquer. A. & C. in. 7 ; Cor.

1. 2.

Take out, v. t. to copy. Oth. hi. 4.

Take up, v. t. to borrow money, or buy on credit.

2 H. VI. iv. 7. To make up a quarrel. As you
Like it, v. 4.

Taking, sb. infection, malignant influence. Lear,

in. 4.

Taking up, sb. buying on credit. 2 H. IV. 1. 2.

Tall, adj. strong, valiant. Tw. N. 1. 3.

Tale, sb. counting, reckoning. Mac. 1. 3.

Tallow-catch, sb. a lump of tallow. 1 H. IV. II. 4.

Tang, sb. twang, sound. Temp. n. 2.

Tang, v.t. to sound. Tw. N. n. 5.

Tanling, sb. anything tanned by the sun. Cym.
iv. 4.

Tarre, v. t. to excite, urge on. John, iv. 1.
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Tarriance, sb. delay. Two Gent. n. 7.
Tartar, sb. Tartarus. H. V. 11. 2.

Task, v.t. to tax. 1 H. IV. iv. 3. Challenge.
R. II. iv. 1.

Tasking, sb. challenging. 1 H. IV. v. 2.

Taste, v. t. to try. Tw. N. in. 4.

Tawdry-lace, sb. a rustic necklace. Wint. Tale,
iv. 3.

Taxation, sb. satire, sarcasm. As you Like it, 1. 2.

Taxing, sb. satire. As you Like it, 11. 7.
Teen, sb. grief. Temp. 1. 2.

Tell, v. t. to count. Temp. 11. 1.

Temper, v. t. to mix. Cym. v. 5.

Temperance, sb. temperature. Temp. 11. 1.

Tempered
, /./. mixed. Ham. v. 2.

Tend, v. t. to attend to. 2 H. VI. 1. 1.

lender, v.t. to hold, to esteem. Temp. 11. 1.

To have consideration for. Two Gent. iv. 4.
Tent, v.t. to probe as a wound. Cor. in. 1.

Tent, sb. a probe for searching a wound. Cym.
hi. 4 .

Tercel, sb. the male of the goshawk. T. & Cr.
hi. 2 .

Termagant, sb. a ranting character in old plays.
Ham. hi. 2.

Tested, /./. pure, assayed. M. for M. 11. 2.
Testern, v. t. to reward with a tester, or sixpence.
Two Gent. 1. 1.

Tharborough, sb. (corrupted from * third-borough’)
a constable. L’s L’s L. 1. 1.

Theorick, sb. theory. All’s Well, iv. 3.
Thewes, sb. sinews, muscles. 2 H. IV. hi, 2.
Thick, adv. rapidly. 2 H. IV. 11. 3 ; Cym. in. 2.
1 hick-pleached,/./, thickly intertwined. Much
Ado, 1. 2.

Third-borough, sb. a constable. Ind. to Tam. of

Thought, jb. anxiety, grief. Ham. in. 1; A. &
C. iv. 6. So ‘to take thought* is to give way
to grief. J. C. 11. 1.

Thrasonical, adj. boastful. As you Like it, v. 2.
Three-man beetle, sb. a wooden mallet worked
by three men. 2 H. IV. 1. 2.

Three-man-song-men, sb. singers of glees in three
parts. Wint. Tale, iv. 3.

Three-pile, sb. three-piled velvet. Wint. Tale,
iv. 3.

Threne, sb. lament. Ph. & T. 49.
Thrid, sb. thread, fibre. Temp. iv. 1.
Throe, v.t. to put in agonies. Temp. ir. 1.
'lhrum, sb. the tufted end of a thread in weaving.
M. N’s Dr. v. 1.

Thrummed, /./. made of coarse ends or tufts.
Merry Wives, iv. 2.

Tickle, adj. ticklish. M. for M. I. 3.
Tight, adj. nimble, adlive. Tam. of S. 11. 1:
A. & C. iv. 4.

Tightly, adv. briskly, promptly. Merry Wives,
1. 3 ; ii. 3.

Tike, sb. a cur. H. V. 11. 1.

Tilly-vally, bit. an exclamation of contempt.
Tw. N. 11. 3.

Tilth, sb. tillage. Temp. 11. 1.

Timeless, adj. untimely. R. II. iv. 1.

Tindl, sb. stain, dye. Ham. in. 4.
Tire, sb. attire, head-dress. Two Gent. iv. 4.
Tire, v.i. to tear as a bird of prey. 3 H. VI. 1. 1.

Hence, metaphorically, to feed. Cym. 111. 4.
Tire, v. t. to attire, dress. Com. of E. 11. 2.

Tod, v.i. to yield a tod of wool. Wint. Tale, iv. 3.
Tokens, sb. plague spots. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Tokened, /./. marked with plague spots. A. & C.
in. 8.

Toll, v.i. to exadl toll. 2 H. IV. iv. 4. To pay
toll. All’s Well, v. 3.

Too too, adv. excessively. Two Gent. 1. 4; Ham.
1. 2.

Topless, adj. supreme, without superior. T. & Cr.
i- 3 -

Touch, sb. touchstone for testing gold. R. III.
iv. 2. Trait. As you Like it, 111. 2. An acute
feeling. Cym. 1. 1.

Touched,/./, pricked. T. A. iv. 4.
Touse, v.t. to pull, drag. M. for M. v. 1.

Toward, adv. nearly ready. M. N’s Dr. in. 1.

Towards, adv. nearly ready. R. & J. 1. 5.
Toys, sb. trifles, foolish tricks. 2 H. IV. 11. 4.
Trade, sb. beaten path. H. VIII. v. 1.

Tranedt, sb. a ferry. M. of V. in. 4.
Trash, v.t. to check, as a huntsman his hounds.
Temp. 1. 2; Oth. 11. 1.

Translated, /./. transformed. M. N’s Dr. in. 1.

Travail, sb. labour, toil. 1 H. VI. v. 4.
Tray-trip, sb. an old game played with dice.
Tw. N. 11. 5.

Treachers, sb. traitors. Lear, 1. 2.

Treaties, sb. entreaties. A. & C. ill. 9.
Trenched, /./. carved. Two Gent. 111. 2.

Trick, sb. technically, a copy of a coat of arms;
hence, any peculiarity which distinguishes voice
or feature. Lear iv. 6 ; Wint. Tale, 11. 3.

Trick, v.t. to dress up. H. V. in. 6.

Tricked,/./, blazoned. Ham. 11. 2.

Tricking, sb. ornament. Merry Wives, iv. 4.
Tricksy, adj. elegantly quaint. Temp. v. 1.

Triple,, adj. third. A. & C. 1. 1.

Trojan, sb. a cant word for a thief. 1 H. IV. 11. 1.

Trol-my-dames, sb. Fr. trou-niadame

;

the name
of a game

; also called pigeon-holes. Wint. Tale,
iv. 2.

Troth-plight, adj. betrothed. H. V. 11. 1.

Trow, v. i. to trust, think. H. VIII. 1. 1.

True, adj. honest. Cym. 11. 3.

Trundle-tail, sb. a long-tailed dog. Lear, ill. 6.

Tucket-sonance, sb. a flourish on the trumpet.
H. V. iv. 2.

Tundish, sb. a funnel. M. for M. in. 2.

Turlygood, sb. a name adopted by bedlam-beg-
gars. Lear, 11. 3.

Turn, v. t. to modulate. As you Like it, 11. 5.
Twangling, /r./. twanging. Temp. 111. 2.

Twiggen, adj. made of twigs, wicker. Oth. 11. 3.
Twilled, /./. Temp. in. 3. A doubtful word.
Twink, sb. a twinkling. Temp. 111. 3.

Twire, v. i. to peep, twinkle. Son. 28.

Vade, v. i. to fade. P. P. 131, 170.
Vail, v. t. to lower. M. for M. v. 1.

Vailing, j>r.j>. lowering. M. ofV. 1. 1.

Vainness, sb. vanity. H. V. v. Chorus.
Valanced, /./. adorned with a valance or fringe

;

applied to the beard. Ham. 11. 2.

Validity, sb. value. All’s Well, v. 3.
Vantage, sb. advantage. Two Gent. 1. 3.
Vantbrace, sb. armour for the front of the arm.
T. & Cr. 1. 3.

Varlet, sb. a servant, valet. T. & Cr. 1. 1.

Vast, sb. properly a waste-place, metaphorically,

68
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the dead of night. Temp. I. 2. A gulf. Wint.

Tale, 1. 1.
.

Vastidity, sb. immensity. M. for M. HI. 1.

Vastly, adv. like a waste. Luc. 1740.

Vasty, adj. vast, waste. 1 H. IV. in. 1.

Vaunt, sb. the van, that which precedes. 1 . &
Cr. Prol.

Vaunt-couriers, sb. forerunners. Lear, m. 2.

Vaward, sb. the van, vanguard, advanced guard

of an army. H. V. iv. 3. Hence, metaphori-

cally, the first of anything. M. N s Dr. iv. 1.

Vegetives, sb. herbs. Per. ill. 2.

Velure, sb. velvet. Tam. of S. hi. 2.

Velvet-guards, sb. literally, velvet trimmings ; ap-

plied metaphorically to the citizens who wore

them. 1 Hen. IV. in. 1. . . ..

Venew, sb. a bout in fencing, metaphorically ap-

plied’ to repartee and sallies of wit. L’s L’s L.

Veriey, sb. a bout at fencing. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Venge, v. t. to avenge. H. V. 1. 2.

Ventages, sb. holes in a flute or flageolet. Ham.

hi. 2.

Verbal, adj. wordy. Cym. II. 3.

Very, adj. true, real. Two Gent. Hi. 1.

Via, int. off with you! Merry Wives, 11. 2.

Vice, v. t. to screw. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Vice, sb. the buffoon in the old morality plays.

Ham. in. 4. , a o r*

Vie, v. i. to challenge ; a term at cards. A. cc L.

v. 2. To play as for a wager. Tam. of S. 11. 1.

Viewless, adj. invisible. M. for M. in. 1.

Villain, sb. a lowborn man. As you Like it, 1. 1.

Vinewed, /./. mouldy. T. & Cr. n. 1.

Viol-de-gamboys, sb. a bass viol. Tw. N. 1. 3.

Virginalling, pr.p. playing as on the virginals, a

kind of a spinet. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Virtue, sb. the essential excellence. Temp. I. 2.

Valour. Lear, v. 3. ^
Virtuous, adj. excellent. M. N s Dr. in. 2. En-

dowed with virtues. As you Like it, 1. 3.

Vizament, sb. advisement. Merry Wives, 1. i.

Voluble, adj. fickle. Oth. 11. 1.

Voluntary, sb. volunteer. John, n. 1.

Votarist, sb. votary, one who has taken a vow.

M. for M. 1. 5. x » r » t T

Vulgar, sb. the common people. LsLs L. 1. 2.

Vulgar, adj. common. John, n. 2.

Vulgarly, adv. publicly. M. for M. V. 1.

Umbered,/./, stained, dark, as with umber. H.

V. iv. Chorus.

Unaneled, /./• without extreme undtion. Ham.

Unavoided, adj. unavoidable. R. HI* IV- 4*

Unbarbed,/:/, untrimmed. Cor. hi. 2.

Unbated, /./. unblunted. Ham. iv. 7.

Unbolt, v.t. to disclose. Tim. 1. 1.

Unbolted, /./. unsifted, unrefined. Lear, 11. 2.

Unbreathed,- /./. unpractised M. N’s Dr. v. 1.

Uncape, Vit. to throw off the hounds. .Merry

Wives, in. 3.

Uncharged, /./. undefended, applied to the gates

of a city. Tim. v. 4.

Unclew, v.t. to unravel, undo. Tim. 1. 1.

Uncoined,/./, unalloyed, unfeigned, H. V. v. 7.

Undergo, v.t. to undertake. Tim. III. 5.

Undertaker, sb. one who takes up another’s quar-

rel. Tw. N. in. 4.

Under-wrought, /./. undermined. John, 11. 1.

Uneath, adv. hardly. 2 H. VI. in. 4.

Unexpressive, adj. inexpressible. As you Like it,
,

hi. 2.

Unfair, v.t. to deprive of beauty. Son. 5.

Unhappily, adv. censoriously. H. VIII. 1. 4.
|

Unhappy, adj. mischievous. All’s Well, iv. 5.

Unhatched,/./, undisclosed. Oth. in. 4.

Unhouseled, /./. without receiving the sacra- !

ment. Ham. 1. 5.

Unimproved, /./. unreproved. Ham. 1. 1.

Union, sb. a pearl. Ham. v. 2.

Unjust, adj. dishonest. 1 H. IV. iv. 2.

Unkind, adj. unnatural. Lear, m. 4.

Unlived, adj. bereft of life. Lucr. 1754.
j

Unmanned,/./, untamed, applied to a hawk. R.
,

& J. hi. 2.

Unowed,/./, unowned. John, iv. 3.

Unpregnant, adj. stupid. M. for M. iv. 4.

Unproper, adj. common to all. Oth. iv. 1.

Unquestionable, adj. not inquisitive. As you Like
j

it, hi. 2.

Unready, adj. undressed. 1 H. VI. 11. 1.

UnrespeClive, adj. inconsiderate. R. III. iv. 2.

Unsisting, adj. unresting. M. for M. iv. 2.

Unstanched,/./, incontinent. Temp. 1. 1.

Uritempering, adj. unsoftening. H. V. v. 2.

Untented, adj. unsearchable. Lear, 1. 4.

Untraded, adj. unused, uncommon. T. & Cr. iv. 5.

Untrimmed, /./. spoiled of grace or ornament.

Son. 18.

Untrue, sb. untruth. Son. 113.

Unvalued, adj. invaluable. R. HI. I. 4 -

Upspring reel, sb. a boisterous dance. Ham. I. 4.

Urchin, sb. the hedge-hog. Temp. 1. 2.

Usance, sb. usury. M. of V. 1. 3.

Use, sb. interest. M. for M. 1. 1.
'

Utis, sb. riotous merriment, which accompanied

the eighth day of a festival. 2 H. IV. 11. 4.

Utter, v.t. to expel, put forth. Much Ado, v. 3.

Utterance,^, extremity. Mac. in. 1; Cym. in. x.

Waft, v.t. to wave, beckon. Ham. 1. 4. To turn.

Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Waftage, sb. passage. T. & Cr. in. 2.

Wafture, sb. waving, beckoning. J. C. 11. 1.

Wage, v.t. to reward as with wages. Cor. v. 5.

Wailful, adj- lamentable. Two Gent. in. 2.

Waist, sb. the middle of a ship. Temp. 1. 2.

Wannion. ‘ With a wannion’= ‘ with avengeance.’

Per. 11. 1.

Wappened, /./. withered, overworn. Tim. iv. 3.

Ward, sb. guard. Temp. 1. 2. Prison. 2 H. VI.

Warden, sb. a large pear used for baking. Wint.

Tale, iv. 2.

Warder, sb. truncheon. R. II. 1. 3.

Warn, v.t. to summon. R. III. 1. 3.

Wassail, sb. a drinking bout. A. & C. I. 4 - * es"

tivity. Ham. 1. 4. . ^
Wat, a familiar word for a hare. V. & A. 697.

Watch, sb. a watch light. R. III. v. 3.

Watch, v. t. to tame by keeping constantly awake.

Oth. HI. 3. . , T QQ
Water-gall, sb. a secondary rainbow. Lucr. 15°°-

Water-work, sb. painting in distemper. 2 H. IV.

Water-rug, sb. a kind of dog. Mac. 111. 1.

Wax, v.i. to grow. H. V. v. 1.
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Waxen, v.i. perhaps, to hiccough. M. N’s Dr.
11. 1.

Wealth, sb. weal, advantage. M. of V. v. 1.

Wear, sb. fashion. As you Like it, 11. 7.

Weather-fend, v.t. to defend from the weather.
Temp. v. 1.

Web and pin, sb. the cataradl in the eye. Lear,
hi. 4; Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Wee, acLj. small, tiny. Merry Wives, 1. 4.

Weed, sb. garment. Tw. N. v. 1.

Ween, v.i. to think. 1 H. VI. 11. 5.

Weet, v.t. to wit, know. A. & C. 1. 1.

Weigh out, v.t. to outweigh. H. VIII. 111. 1.

Welkin, sb. the sky. Merry Wives, 1. 3.

Welkin, adj. sky-blue. Wint. Tale, 1. 2.

Well-liking, adj. in good condition. L’s L’s L.
v. 2.

Well said, hit. well done ! 2 H. IV. in. 2.

Wend, v.i. to go. M. for M. iv. 3.

Wesand, sb. the wind-pipe. Temp. in. 2.

Whelk, sb. a weal. H. V. in. 6.

Whelked, j>. p. marked with whelks or protuber-
ances. Lear, iv. 6.

When as, adv. when. Son. 49.
Where, adv. whereas. 2 H. VI. in. 2 ; Lear, 1. 2.

Where, sb. a place. Lear, 1. 1.

When, an exclamation of impatience. Tam. of S.

iv. 1.

Whiffler, sb. an officer who clears the way in

processions. H. V. v. Chorus.
While-ere, adv. a little while ago. Temp. in. 2.

Whiles, adv. until. Tw. N. iv. 3.

Whip-stock, sb. handle of a whip. Tw. N. 11. 3.

Whist, adj. hushed, silent. Temp. 1. 2.

White, sb. the centre of an archery butt. Tam.
of S. v. 2.

Whiting-time, sb. bleaching time. Merry Wives,
hi. 3.

Whitster, sb. bleacher. Merry Wives, in. 3.

Whitely, adj. pale-faced. L’s L’s L. in. 1. A
doubtful word.

Whittle, sb. a clasp knife. Tim. v. 3.

Whoo-bub, sb. hubbub. Wint. Tale, iv. 4.

Whoop, v.i. to cry out with astonishment. H. V.
11. 2. Comp. As you Like it, in. 2.

Wicked, adj. noisome, baneful. Temp. 1. 2.

Widow, v. t. to give a jointure to. M. for. M. v. 1.

Widowhood, sb. widow’s jointure. Tam. of S. 11. 1.

Wight, sb. person. Oth. 11. 1.

Wild, sb. weald. 1 H. IV. 11. 1.

Wilderness, sb. wildness. M. for M. in. 1.

Wimpled, /./. veiled, hooded. L’s L’s L. ill. 1.

Window-bars, sb. lattice-work across a woman’s
stomacher. Tim. iv. 3.

Windring, pr.p. winding. Temp. 111. 3.

Winter-ground, v. t. to protect (a plant) from
frost. Cym. iv. 2.

Wis, in the compound ‘I wis,’ certainly. R. III.
I. 3-

Wish,.z/. t. to commend. Tam. of S. 1. 1.

Wistly, adv. wistfully. R. II. v. 4.

Wit, sb. knowledge, wisdom. M. of V. 11. 1.
; J. C.

hi. 2.

Without, prep, beyond. M. N’s Dr. iv. 1.

Wits, five, the five senses. Much Ado, 1. x.

Wittol, sb. a contented cuckold. Merry Wives,
II. 2.

Witty, adj. intelligent. 3 H. VI. 1. 2.

Woman-tired, adj. hen-pecked. Wint. Tale, 11. 3.
Wondered,/./. marvellously gifted. Temp. iv. 2.

Wood, adj. mad. Two Gent. 11. 3.

Woodcock, sb. a simpleton. Tam. of S. 1. 2.

Woodman, sb. a forester, huntsman. Cym. 111. 6.

A cant term for a wencher. M. for M. iv. 3.
Woolward, adj. shirtless. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Word, v. t. to flatter or put off with words. A. &
C. v. 2. To repeat the words of a song. Cym.
iv. 2.

World. ‘To go to the world ’ is to get married.
Much Ado, 11. 1. So ‘a woman of the world ’

is a married woman. As you Like it, v. 3.
Worm, sb. a serpent. M. for M. ill. 1.

Worser, adj. worse. Temp. iv. x.

Worship, v. t. to honour. H. V. 1. 2.

Worth, sb. wealth, fortune. Tw. N. in. 3.
Worts, sb. cabbages. Merry Wives, 1. 1.

Wot, v. t. to know. Two Gent. iv. 4.

Wound,/./, twisted about. Temp. 11. 2.

Wreak, sb. vengeance. Cor. iv. 5.

Wreak, v. t. to avenge. T. A. iv. 3.

Wreakful, adj. revengeful, avenging. Tim. iv. 3.

Wrest, sb. an instrument used for tuning a harp.
T. & Cr. hi. 3.

Writ, sb. gospel, truth. Per. 11. (Gower).
Writhled, p.p. shrivelled, x H. VI. it. 3.

Wroth, sb. calamity, misfortune. M. of V. 11. 9.
Wry, v. i. to swerve. Cym. v. 1.

Wrung,/./, twisted, strained. 1 H. IV. 11. 1.

Yare, adj. ready. Used as an int.
t ‘be’ being

understood. Temp. 1. 1.

Yarely, adv. readily. Temp. 1. 1.

Y-clad,/./. clad. 2 H. VI. 1. 1.

Y-cleped, p.p. called, named. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

Yearn, v. t. to grieve, vex. Merry Wives, in. c •

R. II. v. s.

Yellowness, sb. jealousy. Merry Wives, 1. 3.
Yellows, sb. a disease of horses. Tam. of S. in. 2.
Yeoman, sb. a sheriff’s officer. 2 H. IV. 11. 1.

Yield, v. t. to reward. A. & C. iv. 2. To report.
A. & C. 11. 5.

Yond, adj. and adv. yonder. Temp. 1. 2.

Zany, sb. a clown, gull. L’s L’s L. v. 2.

THE END.
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